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PREFACE. 

 «  

As  it  is  Mr.  Waterton's  qpinian  that  raveiiB  axe  gradually 
beooming  eztiiict  in  England,  I  afflbr  a  &iw  irorda  here  about 

mine. 

The  raveu  in  this  stcny  is  a  compound  of  two  great  origi- 
nals, of  whom  I  have  been,  at  different  times,  the  proud 
poesessor.  The  first  was  in  the  bloom  of  his  youth,  when  he 
was  diBCOvered  in  a  modest  retirement  in  London,  by  a  friend 
of  mine,  and  given  to  me.  He  had  from  the  first,  as  Sir 
Hugh.  £vans  says  of  Anne  Page,  "good  giftS|''  which  he 
improved  by  study  and  attention  in  a  most  exemplary  manner. 
He  slept  in  a  stable — generally  on  horseback — and  so  terrified 
a  Newfoundland  dog  by  his  pretematoral  sagadty,  that  he 
has  been  known,  by  the  mere  sttX)6riority  of  his  genius,  to 
walk  off  unmolested  with  the  dog's  dinner,  ^m  before  his 
&oe.  He  was  rapidly  rising  in  acquirements  and  virtuea, 
when,  in  an  evil  liour.  Lis  stable  was  newly  painted.  He 
observed  the  workmen  doselyy  saw  that  they  were  careful  of 
the  painty  and  immediately  burned  to  possess  it.  On  their 
going  to  dinner,  he  ate  up  all  they  had  left  behind,  consisting 
of  a  pound  or  two  of  white  lead;  and  this  youthful  indis- 
cretion terminated  in  death. 

While  1  was  yet  inconsolable  for  his  loss,  another  friend  of 
mine  in  Yorkshire  discovered  an  older  and  more  gifted  raven 
at  a  village  public-house,  which  he  prevailed  upon  the  land- 
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lord  to  part  with  fi>r  a  oonsideratioiL,  and  sent  up  to  me.  The 

first  act  of  this  Sage,  was,  to  administer  to  the  effects  of  his 
predecessor,  by  difliaterring  all  the  cheese  and  halQpexiee  he 
had  buried  in  the  garden — a  work  of  iinmeiise  labour  and 
research,  to  which  he  devoted  all  the  energies  of  his  iniud. 
When  he  had  achieved  this  taak,  he  applied  himself  to  the 
acquisition  of  stable  language,  in  which  he  soon  became  such 
an  adept;  that  he  would  perch  outside  my  window  and  drive 
imaginary  horseB  with  great. skill,  all  day.  Perhaps  even  I 
never  saw  him  at  his  best,  for  his  former  master  sent  his  duty 
with  him,  and  if  I  wished  the  bird  to  come  out  veiy  strong, 
would  I  be  80  good  as  show  him  a  drunken  man  " — which  I 
never  did,  having  (unfortunately)  none  but  sober  people  at 
hand.  But  I  could  hardly  have  respected  him  more,  what- 
ever the  stimulating  influences  of  this  raght  might  have  been. 
He  had  not  the  least  respect,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  for  me  in 
return,  or  £or  anybody  but  the  cook;  to  whom  he  was 
attached — ^but  only,  I  fbar,  as  a  Policeman  might  have  been. 
Once,  I  met  him  unexpectedly,  about  half-a-mile  ol^  walking 
down  the  middle  of  the  public  street,  attended  by  a  pretfy 
large  crowd,  and  spontaneously  exhibiting  tlie  whole  of  his 
accomplishmente.  His  gravity  under  those  trying  circum- 
stances, I  never  can  forget,  nor  the  extraordinary  gallantry 
with  which,  reding  to  be  brought  home,  he  defended  him- 
self behind  a  pump,  until  overpowered  by  numbers.  It  may 
have  been  that  he  was  too  bright  a  genius  to  live  long,  or  it 
may  have  been  that  he  took  some  pernicious  substance  into 
his  bill,  and  thence  into  his  maw — which  is  not  improbable, 
seeing  that  he  new-pointed  the  greater  part  of  the  garden- 
wall  by  digging  out  the  mortar,  broke  countless  squares  of 
glass  by  scraping  away  the  putty  all  round  the  frames,  and 
tore  up  and  swallowed,  in  splinters,  the  greater  part  of  a 
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woodea  BtaucMe  of  ox  stops  snd  a  landing — hvt  after  some 
Ikree  years  h»  too  was  taken  ill,  and  died  before  ihe  kitchen 
fire.  He  kept  his  eye  to  the  last  upon  the  meat  as  it  roasted, 
and  suddenly  turned  over  on  his  baok  with  a  sepulchral  cry 

of    Cuckoo !  " 

After  this  mournful  deprivation,  I  was,  ibr  a  long  time, 
raTsnlees.   The  kindness  of  another  friend  at  length  provided 

me  with  another  raven ;  but  he  is  not  a  genius.  He  leads 
Hfb  of  a  hermit,  in  my  litde  orchard,  on  the  summit  of 
Shakespeabe's  Qw5lB  Hill ;  he  has  no  relish  for  society ;  he 
gives  no  evidence  of  eyer  cultivating  his  mind ;  and  he  has 
picksed  np  nothing  but  meat  sinoe  I  have  known  him— ecsoept 
the  faculty  of  barking  like  a  dog. 

Of  the  story  of  Bajinasy  Budqs  itself  I  do  not  think  I 
can  say  anything  hsve,  more  to  the  purpose  than  the  following 
passages  from  the  original  Prefoce. 

"  No  account  of  the  Gordon  Biots  having  been  to  my  know- 
ledge introduced  into  any  Work  of  Fiction,  and  the  subject 
presenting  very  extraordinary  and  remarkable  foatnres,  I  was 
led  to  project  this  Tale. 

**  It  is  unnecessary  to  say,  that  those  shamftfu]  tumults, 
while  they  reflect  indelilde  disgrace  upon  the  time  in  which 
they  occurred,  and  all  who  had  act  or  part  in  them,  teach  a 
good  lesson.  That  what  we  falsely  call  a  religious  cry  is 
easily  raised  by  men  who  have  no  religion,  and  who  in  tiieir 
daily  practice  set  at  nought  the  commonest  principles  of  right 
and  wrong ;  that  it  is  begotten  of  intolerance  and  persecution ; 
tiiat  it  is  senseless,  besotted,  inveterate,  and  umnerciM ;  all 
Histoiy  teaches  us.  But  perhaps  we  do  not  know  it  in  our 
hearts  too  well,  to  profit  by  even  so  humble  an  example  as  the 
*  No  Popery  *  riots  of  Seventeen  Hundred  and  Eighty. 
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However  imperfectly  those  disturbanoes  are  set  fbrth  in 
the  following  pages,  they  are  impartially  painted  by  one  who 
has  no  sympathy  with  the  Romish.  Ghurchy  although  he 
acknowledges,  as  most  men  do,  some  esteemed  fineiids  among 
the  followers  of  its  creed. 

**  It  may  be  observed  that,  in  the  desoiiptLon  of  the  prin- 
cipal outrages,  reference  has  been  had  to  the  best  authorities 
of  that  time,  such  as  they  are ;  and  that  the  aocoimt  given  in 
this  Tale,  of  all  tiiie  main  features  of  the  Riots,  is  substantially 
correct. 

« It  may  be  further  remarked,  that  Mr.  Dennis's  allusions 
to  the  flourishing  condition  of  his  trade  in  those  days,  have 
their  foundation  in  Truth,  and  not  in  the  Author's  fancy. 
Any  file  of  old  Newspapers,  or  odd  volume  of  the  Annual 
Register,  will  prove  this,  with  terrible  ease. 

Even  the  case  of  Mary  Jones,  dwelt  upon  with  so  much 
pleasure  by  the  same  bharaoter,  is  no  effort  of  invention.  The 
facts  were  stated,  exactly  as  they  are  stated  here,  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  Whether  they  afforded  as  much  entertainment 
to  the  merry  gentlemen  assembled  there,  as  some  other  most 
affecting  circumstances  of  a  similar  nature  mentioned  by  Sir 
Samuel  Romilly,  is  not  recorded.'' 

That  the  case  of  Mary  Jones  may  speak  the  more  emphati- 
cally for  itself,  I  now  subjoin  it,  as  related  by  Sib  Wixliaic 

Meredith  in  a  speech  in  Parliament,  on  Frequent  Execu- 
tions," made  in  1777. 

"  Under  this  act,"  the  Shop-lifting  Act,  *^one  Mary  Jones 
was  executed,  whose  case  I  shall  just  mention ;  it  was  at  the 
timo  when  press-warrants  were  issued,  on  the  alarm  about 
Falkland  Islands.    The  woman's  husband  was  pressed,  their 


Digitized  by 


P&BFAG& 


xi 


goods  smzed  ^ar  some  debts  of  his,  and  she,  with  two  small 

children,  turned  into  tlie  streets  a-begging.    It  is  a  circum- 
stanoe  not  to  be  Jforgotten,  that  she  was  Yery  yoong  (under 
nineteen),  and  most  remarkably  handsome.    She  went  to  a 
linen-draper's  shop,  took  some  coarse  linen  off  the  counter, 
and  slipped  it  under  her  cloak ;  the  shopman  saw  her,  and  she 
laid  it  down :  Ibr  this  she  was  hanged.    Her  defence  was  (I 
have  the  trial  in  my  pocket),  *  that  she  had  lived  in  credit, 
and  wanted  £6r  nothing,  till  a  press-gang  came  and  stole  her 
husband  from  her ;  but,  since  then,  she  had  no  bed  to  lie  on ; 
nothing  to  giye  her  children  to  eat;  and  they  were  almost  • 
naked ;  and  perhaps  she  might  have  done  something  wrong, 
for  she  hardly  knew  what  she  did.'    The  parish  officers 
testified  the  truth  of  this  story ;  but  it  seems,  there  had  been 
a  good  deal  of  shop-lifting  about  Ludgate ;  an  example  was 
thought  necessary;  and  this  woman  was  hanged  ibr  the 
comfort  and  satis&otion  of  shopkeepers  in  Ludgate  Street. 
When  brought  to  receive  sentence,  she  behaved  in  such  a 
frantic  manner,  as  proved  her  mind  to  be  in  a  distracted  and 
desponding  state;  and  the  child  was  suckiiig  at  her  breast 
when  she  set  out  for  Tyburn." 


Digitized  by 


Digitized  by  Gopgle 


I 


BARNABY  EUDGE. 


CHAPTER  L 


Iv  the  year  1 775,  there  stood  upon  the  borders  of  Epping 

Forest,  at  a  distance  of  about  twelve  miles  from  London 
— measuring  from  the  Standard  in  CorTiliill  or  rather  from 
the  spot  on  or  near  to  which  the  Standard  used  to  be  in  days 
•of  yore — a  house  of  public  entertainment  called  the  Maj'pole ; 
which  fa<:'t  was  demonstrated  to  ail  such  travellers  as  could 
neither  read  nor  write  (and  sixty-six  years  ago  a  vast  numlier 
both  of  travellers  and  stay-at-homes  were  in  this  condition) 
by  the  emblem  reared  on  the  roadside  over  against  tlie  house, 
which,  if  not  of  those  goodly  proportions  that  Maypoles  were 
wont  to  present  in  olden  tinieBi  was  a  lair  young  aah,  thirty 
feet  in  height^  and  straight  as  any  arrow  that  em  Kngliah 
yeoman  drew. 

The  Maypole— by  which  term  from  henceforth  is  meant  the 
hoose,  and  not  its  sign — ^the  Maypole  was  an  old  building, 
with  more  gable  ends  than  a  lazy  man  would  care  to  count  on 
a  sunny  day;  huge  zig-zag  chimneys,  out  of  which  it  seemed 
as  though  even  smoira  could  not  choose  but  come  in  more 
than  naturally  fitntastic  shapes,  imparted  to  it  in  its  tortuous 
progress ;  and  vast  stables,  gloomy,  ruinous  and  empty.  The 
place  was  said  to  have  been  built  in  Hhe  days  of  King  Heniy 
the  Eighth;  and  there  was  a  legend,  not  only  that  Queen 
Elizabeth  had  slept  there  one  nig£t  while  upon  a  himting 
excursion,  to  wit  in  a  certain  oak-panollcd  room  with  a  deep 
bay  window,  but  that  next  morning,  while  standing  on  a 
mounting  block  before  the  dour  with  one  foot  in  the  stirrup, 
the  virgin  monarch  had  then  and  there  boxed  and  cuffed  an 
unlucky  page  for  some  neglect  pf  duty.    The  matter-of-febct 
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and  doabtfiil  folks,  of  vhom  tiiere  were  a  few  amoog  tihe 
Maypole  cuBtomers,  as  imlackilj  there  always  are  in  eveiy 
litde  oommuniiy,  were  indined  to  look  upon  this  traditioiL  as 
ratlier  apocsyplial ;  but,  whenever  the  landlord  of  that  ancient 
hostelry  appealed  to  the  mounting  block  itself  as  evidence, 
and  triumphantly  pointed  out  that  there  it  stood  in  the  same 
place  to  that  very  day,  the  doubters  never  failed  to  be  put 
down  by  a  large  majority,  and  all  tiue  believers  exulted  as  in 
a  victory. 

WTiether  these,  and  many  other  stories  of  the  like  nature, 
were  true  or  untrue,  the  Maypole  was  really  an  old  house,  a 
very  old  house,  perhaps  as  old  as  it  claimed  to  be,  and  per- 
haps older,  wliich  will  sometimes  happen  with  houses  of  an 
uncertain,  as  with  ladies  of  a  certain,  ago.  Its  windows  were 
old  diamond-pane  lattices,  its  flooi*s  were  sunken  and  uneven, 
its  ceilings  blackened  by  the  hand  of  time  and  heavy  with 
massive  beams.  Over  the  doorway  was  an  ancient  porch, 
quaindy  and  grotesquely  carved  ;  and  here  on  summer  even- 
ings the  more  fevoured  customers  smoked  and  drank — ay,* 
and  sang  many  a  good  song  too,  sometimes — reposing  on  two 
grim-looking  high-backed  settLes,  which,  like  the  twin  dragans 
of  some  &iz7  tale,  guarded  the  entrance  to  the  mansion. 

In  the  chimneys  of  the  disused  rooms,  swallows  had  built 
their  nests  iar  many  a  long  year,  and  from  earliest  spriog  to 
latest  autumn  whole  colonies  of  sparrows  chirped  and  twittered 
in  the  eaves.  There  were  more  pigeons  about  the  dreary 
stable  yard  and  out-buildings  than  anybody  but  the  landlord 
could  reckon  up.  The  wheeHng  and  circling  flights  of  runts^ 
fSmtails,  tumblers,  and  pouters,  were  perhaps  not  quite 
consistent  with  the  grave  and  sober  character  of  the  building, 
but  the  monotonous  cooing,  which  never  ceased  to  be  raised 
by  some  among  them  aU  day  long,  suited  it  exactly,  and 
seemed  to  lull  it  to  rest.  With  its  overhanging  stories, 
drowsy  little  panes  of  glass,  and  front  bul<2:ing  out  and  pro- 
jecting over  the  pathway,  the  old  house  looked  as  if  it  were 
nodding  in  its  sleep.    Indeed,  it  needed  no  very  great  stretch 

—  of  fancy  to  detect  in  it  other  resemlilances  to  liumaiiity.  The 
bricks  of  ^\'hich  it  was  built  had  originally  been  a  deep  dark 
red,  but  had  grown  yellow  and  discoloured  like  an  old  man's 
skin ;  the  sturdy  timbers  had  decayed  like  teeth ;  and  here 
and  there  the  ivy,  like  a  warm  garment  to  comfort  it  in  ita 

\  age^  wrapt  its  green  leaves  closely  round  the  time-vrom  walls. 
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It  was  a  hale  and  heady  age  though,  still :  and  in  the 
summer  or  autumn  eyenings,  when  the  glow  of  the  setting 
sun  fell  upon  the  oak  and  chestnut  trees  of  the  adjacent 
foiesty  the  old  house,  partaking  of  its  lustre,  seemed  their  fit 
oompauion,  and  to  have  many  good  years  of  life  in  him  yet. 

Tlie  evening  with  which  we  have  to  do^  was  neither  a 
Bommer  nor  ad  autumn  one,  but  the  twilight  of  a  day  in 
Maiohy  when  the  wind  howled  dismally  among  the  bare 
branches  of  the  treesy  and  rumbling  in  the  wide  dhimnejs  and 
diiying  the  rain  against  the  windows  of  the  Ma}^)ole  Inn, 
gave  such  of  its  frequenters  as  chanced  to  be  there  at  Ihe 
moment  an  undeniable  reason  for  prolonging  their  stay,  and 
caused  the  landlord  to  prophesy  that  the  night  would  certainly 
clear  at  eleven  o'clock  precisely, — which  by  a  reniarkal)le 
coincidence  was  the  hour  at  which  he  al\v;iys  closed  liis  lioiise. 

The  name  of  liim  upon  whom  the  spirit  of  prophecy  thus 
descended  was  Jolm  Willet,  a  burly,  large-headed  man  with  a 
fat  face,  whicli  betokened  profound  obstinacy  and  slowness  of 
apprehension,  combined  ^\•ith  a  very  strong  reliance  upon  his 
own  merits.  It  was  John  Willet's  ordinary  boast  in  his  more 
placid  moods  that  if  he  were  slow  he  was  sure ;  which 
assertion  could,  in  one  sense  at  least,  be  by  no  means  gain- 
said, seeing  that  he  was  in  ever3ihing  unquestionably  the 
re\rer8e  of  fast,  and  withal  one  of  the  most  dogged  and  positive 
&U0W8  in  existence — always  siire  that  what  he  thought  or 
said  or  did  was  right,  and  holding  it  as  a  thing  quite  settled 
and  ordained  by  the  laws  of  nature  and  Providence,  that 
anybody  who  said  or  did  or  thought  otherwise  must  be 
inevitably  and  of  necessity  wrong. 

Mr.  Willet  walked  slowly  up  to  the  window,  flattened  his 
fat  nose  against  the  cold  glass,  and  shading  his  eyes  that  his 
sight  might  not  be  affected  by  the  ruddy  glow  of  the  flre, 
lootked  abioad.  Then  he  walked  slowly  back  to  bis  old  seat 
in  the  chimney-corner,  and,  composing  himself  in  it  with  a 
slight  shiver,  such  as  a  man  might  give  way  to  and  so  acquire 
an  additional  relish  for  the  warm  blaze,  said,  looking  round 
upon  Ids  guests : 

'  **  It  '11  clear  at  eleven  o'clock.  No  sooner  and  no  later. 
Not  before  and  not  arterwards." 

*'  IIow  do  3^ou  make  out  that  ? "  said  a  little  man  in  the 
opposite  comer.  *^  The  moon  is  past  the  full,  and  she  rises  at 
nine.'' 

b2 
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John  looked  sedately  and  solemnly  at  his  questioner  until 
he  had  brought  his  mind  to  bear  upon  the  whole  of  his 
observation,  and  then  made  answer,  in  a  tone  which  seemed 
to  imply  that  the  moon  was  peculiarly  his  businees  and 

nobody  else's : 

"Never  you  mind  aboujb  the  moon.  Don't  you  trouble 
ycrarself  about  her.  You  let  the  moon  alone,  and  I'll  let 
you  alone." 

**  No  offence  I  hope  ?  "  said  the  little  man. 

Again  John  waited  leisurely  until  the  observation  had 
thoroughly  penetrated  to  his  brain,  and  then  replying  No 
Qflfenoe  as  yet"  applied  a  light  to  his  pipe  and  BmoJced  in 
placid  silenoe ;  now  and  then  casting  a  sidelong  look  at  a  man 
wrapped  in  a  loose  riding-coat  widi  huge  cujffis  ornamented 
with  tarnished  silver  lace  and  large  metal  huttons,  who  sat 
apart  from,  the  regular  frequenters  of  the  house,  and  wearing 
A  hat  flapped  over  his  &oe,  which  was  still  fiirther  shaded  by 
the  hand  on  which  his  forehead  rested,  looked  unsociable 
enough. 

There  was  another  guest,  who  sat,  booted  and  spurred,  at 
some  distance  from  the  fire  also,  and  whose  tlioughts — to  judge 
from  Ills  folded  arms  and  knitted  brows,  and  from  the  untasted 
liquor  before  him — were  occupied  with  other  matters  than  the 
topics  under  discussion  or  the  persons  who  discussed  them. 
This  was  a  young  man  of  about  eight-and-twenty,  rather 
above  the  middle  height,  and  though  of  a  somewhat  slight 
figure,  gracefully  and  strongly  made.  Ho  wore  his  own  dark 
hair,  and  was  accoutred  in  a  riding-droas,  which,  togotlier 
with  his  large  boots  (resembliug  in  shape  and  fashion  those 
worn  by  our  Life  Guardsmen  at  the  present  day),  showed 
indisputable  traces  of  the  bad  oondition  of  the  roads.  But 
travel-stained  though  he  was,  he  was  well  and  even  richly 
'  attired,  and  without  being  over-dressed  looked  a  gallant 
gentleman. 

Lying  upon  the  table  beside  him,  as  he  had  carelessly 
thrown  them  down,  were  a  heavy  |iding-whip  and  a  slouched 
hat,  the  latter  worn  no  doubt  as  being  best  suited  to  the 
inclemenoy  of  the  weather.  There,  too,  were  a  pair  of  pistok 
in  a  holster-case,  and  a  short  riding-cloak.  littie  of  hk  hce 
was  visilile,  except  the  long  dark  lashes  which  concealed  his 
downcast  eyes,  but  an  air  of  careless  ease  and  natural  graoe- 
folnees  of  demeanour  pervaded  the  figure,  and  seemed  to 
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oompiehend  even  ibeae  aliglit  acoeasoiies,  which  were  all 
baadaome,  and  in  good  keeping. 

Towards  this  young  gentleman  the  eyes  of  Mr.  Willet 
wandered  but  onoe,  and  then  as  if  in  mute  inquiry  whether  he 
bad  obseacred  bis  silent  neighbour.  It  was  plain  that  John 
and  the  young  gentleman  bad  often  met  before.  Finding  that 
bis  look  was  not  xetnmedy  or  indeed  observed  by  the  person 
to  whom  it  was  addressed^  John  gradually  conoentrated  the 
whole  power  of  bis  eyes  into  one  focus,  and  brought  it  to  bear 
upon  tiie  man  in  the  flapped  bat,  at  whom  he  came  to  stare 
in  course  of  time  with  an  intenisity  so  remarkable,  that  it 
affected  his  fireside  cronies,  who  all,  as  with  one  accord,  took 
their  pipes  from  their  lips,  and  stared  with  open  mouths  at 
the  stranger  likewise. 

The  sturdy  landlord  had  a  large  pair  of  duU  fish-like  eyes^ 
and  the  little  man  who  had  hazarded  tlie  roinark  about  the 
moon  (and  who  was  the  parish-clerk  and  bell-ringer  of 
Chigwell;  a  village  hard  by),  had  little  round  black  sliiny 
eyes  Kke  beads ;  moreover  this  little  man  wore  at  the  knees  of 
his  rusty  black  breeches,  and  on  his  rusty  black  coat,  and  all 
down  his  long  flapped  waistcoat,  little  queer  buttons  like 
nothing  except  his  eyes;  but  so  like  them,  that  as  they 
twinkled  and  glistened  in  the  light  of  the  fire,  which  shone 
too  in  his  bright  shoe-buckles,  he  seemed  all  eyes  from  head 
to  foo^  and  to  be  gazing  with  every  one  of  them  at  the 
unknown  customer.  No  wonder  that  a  man  should  grow 
restless  under  such  an  inspection  as  this,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
eyes  belonging  to  short  Tom  Cobb  the  general  chandler  and 
post-office  keeper,  and  long  Phil  Parkes  the  ranger,  both  of 
whom,  infSacted  by  the  example  of  their  companions,  regarded 
him  of  the  flapped  hat  no  less  attentiTely. 

The  stranger  became  restless ;  perhaps  from  being  exposed 
to  this  raking  fire  of  eyes,  perhaps  from  the  nature  of  bis 
previous  meditations — ^most  probably  from  the  latter  cause, 
for  as  he  changed  his  position  and  looked  hastily  round,  he 
started  to  find  himself  the  object  of  such  keen  regard,  and 
darted  an  angry  and  suspicious  glance  at  the  fireside  group. 
It  had  the  effect  of  immcfliately  diverting  all  eyes  to  tlie 
cliimney,  except  those  of  John  Willet,  who  finding  himself,  as 
it  were,  caught  in  the  fact,  and  not  being  (as  has  been  already 
observed)  of  a  ver\^  ready  nature,  remained  staring  at  his 
g^uest  in  a  paxticuloriy  awkward  and  disconcerted  maimer. 
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\Vc41  ?  "  said  the  stranger. 

Well.  There  was  not  much  in  well.  It  was  not  a  long 
speech.  I  thought  you  gave  an  order/'  said  the  landlord, 
fliter  a  pause  of  two  or  three  minutes  for  consideration. 

The  stranger  took  off  his  hat,  and  disdoeed  the  hard  features 
of  a  man  of  sixty  or  Hiereabouts^  much  weather-beaten  and 
worn  hy  time,  and  the  naturally  harsh  expression  of  which 
was  not  improved  hy  a  dark  handkerchief  whidh  was  hound 
tightly  round  his  head,  and,  while  it  served  the  purpose  of  a 
wig,  shaded  his  forehead,  and  almost  hid  his  eyebrows.  If  ii 
were  intended  to  conceal  or  divert  attention  from  a  deep  gash, 
now  healed  into  an  ugly  seam,  which  w  hen  it  was  first 
inflicted  must  liavo  laid  hare  his  cheek-bone,  the  object  was 
but  indifferently  attained,  for  it  could  scarcely  fail  to  be  noted 
at  a  glance.  Ilis  complexion  was  of  a  cadaverous  hue,  and  he 
had  a  grizzly  jagged  beard  of  some  three  weeks'  date.  Such 
was  the  figure  (very  meanly  and  poorly  clad)  that  now  rose 
from  the  seat,  and  stalldng  across  the  room  sat  down  in  a 
comer  of  the  chimney,  which  the  politeness  or  fears  of  the 
little  clerk  very  readily  assigned  to  him. 

'^A  highwayman!"  whispered  Tom  Cobb  to  Parkes  the 
ranger. 

"  Do  yon  suppose  highwaymen  don't  dress  handsomer  than 
that?"  replied  Parkes.  "It's  a  better  business  than  you 
tliink  for,  Tom,  and  highwa3mien  don't  need  or  use  to  be 
shabby,  take  my  word  for  it." 

Meanwhile,  the  subject  of  their  epeoulations  had  done  due 
honour  to  tke  house  by  calling  for  some  drink,  which  was 
promptly  supplied  by  the  landlord's  son  Joe,  a  broaid-shouldered 
strapping  young  fellow  of  twenty,  whom  it  pleased  his  fiftther 
still  to  consider  a  little  boy,  and  to  treat  accordingly. 
Stretching  out  his  hands  to  warm  them  .by  the  blazing 
the  man  turned  his  head  towards  the  company,  and  after 
running  his  eye  sharply  over  them,  said  in  a  voice  well  suited 
to  his  appearance : 

"  What  liouse  is  that  wliich  stands  a  mile  or  so  from  here?" 

"  Public-house  ? "  said  the  landlord,  with  his  usual  de- 
liberation. 

"  Public-house,  father  !  "  exclaimed  Joe,  where  's  the 
public-house  witliin  a  mile  or  so  of  the  Maypole?  lie  means 
the  gi-eat  house — tlie  Warren — naturally  and  of  course.  The 
old  red-bhck  house,  sir,  that  stands  in  its  own  grounds — ?  " 
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'*Ay,"  said  the  stranger. 

"  And  that  fifteon  or  twenty  years  ago  stood  in  a  park  five 
times  as  broad,  which  with  other  and  licher  property  has  bit 
by  bit  changed  bands  and  dwindled  away — more  *a  the  pily !" 
pursued  the  young  man. 

''Maybe/'  was  the  reply.  ''But  my  question  lelated  to 
the  owner.  What  it  has  been  I  don't  care  to  know,  and  what 
it  is  I  can  see  &>r  myself." 

The  heir-appaTent  to  the  BCaypole  pressed  his  finger  on  his 
lipsy  and  glancing  at  the  young  gentleman  already  noticed, 
who  had  changed  his  attitude  when  the  house  was  first 
mentioned,  replied  in  a  lower  tone, 

"The  owner's  name  is  Haredale,  Mr.  Geo£&ey  Haredale, 
and" — again  he  glanced  in  the  same  direction  as  before — 
and  a  worthy  pnentleman  too — hem  !  " 

Paying  as  little  regard  to  this  admonitory  cough,  as  to  the 
significant  gesture  that  had  preceded  it,  the  stl^mger  pursued 
his  questioning-. 

I  turned  out  of  my  way  coming  here,  and  took  the  foot- 
path that  crosses  the  grounds.  Who  was  the  young  lady 
that  I  saw  entering  a  carriage  ?    His  daughter  ?  " 

''Why,  how  should  I  know,  honest  man?"  replied  Joe, 
contriving  in  the  course  of  some  arrangements  about  the 
hearth,  to  advance  dose  to  his  questioner  and  pbick  him  by 
the  sleeve,  "  /  didn't  see  the  young  lady  you  know.  Wliew ! 
There 's  the  wind  again — arid  rain — well  it  m  a  night ! " 

"  Rough  weather  indeed !  "  observed  the  strange  man. 

**  You  're  used  to  it?"  said  Joe,  catching  at  anything  which 
seemed  to  promise  a  diversion  of  the  subject 

Pretty  well,"  returned  the  other.  "About  the  young 
lady — has  Mr.  Haredale  a  daughter  ?  " 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  young  fellow  firetfoUy,  "  he 's  a  single 
gentleman — he 's — be  qiuet,  can't  you  man  ?  Don't  you  see 
this  talk  is  not  relished  yonder  ?  " 

Beardless  of  this  whispered  remonstrance  and  affecting  not 
to  hear  it,  his  tormentor  provokingly  continued : 

*'  Single  men  have  had  daughters  before  now.  Perhaps  she 
may  be  his  daughter,  though  he  is  not  nianied." 

**  What  do  you  mean,"  said  Joe,  adding  in  an  under  tone 
as  he  approaoh(>d  him  again,  "You'll  come  in  for  it  presently, 
I  know  you  will !  " 

"  I  mean  no  harm  " — returned  the  traveller  boldly,  "  and 
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hare  said  none  that  I  know  o£  I  ask  a  Haw  questions-^ 
anj  stranger  may,  and  not  nnnataxally — about  the  inmates  of 
a  remarkable  house  in  a  neighbouiliood  wMoh  is  new  to  me, 

and  you  are  as  aghast  and  disturbed  as  if  I  were  talking 

treason  against  King  George.  Perhaps  you  can  tell  me  why, 
sir,  for  (as  I  say)  I  am  a  stranger,  and  tliis  is  Greek  to  me  ? 

The  latter  observation  was  addressed  to  the  obvious  cause 
of  Joe  Willet's  discomposure,  who  had  risen  and  was  adjusting 
his  riding-cloak  preparatory  to  sallj-ing  abroad.  Briefly  reply- 
ing that  he  could  give  him  no  information,  the  young  man 
beckoned  to  Joe,  and  handing  him  a  piece  of  money  in  pay- 
ment of  liis  reckoning,  hurried  out  attended  by  young  Willet 
himself,  who  taking  up  a  candle  followed  to  light  him  to  the 
house  door. 

While  Joe  was  absent  on  this  errand,  the  elder  Willet  and 
his  three  companions  continued  to  smoke  with  profound 
grayity,  and  in  a  deep  silence,  each  having  his  eyes  fixed  on  a 
huge  copper  boiler  that  was  suspended  over  the  fire.  After 
some  time  John  Willet  slowly  shook  his  head,  and  thereupon 
his  Mends  slowly  shook  theirs ;  but  no  man  withdrew  his 
eyes  ftom  the  boiler,  cap  altered  the  solemn  expression  of  his 
oountenanoe  in  the  slightest  degree. 

At  length  Joe  returned — rery  talkatiTe  and  condliatoiy,  as 
though  with  a  strong  presentimsni  that  he  was  going  to  be 
found  &ult  with. 

**  Such  a  thing  as  love  is ! he  said,  drawing  a  chair  near 
the  fire,  and  looking  round  for  sympathy.  "  He  has  set  off  to 
walk  to  London, — all  the  way  to  London.  His  nag  gone 
lame  in  riding  out  here  this  blessed  afternoon,  and  comfort- 
ably littered  down  in  our  stable  at  this  minute;  and  he  giving 
up  a  good  hot  supper  and  our  best  bed,  because  Miss  Hare- 
dale  has  gone  to  a  masquerade  up  in  town,  and  he  has  set  his 
heart  upon  seeing'  licr  !  I  don*t  think  I  could  persuade  my- 
self to  do  that,  beautiful  as  she  is, — but  then  I  'm  nob  in  love, 
(at  least  I  don't  tliink  I  am,)  and  that's  the  whole  difOarenoe.'' 
He  is  in  love  then  ?  "  said  the  stranger. 

''Eather,"  replied  Joe.  He'll  neyer  be  more  in  love, 
and  may  very  easily  be  less." 

Silence,  sir ! "  cried  his  father. 

"  What  a  chap  you  are,  Joe  !  "  said  Long  Parkes. 
Such  a  inconsiderate  lad ! "  murmured  Tom  Cobb. 

"  Putting  himself  forward  and  wringing  the  yeiy  nose  off 
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his  own  father's  faod  I "  ezoiaimed  the  paziah-clerk,  meta- 
phorically. 

"  What  have  I  done  ?  "  reasoned  poor  Joe. 
Silence,  sir ! "  retomed  his  father,  "  what  do  you  mean 
tfy  ialkxng,  when  yoa  see  people  that  are  more  ihieai  two  or 
Ihree  times  your  age,  sitting  still  and  silent  and  not  dreaming 
of  Sirring  a  word  ?  " 

''Why  that's  the  proper  thne  fbr  me  to  talk,  isn't  it?" 
said  Joe  rehellionsly. 

''The  proper  time,  sir!"  retorted  his  fiither,  ''the  proper 
time  *s  no  time." 

"  Ah  to  be  siire  muttered  Parkes,  nodding  gravely  to  the 
other  two  who  nodded  likewise,  observing  under  their  breaths 
that  that  was  the  point. 

*'The  proper  time's  no  time,  sir,"  repeated  John  Willet ; 
**  when  I  was  your  age  I  never  talked,  I  never  wanted  to  talk. 
I  listened  and  improved  myself,  that  '8  what  /  did." 

"  And  you 'd  find  your  fatlier  ratlicr  a  tough  customer  in 
argeyment,  Joe,  if  anybody  was  to  tiry  and  tackle  him,"  said 
Parkes. 

"  For  the  matter  o'  that,  PhH!"  observed  Mr.  Willet,  blow- 
ing  a  long,  thin,  spiral  cloud  of  smoke  out  of  the  comer  of 
his  mouth,  and  staring  at  it  abstractedly  as  it  floated  away; 

For  the  matter  o'  that,  Phil,  argeyment  is  a  gift  of  Natur. 
If  Natur  has  gifted  a  man  with  powers  of  argeyment,  a  man 
has  a  ri^t  to  make  the  hest  of  'em,  and  has  npt  a  right  to 
stand  on  fidse  delicaqy,  and  deny  that  he  is  so  gifted;  for  that 
is  a  taming  of  his  baok  on  Natmr,  a  flouting  of  her,  a  alig^ 
ing  of  her  predoos  caskets,  and  a  proving  of  one's  sdf  to  he  a 
swine  that  isn't  worth  her  scattering  pearls  before." 

The  landlord  pausing  here  fbr  a  very  long  time,  Mr.  Parkes 
naturally  concluded  that  he  had  brought  his  disoourse  to  an 
end ;  and  therefore,  turning  to  the  young  man  with  some 
austerity;  exclaimed: 

**You  hear  what  your  father  says,  Joe?  You  wouldn't 
much  like  to  tackle  him  in  argeyment,  I 'm  thinking,  sir." 

"  —If,"  said  John  Willet,  turning  his  eyes  from  the 
ceiling  to  the  facti  of  his  interrupter,  and  uttering  the  mono- 
syllablo  in  capitals,  to  apprise  liim  that  he  had  put  in  his  oar, 
as  the  vulgMr  say,  with  imbecoming  and  irreverent  haste  ; 
"  If,  sir,  Natur  has  fixed  upon  me  the  gift  of  arge>Tnent,  why 
should  I  not  own  to  it,  and  rather  gloiy  in  the  same  ?  Yes, 
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air,  I  am  a  tough,  customer  that  way.  You  are  right,  sir. 
My  touglmess  has  been  proved,  sir,  in  this  room  many  and 
many  a  time,  as  I  think  you  know ;  and  if  you  don't  know/' 
added  John,  putting  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  again,  so  much, 
the  better,  ior  I  an't  proud  and  am  not  going  to  tell  you.'' 

A  general  murmur  ^m  his  three  cronies,  and  a  general 
aihaking  of  heads  at  the  copper  boiler,  assured  John  WlUet 
that  they  had  had  good  experience  of  his  powers  and  needed 
no  further  evidence  to  assure  them  of  his  superiority.  John 
smoked  with  a  little  more  dignity  and  surveyed  them  in 
sQenoe. 

"  It 's  all  yeory  fine  talking,"  muttered  Joe,  who  had  been 
fidgeting  in  his  chair  with  divers  uneasy  gestures.    "  But  if 

you  mean  to  tell  me  that  I  *m  never  to  open  my  lips — 

"  Silence,  sir !  "  roared  his  father.  "  No,  you  never  are. 
When  your  opinion's  wanted,  you  give  it.  When  you're 
spoke  to,  you  speak.  When  your  opinion 's  not  wanted,  and 
5'ou  're  not  spoke  to,  don't  you  give  an  opinion  and  don't  you 
speak.  The  world's  undergone  a  nice  alteration  since  my 
time,  certainly.  My  belief  is  tbat  there  an't  any  boys  left — 
that  there  isn't  such  a  thing  as  a  boy — that  there  's  nothing 
now  between  a  male  baby  and  a  man — and  that  all  the  boys 
went  out  with  Lis  blessed  Majesty  King  George  the  Second." 

*^  That 's  a  veiy  true  observation,  always  excepting  the 
young  princes,'*  said  the  parish-clerk,  who,  as  the  representa- 
tive of  church  and  state  in  that  company,  held  himself  bound 
to  the  nicest  loyally.  **  If  it 's  godly  and  righteous  for  bojrs, 
being  of  the  ages  of  boys,  to  behave  themselves  like  boys,  then 
the  young  princes  must  be  boys  and  cannot  be  otherwise." 

'^Did  you  ever  hear  tell  of  mermaids,  sir?"  said  Mr. 
WiUet. 

Certainly  I  have,"  replied  the  clerk. 

"  Very  good,"  said  Mr.  WiUet.  "  According  to  the  con- 
stitntion  of  mermaids,  so  much  of  a  mermaid  as*  is  not  a 
woman  must  be  a  fish.  According  to  the  constitution  of  young 
princes,  so  much  of  a  young  prince  (if  anything)  as  is  not 
actually  an  angel,  must  be  godly  and  righteous.  Therefore  if 
it 's  becoming  and  gotUy  and  rigliteous  in  the  young  princes 
(as  it  is  at  tlieir  ages)  that  they  should  be  boys,  they  are  and 
must  be  boys,  and  cannot  by  possibility  be  anything  else." 

This  elucidation  of  a  knott}^  point  being  received  with  such 
marks  of  approval  as  to  put  John  Willet  into  a  good  humour. 
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he  contented  himself  with  repeating  to  his  son  his  conmiimd  of 
silence,  and  addressing  the  stranger,  said  : 

If  you  had  asked  your  questions  of  a  grown-up  person — 
of  me  or  any  of  these  gentlemen — you 'd  have  had  some 
satisfaction,  and  wouldn't  have  wasted  breath.  Miss  Uaredale 
is  Mr.  Geoffrey  Ilaredale's  niece." 

Is  her  father  alive  ?  "  said  the  man  carelessly. 
No,"  rejoined  the  landlord,    he  is  not  alive,  aiui  he  is 
not  dead —  " 

Not  dead !  "  cried  the  other. 
"  Not  dead  in  a  common  sort  of  way,"  said  the  landlord. 
The.  cronies  nodded  to  each  other,  and  Mr.  Parkes  remarked 
in  an  under  tone,  shaking  his  head  meanwhile  as  who  should 
say,  let  no  man  contradiot  me,  for  I  won't  believe  him," 
that  John  Willet  was  in  atnamTig  fbroe  to-night,  and  fit  to 
tackle  a  Chief  Justice. 

The  stranger  sufiPered  a  short  pause  to  elapse,  and  then 
asked  ahrupdy,  "  IVhat  do  you  mean?" 

"  More  than  you  think  for,  friend,"  returned  John  Willet. 
Perhaps  there's  more  meaning  in  them  words  than  you 
suspect." 

"  Perhaps  there  is,"  said  the  strange  man,  gruffly ;  "  but 
what  the  deyil  do  you  speak  in  such  mysteries  for?   Tou  tell 

me,  first,  that  a  man  is  not  alive,  nor  yet  dead — ^then,  that 
he 's  not  dead  in  a  coniinon  sort  of  way — then  that  you  mean 
a  gi'eat  deal  more  tlian  I  think  for.  To  tell  you  the  truth, 
you  may  do  that  easily ;  for  so  far  as  I  can  make  out,  you 
mean  nothing.    WliiEt  do  you  mean,  I  ask  again  ?  " 

**  That,"  returned  the  landlord,  a  little  brought  down  from 
his  dignity  by  the  stranger's  surliness,  ''is  a  Ma}^)ole  story, 
and  has  l)oen  any  time  these  four-and-tAventy  years.  That 
story  is  Solomon  Daisy's  storv^  It  belongs  to  the  house ;  and 
nobody  but  Solomon  Daisy  has  ever  told  it  under  this  roof,  or 
ever  shall — that 's  more." 

The  man  glanced  at  the  parish-clerk,  whose  air  of  con- 
sciousness and  importance  plainly  betokened  him  to  be  the 
person  referred  to,  and,  observing  that  he  had  taken  his  pipe 
from  his  lips,  after  a  very  Icftig  whiff  to  keep  it  alight,  and 
was  evidently  about  to  tell  his  story  without  further  solicitation, 
gathered  his  large  coat  ahout  him,  and  shrinking  further  hack 
was  almost  lost  in  the  gloom  of  the  spacious  chimney  comer, 
except  when  the  flame,  struggling  from  under  a  great  faggot 
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uSiose  waight  almost  Gruahed  it  for  the  time,  ahot  upward  with 
a  strong  and  sudden  glare,  and  illtimining  his  figure  fbr  a 
moment^  seemed  afterwards  to  cast  it  into  deeper  ohscurity 
than  before. 

By  this  flickering  light,  which  made  the  old  room,  With  its 
heavy  timbers  and  panelled  walls,  look  as  if  it  were  built  of 
polished  ebony — the  wind  roaring  and  howling  without,  now 
rattling  the  latch  and  creaking  the  hinges  of  the  stout  oaken 
door,  and  now  driving  at  the  cascinent  as  though  it  would 
beat  it  in — hy  tJiis  light,  and  under  circumstances  so  auspicious, 
Solomon  Daisy  Ijegan  his  tale : 

**  It  was  Mr.  Beuben  Haredale;  Mr.  Geofirey's  elder 
brother —  " 

Here  he  came  to  a  dead  stop,  and  made  so  long  a  pause 
that  even  John  Willet  grew  impatient  and  asked  why  he  did 
not  proceed. 

Cohh,"  said  Solomon  Daisy,  dropping  his  voice  and 
appealing  to  the  post-office  keeper;  **  what  day  of  the  month 
is  this?" 

**  The  nineteenth.' 

''Of  March,"  said  the  derk,  bending  forward,  ''the  nine* 
teenth  of  March ;  that 's  very  strange." 

In  a  low  Toioe  they  all  acquiesced,  and  Solomon  went  on : 

"It  was  Mr.  Reuben  Haredale,  Mr.  Geofi&ey's  elder 
brother,  that  twenty-two  years  ago  was  the  owner  of  the 
Warren,  which,  as  Joe  has  said — not-th^t  you  remember  it, 
Joe,  for  a  boy  like  you  can't  do  that,  but  because  you  have 
often  heard  me  say  so — ^was  then  a'mudi  larger  and  better 
place,  and  a  much  more  valuable  property  thaa  it  is  now. 
His  lady  was  lately  dead,  and  he  was  Idit  with  one  child — the 
Miss  Haredale  you  haye  been  inquiring  about — ^who  was  then 
scarcely  a  year  old." 

Although  the  speaker  addressed  himself  to  tlio  man  who 
had  shown  so  much  curiosity  aljout  this  same  family,  and 
made  a  pause  here  as  if  expecting  some  exclamation  of 
surprise  or  encouragement,  the  latter  madp  no  remark,  nor 
gave  any  indication  that  ho  he^rd  or  was  interested  in  what 
was  said.  Solomon  therefore  i^Ujjied  to  his  old  companions, 
whose  noses  were  Lrijii-htly  illuminated  by  the  dee])  rtnl  q:1ow 
from  the  bowls  of  their  pipes :  assured,  by  long  experience, 
of  their  attention,  and  resolved  to  show  his  sense  of  such 
indecent  behaviour. 
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"  Mr.  Haredale,"  said  Solomon,  turning  his  back  upon  the 
strange  man,  loft  tliis  place  when  his  lady  died,  feeling  it 
lonely  like,  and  went  up  to  London,  where  he  stopped  some 
months ;  but  finding  that  place  as  lonely  as  this — as  I  suppose 
and  have  always  heard  say — he  Buddenly  came  back  again 
with  his  little  girl  to  the  Wazzen,  bringing  with  him  besides, 
that  day,  only  two  women  BervaBta,  and  his  etewaid,  and  a 
gardener.'* 

Mr.  Daisy  stopped  to  take  a  whiff  at  his  pipe,  which  was 
going  out^  and  then  piooeeded — at  first  in  a  snuflSling  tone, 
oocadoned  by  keen  enjoyment  of  the  tobacco  and  strong 
pulling  at  tibe  pipe,  and  afterwards  with  inoreasing  dis- 
tinctness; 

— ^Bringing  with  him  two  women  servants,  and  his 
steward  and  a  gardener.  The  rest  stopped  behind  up  in 
hcmdoa,  and  were  to  fbUow  next  day.  It  happened  that  that 
night,  an  old  gentleman  who  lived  at  ChigweU-row,  and  liad 
long  been  poorly,  deceased,  and  an  order  came  to  me  at  half 
after  twelve  o'clock  at  night  to  go  and  toll  the  passing- 
bell." 

There  was  a  movement  in  the  little  group  of  listeners, 
sufficiently  indicative  of  the  strong  repugnance  any  one  of 
them  woiJd  have  felt,  to  liave  turned  out  at  such  a  time  upon 
such  an  errand.  The  clerk  felt  and  underwood  it,  and  pursued 
his  theme  accordingly : 

"  It  uas  a  di-ear}^  thing,  especially  as  the  grave-digger  was 
laid  up  in  his  bed,  from  long  working  in  a  damp  soil  and 
sitting  down  to  take  his  dinner  on  cold  tombstones,  and  I  was 
consequently  under  obligations  to  go  alone,  for  it  was  too  late 
to  hope  to  get  any  other  companion.  However,  I  wasn't 
unprepared  for  it ;  as  the  old  gentleman  had  often  made  it  a 
request  that  the  bell  should  be  toUed  as  soon  as  possible  after 
the  breath  was  out  of  bis  body,  and  be  bad  been  expected  to 
go  Ibr  some  days.  I  put  as  good  a  &ce  upon  it  as  I  could, 
and  muffling  myself  up  (Ibr  it  was  mortal  cdd),  started  out 
with  a  lighted  lantern  in  one  band  and  the  key  of  the  bhurob 
in  the  olber." 

At  this  point  of  the  narrative,  the  dress  of  the  strange  man 
rustled  as  if  be  bad  turned*  himself  to  bear  more  distinctly. 
I^ightly  pointing  over  bis  shoulder,  Solomon  elevated  his  eye- 
brows and  nodded  a  silent  inquiry  to  Joe  whether  this  wjis  the 
case.    Joe  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand  and  peered  into 
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the  comer,  but  could  make  out  uotliing,  and  so  shook  his 
head. 

'*  It  was  just  such  a  night  as  this ;  blowing  a  hurricane, 
raining  heavily,  and  very  dark — I  often  think  now,  darker 
than  I  ever  saw  it  before  or  since  ;  that  may  be  my  fancy,  but 
the  houses  were  all  close  shut  and  the  folks  in  doors,  and 
perhaps  there  is  only  one  other  man  who  knows  how  dark  it 
really  was.  I  got  into  the  church,  chained  the  door  back  so 
that  it  should  keep  ajar — for,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  didn't  like  to 
be  shut  in  there  alone— ^and  putting  my  lantern  on  the  stone 
seat  in  the  little  comer  where  the  bell-rope  is,  sat  down  beside 
it  to  trim  the  candle. 

*'  I  sat  down  to  trim  the  candle,  and  when  I  bad  done  so,  I 
could  not  persuade  myself  to  get  up  again  and  go  about  my 
work.  I  don't  know  how  it  was,  but  I  thought  of  all  the 
ghost  stories  I  had  ever  heard,  even  those  that  I  had  beard 
when  I  was  a  boy  at  school,  and  had  forgotten  long  ago ;  and, 
they  didn't  come  into  my  mind  one  after  another,  but  all 
crowding  at  once,  like.  I  recollected  one  story  there  was  in 
the  village,  how  that  on  a  certain  night  in  the  year  (it  might 
bo  that  very  night  for  anything  I  knew),  all  the  dead  people 
came  out  of  the  ground  and  sat  at  the  heads  of  their  own 
graves  till  morning.  This  made  me  think  how  many  people 
I  had  known,  were  buried  bet;\  oen  the  chiu'ch  door  and  the 
churchyard  gato,  and  what  a  dreadful  thing  it  ■\\'oukl  Ijo  to 
have  to  pass  among  them  and  know  them  again,  so  eai'thy 
and  unlike  themselves.  I  had  known  all  the  niches  and 
arches  in  the  church  from  a  child ;  still,  I  couldn't  persimde 
mvself  that  those  were  their  natural  shadows  which  I  saw  on 
the  payement,  but  felt  sure  there  were  some  ugly  figures 
hiding  among  'em  and  peeping  out.  Thinking  on  in  this  way, 
I  began  to  think  of  the  old  gentleman  who  was  just  dead,  and 
I  could  have  sworn,  as  I  looked  up  the  dark  chancel,  that  I 
saw  him  in  bis  usual  place,  wrapping  his  shroud  about  him 
and  shivering  as  if  he  felt  it  cold.  All  this  time  I  sat  listening 
and  listening,  and  hardly  dared  to  breathe.  At  leng^  I 
started  up  and  took  the  bell-rope  in  my  bands.  At  that 
minute  there  rang — not  that  bell,  for  I  bad  hardly  touched 
tiie  rope— but  another ! 

I  beard  the  ringing  of  anofiier  bell^  and  a  deep  bell  too, 
plainly.  It  was  only  for  an  instant,  and  even  then  the  wind 
carried  the  sound  away,  but  I  heard  it.    I  listened  for  a  long 
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time,  but  it  rang  no  more.  I  liad  heard  of  corpse  candles, 
and  at  last  I  persuaded  myself  that  this  must  be  a  coi'j^se  l>ell 
tolling  of  itself  at  midnight  for  the  dead.  I  tolled  my  bell — 
how,  or  how  long,  I  don't  know — ^and  ran  home  to  bed  aa  iast 
as  I  could  touch  the  ground. 

"  I  was  np  early  next  morning  after  a  leatless  nighty  and 
told  the  story  to  my  neighbours.  Some  were  serious  and  some 
made  light  of  it :  I  don't  think  anybody  belieyed  it  real. 
But,  that  morning,  Mr.  Reuben  Haredale  was  fbund  murdered  " 
in  his  bedchamber ;  and  in  his  hand  was  a  piece  of  the  cord 
attached  to  an  alarm-bell  ontside  the'Toof,  whidi  himg  in  his 
room  and  had  been  cut  asunder,  no  doubt  by  the  murderer, 
when  he  seized  it. 

That  was  the  bell  I  heard. 

**  A  bureau  was  found  opened,  and  a  cash-box,  which  Mr. 
Haredale  had  brought  down  that  day,  and  was  supposed  to 
contain  a  large  sum  of  money,  was  gone.  The  steward  and 
gardener  were  both  missing  and  both  suspected  for  a  long 
time,  but  they  wore  never  found,  th<ni<i:li  lumted  far  and  wide. 
And  far  enougli  they  might  have  looked  for  poor  Mr.  Rudge  — 
the  steward,  whose  body — scarcely  to  be  recognised  l)v  liis 
clo£hes  aud  the  watch  and  ring  he  wore — was  found,  months 
afterwards,  at  the  bottom  of  a  piece  of  water  in  the  grounds, 
with  a*  deep  gash  in  the  brea.st  where  lie  had  been  st.'ibbed 
with  a  knife.  He  was  only  partly  dressed ;  and  people  all 
agreed  that  he  had  l>een  sitting  up  reading  in  his  ovm  room, 
where  there  were  many  traces  of  blood,  and  was  suddenly 
fedlen  upon  and  killed  before  his  master. 

"  Everybody  now  knew  that  the  gardener  must  be  the 
murderer,  and  though  he  has  never  been  heard  of  £rom  that 
time  to  this,  he  will  be,  mark  my  words.  The  crime  was 
committed  this  day  two-and'-twenty  years — on  the  nineteenih. 
of  March,  one  thousand  seven  hundred  and  fifty  three.  On 
the  nineteenth  of  Maxdi  in  some  year — ^no  matter  when — 
know  it^  *I  am  sure  of  it,  for  we  have  always,  in  some  strange 
way  or  other,  been  brought  bade  to  the  subject  on  that  day 
ever  sinoe— on  the  nineteenth  of  March  in  some  year,  sooner^ 
or  later,  that  man  will  be  discovered." 
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CHAPTER  n. 


A  8TBAV0S  stey  i "  said  the  man  who  had  been  the 
oause  of  the  namtton. — "  Stranger  still  if  it  comes  about  as 
you  predict.   Is  that  all  ?  " 

Aqvestion  so  unezpected^ nettled  Solomon  Daifljnot  aHtfle. 
By  dint  of  relating  the  story  Teiy  often,  and  ornamenting  it 
(according  to  village  rei>ort)  with  a  few  flourishes  suggested 
by  the  Tarious  hearers  from  time  to  time,  he  had  come  by 
degrees  to  teQ  it  with  great  eflbot ;  and  "  is  that  all?"  after 
the  dimax,  was  not  what  he  was  accustomed  to. 

"Is  that  all?*'  he  repeated,  "yes,  that's  all,  sir.  And 
enough  too,  I  think.'* 

*'  I  tliink  so  too.  My  horse,  young  man !  He  is  but  a 
hack  hired  from  a  roadside  posting-house,  but  he  must  carry 
me  to  London  to-night." 

"  To-night !  "  said  Joe. 

**  To-niglit,"  returned  the  other.  "What  do  you  stare  at? 
This  tavern  woidd  seem  to  be  a  house  of  call  for  all  the  gaping 
idlers  of  tlie  neighboui-hood  !  '* 

At  this  remark,  which  evidently  liad  reference  to  the 
scrutiny  he  had  imdergone,  as  mentioned  in  the  foregoing 
chapter,  the  eyes  of  John  Willet  and  his  friends  were  diverted 
with  marvellous  rapidity  to  the  copper  boiler  again.  Not  so 
with  Joe,  who,  being  a  mettlesome  fellow,  returned  the 
stranger's  angry  glance  with  a  steady  look,  and  rejoined : 

"  It  is  not  a  veiy  bold  thing  to  wonder  at  your  going  on  to- 
night. Surely  you  have  been  asked  such  a  harmless  questioa 
in  an  inn  befbre,  and  in  better  weather  lhan  this.  I  thought 
you  mightn't  know  the  way,  as  you  seem  strange  to  this  part." 

"  The  way — "  repeated  the  other,  irritably. 

"Yes.   Do  you  know  it?" 

**  I  '11 — humph ! — ^I  'n  find  it,"  replied  the  man,  waving  his 
hand  and  turning  on  his  heeL  Landlord,  take  the  reckon- 
ing here." 
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Jolm  Willel  did  tm  h»  was  desired ;  for  on  that  point  he 
was  seldom  slow,  exoept  in  the  particulars  of  giving  change, 

and  testing  the  goodness  of  any  piece  of  coin  that  was 
proffered  to  him,  by  the  application  of  liis  teeth  or  his  tongue, 
or  some  other  test,  or,  in  doubtful  cases,  by  a  long  series  of 
tests  temiinating  in  its  rejection.  The  guest  then  wi-apped 
his  garments  about  him  so  as  to  slielter  liimself  as  effectually 
as  he  could  jfrom  the  rough  weather,  and  witliout  any  word 
or  sign  of  farewell  betook  himself  to  the  stable-yard.  Here  Joe 
(who  had  left  the  room  on  the  conclusion  of  their  short 
dialogue)  was  protecting  himself  and  the  hone  irom  the  laia 
under  the  shelter  of  an  old  pent-boose  roo£ 

He  pretty  much  of  my  opmion/'  said  Joe,  patting  tho 
horse  upon  the  neck.  I  '11  wager  that  your  stopping  hare 
to-night  would  please  him  better  thaa  it  would  please  me.'' 

**  He  and  I  aie  of  different  opinions,  as  we  lum  been  moie 
tliaa  once  on  ovir  way  here/'  was  the  short  zeplj. 

So  I  was  thinting  befine  you  came  oat,  £or  he  bas 
your  spumy  poor  beast" 

The  slawDiger  a^usfead  bis  ooat-eolkar  abonl  bia  ibee,  and 
made  no  answar. 

«Toa']l  know  me  again,  I  see,"  be  said,  marking  the 
young  Mlow's  earnest  gaze,  when  be  bad  sprung  into  the 
saddle. 

**ThB  man's  worth  knowing,  master,  who  trayels  a  road  be 
don't  know,  mounted  on  a  jaded  horse,  and  leaves  good 
quarters  to  do  it  on  such  a  night  as  this." 

You  have  sharp  eyes  and  a  sharp  tongue  I  find." 

"  Both  I  hope  by  nature,  but  the  last  grows  rusty  sometimes 
for  want  of  using." 

"  Use  the  first  less  too,  and  keep  their  shaipness  lor  your 
sweethearts,  boy,"  said  the  man. 

So  saying  he  shook  his  hand  from  the  bridle,  struck  him 
roughly  on  the  head  witli  the  butt  end  of  his  wliip,  and 
galloped  away ;  dashing  througli  the  mud  and  darkness  with 
a  headlong  speedy  whiob  &m  badly  moimted  horsemen  would 
have  cared  to  ventore,  evea.  had  they  been  thoroughly 
acquainted  with  the  opimtiy;  and  which,  to  one  who  knew 
soiling  of  the  way  be  rode,  was  attended  at  ereiy  stop  with 
great  banrd  and  danger. 

Hie  roads,  esven.  within  twelve  miles  of  London,  were  at 
that  time  iU-psTsd,  seldom  repaired^  Ad  rery  badly  made. 
▼Ok  i»  c 
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The  way  this  rider  traversed  had  been  ploughed  up  by  the 
wheels  of  heavy  wagons,  and  rendered  rotten  l)y  the  frosts 
and  thaws  of  the  preceding  winter,  or  possibly  of  many 
winters.  Great  holes  and  gaps  had  been  worn  into  the  soil, 
which,  being  now  filled  with  water  from  the  late  rains,  were 
not  easily  distinguishable  even  by  day;  and  a  plunge  into 
any  one  of  them  might  have  brought  dovm  a  surer-footed 
horse  than  the  poor  beast  now  urged  for\\  ard  to  the  utmost 
extent  of  his  powers.  Sharp  flints  and  stones  rolled  ti-om 
jmdex  his  hooSa  continually;  the  rider  oould  scarcely  see 
beycmd  the  animaVB  head,  or  farther  on  eiliher  side  than  his 
Ofwn  arm  would  have  extended.  At  that  time,  too,  all  the 
loads  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  metropolis  were  infested 
by  footpads  or  highwaymen,  and  it  was  a  night,  of  all  others^ 
in  which  any  eril-disposed  pensoii  of  this  dasa  might  haro 
pursued  his  unlawM  caDing  with  Htde  fear  of  detection. 

Still,  the  tra.TeUer  dashed  fbarward  at  the  same  reckless  pace, 
r^aidless  alike  of  the  dirt  and  wet  which  flew  about  bis  head, 
the  profound  darlmeHg  of  the  night,  and  the  probalnHty  of 
encountering  some  desperate  characters  abroad.  At  every 
turn  and  angle,  even  where  a  deviation  from  the  direct  course 
might  have  been  least  expected,  and  could  not  possibly  be 
seen  until  he  was  close  upon  it,  he  guided  the  bridle  with  an 
unerring  hand,  and  kept  the  middle  of  the  road.  Thus  he 
sped  onward,  raising  himself  in  the  stirrups,  loaning  his  body 
forward,  until  it  almost  touched  the  horse's  neck,  and  flourish- 
ing his  heavy  whip  above  his  head  with  the  fervour  of  a 
madman. 

There  are  times  when,  the  elements  being  in  unusual 
commotion,  those  who  are  bent  on  daring  enterprises,  or 
agitated  by  great  thoughts,  whether  of  good  or  evil,  feel  a 
mysterious  sympathy  with  the  tumult  of  natui*e,  and  are 
roused  into  corresponding  violence.  In  the  midst  of  thunder, 
lightning,  and  storm,  many  tremendous  deeds  have  been 
committed ;  men,  self-possessed  before,  have  givon  a  sudden 
loose  to  passions  they  could  no  longer  control.  The  demons 
of  wrath  and  despair,  have  striven  to  emulate  those  who  ride 
the  whirlwind  and  direct  the  stonn;  and  man,  lashed  into 
madness  with  Ihe  roaring  winds  and  boiling  waters,  has 
become  for  the  time  as  wild  and  merciless  as  the  elements 
themselves. 

Whether  ihe  traveller  was  possessed  by  thoughts  whidi 
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the  fury  of  the  niglit  had  heated  and  stimulated  iDto  a  quicker 
current,  or  was  merely  impelled  by  some  strong  motive  to 
reach  his  journey's  end,  on  he  swept  more  like  a  liunted 
phantom  than  a  man,  nor  cliecked  his  pace  until,  arri^nno:  at 
some  cross  roads,  one  of  whicli  led  by  a  longer  route  to  the 
place  whence  he  had  lately  started,  he  bore  down  so  suddenly 
upon  a  vehicle  which  waa  coming  towards  him,  that  in  tlie 
ekart  to  avoid  it  he  well  nigh  pulled  Mb  horse  upon  his 
haunches,  and  narrowly  escaped  bdng  throT^Ti. 

'<Yoho!"  oried  the  Yoioe  of  a  man.  What 's  that?  who 
goes  there  ?  " 

**  A  friend  !  "  replied  the  traveller. 

"  A  Mend !  "  repeated  the  voice.  "  Who  calls  himself  a 
friend  and  rides  like  that^  abuamg  Heaven's  gifts  in  the 
sl^ipe  of  horseflesh,  and  endangering^  not  only  his  own 
neck  (whafih  might  be  no  great  matter)  but  the  neeks  of  other 

people?" 

You  have  a  lantscn  there,  I  see^''  said  the  traveller,  dis- 
mounting, "  lend  it  me  fbr  a  moment.  You  have  wounded  my 
horse,  I  think,  with  your  shaft  or  wheel" 

"  Wounded  him ! "  cried  the  other,  "  if  I  haven't  killed 

him,  it 's  no  fiiidt  of  yours.  What  do  you  mean  by  galloping 
along  the  king's  liighway  like  that,  eh? " 

"Give  me  the  light,"  returned  the  traveller,  snatching  it 
from  his  hand,  "  and  don't  a^sk  idle  (questions  of  a  man  who  is 
in  no  mood  for  talking." 

"  If  you  had  said  you  were  in  no  mood  for  talking  before, 
I  should  perhaps  have  been  in  no  mood  for  lighting,"  said  the 
voice.  Hows'ever  as  it's  the  poor  horse  that's  damaged 
and  not  you,  one  of  you  is  welcome  to  the  light  at  all  events — 
but  it 's  not  the  crusty  one." 

The  traveller  returned  no  answer  to  this  speech,  but  holding 
the  light  near  to  his  panting  and  reeking  beast,  examined  him 
in  limb  and  carcase.  Meanwhile  the  other  man  sat  very 
composedly  in  his  vehicle,  which  was  a  kind  of  chaise  with  a 
depository  for  a  large  "bag  of  tools,  and  watdied  his  proceed- 
ings* with  a  careful  eye. 

The  looker-on  was  a  round  red-fkced,  sturdy  yeoman,  with 

a  double  chin,  and  a  voioe  husby  with  good  Hving,  good 

sleeping,  good  humour,  and  good  health.    He  was  past  the 

prime  of  life,  but  Father  Time  is  not  always  a  hard  parent, 

and,  though  he  tarries  Ibr  none  of  his  children,  often  lays  his 
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Land  ligliHy  upon  those  who  have  used  him  well ;  making 
them  old  men  and  women  inexorably  enough,  but  leaving 
their  hearts  and  spirits  young  imd  in  full  vigour.  With 
such  people  th«  grey  head  is  but  the  impression  of  the 
old  fellow's  hand  in  giving  them  his  blessing,  and  every 
wrinkle  but  a  notch  iu  the  ^uiet  calendar  o£  a  weU-speut 
life. 

The  person  whom  the  traveller  had  so  abruptly  encountered 
was  of  this  kind  :  bluff,  hale,  hearty,  and  in  a  green  old  age : 
at  peaofr  mth  himself,  and  evidently  diapoBed  to  be  so  with  all 
the  world.  Although  muffled  up  in  divers  ooata  and  handkeiv 
ohi6& — one  of  which,  passed  over  Iub  orown,  and  tied  in  a 
oonveDient  crease  of  his  double  chin,  secured  his  three-oomexed 
hat  and  bob-wig  from  blitwuig  off  his  head — there  was  no 
disg^uismg  his  pkunp  and  oomlbrtable  figure;  neither  did 
oertain  dirly  finger*mark8  upon  his  fu»  give  it  satj  other  than 
an  odd  and  oomioal  ezpressbny  through  which  its  natural  good 
humour  flhone  with  undinunished  lustre; 

**  He  is  not  hur^"  said  the  trareOer  at  length,  raising  his 
head  and  the  lantern  together. 

"You  have  Ibund  lhat  out  at  last,  have  ymif"  rejoined 
the  old  man.  My  eyes  have  seen  m<»:e  light  than  yours,  but 
I  wouldn't  change  with,  you." 

"  Wliat  do  you  mean  ?  " 

**  Mean !  I  could  have  told  you  he  wasn't  hurt,  five 
minutes  ago.  Give  me  the  light,  Mend ;  ride  forward  at  a 
gentler  pace ;  and  good  night." 

In  handing  up  the  lantern,  the  man  necessarily  cast  its 
rays  full  on  the  speaker's  face.  Their  eyes  met  at  the 
instantr  He  suddenly  dropped  it  and  crushed  it  with  his 
foot. 

Did  you  never  see  a  kxjksmith  before,  that  you  start  as  if 
jou  had  come  upon  a  ghost?"  cried  the  old  man  in  the 
chaise,  or  is  this,"  he  added  hastily,  thrusting  his  hand  into 
the  tool  basket  and  drawing  out  a  hammer,  a  scheme  for 
robbing  'me?  1  know  these  roads.  Mend.  When  I  travel 
them,  I  carry  nothing  but  a  few  shillings,  and  not  a  crown's 
worth  of  theiB.  I  toll  you  pLainly,  to  save  us  both  trouble, 
tibat  there 's  nothing  to  be  got  fiom  me  but  a  pretty  stout  arm 
eonnidtoring  mj  jeais,  and  this  tool,  which,  mayhap  from  long 
•oquaiiitance  with,  I  can  use  pretty  brisiklj.  You  shall  not 
have  it  all  your  own  way,  I  promise  you,  if  you  play 
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at  tliat  game."  With,  tiiese  words  lie  stood  upon  the 
defensive. 

I  am  not  what  joa  tain  me  for,  Gabziel  Yazden/'  replied 

the  other. 

Then  what  and  who  aie  yon  ?  zetuxned  the  loeksmith. 
'*  You  know  my  name  it  seems.    Let  me  know  youn." 

"  I  have  not  gained  the  iaiximatioA  from  ai^  ocmfidsBioe  of 
yoniSy  but  fixnn  the  inscription  on  your  oari^  which  tdls  it  to 
all  the  town/'  replied  the  traTeOer.  ^ 

"  You  have  better  eyes  fbr  that  than  yen  had  fbr  your 
horse  then,"  said  Yarden,  descending  nimbly  ftom  his  chaise^ 
Who  are  you?  Let  me  see  your  £EU)e." 
While  this  locksmith  alighted,  the  trafcller  had  regained 
his  saddle,  from  which  he  now  confronted  the  old  man,  who, 
moving  as  the  horse  moved  in  chafing  under  the  tightened 
rein,  kept  close  beside  liim. 

Let  me  see  your  face,  I  say." 
Stand  off!" 

**  No  masquerading:  tricks,"  said  the  locksmith,  and  tales 
at  the  club  to-morrow,  how  Gabriel  Varden  was  frightened 
by  a  surly  voice  and  a  dork  night.  Stand — ^let  me  see  your 
face." 

Finding  that  further  resistance  would  only  involve  liim  in 
a  personal  struggle  with  an  antagonist  by  no  means  to  be 
despised,  the  traveller  threw  back  his  ooat,  and  stooping  down 
looked  steadily  at  the  locksmith. 

Perhaps  two  men  more  powrfoUy  contrasted,  never  opposed 
each  other  face  to  face.  The  mdc^  features  of  thd  locksmith 
so  set  off  and  heightened  lite  etzoessiye  paleness  of  the  man  on 
hcnebaek,  that  lie  looked  like  «  bloodless  ghost,  while  the 
moisture,  which  hard  riding  had  brought  out  upon  his  skin, 
hung  there  in  daik  and  heavy  drops,  like  dews  of  agony  and 
deatih.  The  oountenaace  of  the  old  locksmith  was  l^hted  up 
with  the  smile  of  one  expecting  to  detect  in  this  impromising 
stranger  some  latent  roguery  of  eye  er  lip,  which  should  reveal 
a  fiimiliar  person  in  that  arch  disguise,  and  spoil  his  jest. 
The  face  of  the  other,  sullen  and  fierce,  hut  shrinking  too, 
was  that  of  a  man  who  stood  at  bay  ;  while  his  firmly  closed 
jaws,  his  puckered  mouth,  and  more  than  all  a  certain  stealthy 
motion  of  the  hand  within  his  breast,  seemed  to  announce  a 
desperate  purpose  verv^  foreign  to  acting,  or  child's  play. 

Thus  they  regarded  each  otbea:  for  some  time,  in  silenoe^ 
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Humph  ! he  said  wixoxi  lie  Jiad  scanned  his  features; 
**  I  don't  know  you." 

Don  t  desire  to?'' — returned  the  other,  mufi&ing  hirnfu^lf 

as  before. 

I  don't>''  said  Gabriel;  "  to  be  plain  with  you,  Mend,  you 
don't  carry  in  your  countenance  a  letter  of  recommendation." 

It 's  not  my  wish/'  said  the  traveller.  **  My  humour  is 
to  be  avoided." 

Well,"  said  the  locksmith  bluntly,  <<I  think  you'll  have 
your  humour.'' 

"  I  will,  at  any  cost,"  rejoined  the  traTeller.  In  proof  of 
it,  lay  this  to  heart — ^iihat  you  were  never  in.  such  peril  of 
your  life  as  you  have  been  within  these  few  moments ;  when 
you  are  within  five  minutes  of  breathing  your  last,  you  will 
not  be  nearer  death  than  you  have  been  to-night ! " 

"  Aye ! "  said  the  sturdy  locksmith. 

*'  Aje !  and  a  violent  death." 

**  From  whose  hand  ?  " 
From  mine,"  replied  the  traveller. 

With  tliat  he  put  spurs  to  his  horse,  and  rode  away;  at 
first  plashing  heavily  through  the  mire  at  a  smart  trot,  but 
gradually  increasing  in  speed  until  the  last  sound  of  liis 
horse's  hoofs  died  away  u^^on  the  wind;  when  he  was  again 
huiTying  on  at  tlie  same  fmioiis  gallop,  which  had  been  his 
pace  when  the  locksmith  first  encouutered  him. 

Gabriel  Varden  remained  standing  in  the  road  "with  the 
broken  lantern  in  his  hand,  listening  in  stupified  silence  until 
no  sound  reached  his  ear  but  the  moaning  of  the  wind,  and 
the  last-falling  rain;  when  he  struck  himself  one  or  two  smart 
blows  in  the  breast  by  way  of  rousing  himself,  and  broke  into 
an  exclamation  of  surprise. 

What  in  the  name  of  wonder  can  this  fellow  be !  a 
madman?  a  highwaymaa?  a  cut-throat?  If  he  had  not 
scoured  off  so  tiab,  we'd  have  seen  who  was  in  most  danger, 
he  or  I.  I  never  nearer  death  than  I  have  been  to-night !  I 
hope  I  may  be  no  nearer  to  it  fSor  a  score  of  years  to  come — if 
so,  I  'U  be  content  to  be  no  &rther  from  it.  My  stars ! — ^a 
pretty  brag  this  to  a  stout  man — pooh,  pooh ! " 

Qabriel  resumed  his  seat,  and  looked  wistfblly  up  the  road 
by  which  the  traveller  had  come  ;  murmuring  in  a  half 
whisper: 

The  Ma^-pole — two  miles  to  the  Maypole.    I  came  the 
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odier  road  fiom  the  Wazrea  after  a  long  day's  irork  at  looks 
and  bells,  on  piupose  that  I  should  not  oome  by  the  Maypole 
and  break  my  promise  to  Martha  by  looking  in — there's 
xesolnfion!  It  ironld  be  dangerous  to  go  on  to  London 
wlthoat  a  light ;  and  it 's  firar  wjUbb,  and  a  good  half  mile 
besides,  to  the  Halfvray-Honse ;  and  between  ^ns  and  that  is 
the  yery  place  where  one  needs  a  light  most.  Two  miles  to 
the  Maypole !  I  told  Martha  I  wouldn't ;  I  said  I  wouldn't, 
and  I  didu't — there  's  resolution  !  " 

Repeating  these  two  last  words  very  often,  as  if  to  com- 
pensate for  the  little  resolution  he  was  going  to  show  by 
j)iquing  himself  on  the  great  resolution  he  had  shown, 
Gabriel  Varden  quietly  turned  back,  determining  to  get  a 
light  at  the  Ma3;^ole,  and  to  take  nothing  but  a  light. 

WTien  he  got  to  the  Maypole,  however,  and  Joe,  responding 
to  his  well-known  hail,  came  running  out  to  the  horse's  head, 
leaving  the  door  open  behind  him,  and  disclosing  a  deUcious 
perspective  of  warmth  and  brightness — ^when  the  ruddy  gleam 
of  the  fire,  streaming  through  the  old  red  curtains  of  the 
common  room,  seemed  to  bring  with  it,  as  part  of  itself,  a 
pleasant  hum  of  voices,  and  a  fragrant  odour  of  steaming 
grog  and  rare  tobacco,  all  steeped  as  it  were  in  the  cheerful 
glow — when  the  shadows,  flitting  across  the  curtain,  showed 
that  those  inside  had  risen  fixmi  their  snug  seats,  and  were 
making  room  in  the  snuggest  oomer  (how  well  he  knew  that 
comer!)  for  the  honest  locksmith,  and  a  broad  glare,  suddenly 
streaming  up,  bespoke  the  goodness  of  the  crackling  log  from 
which  a  brilliant  train  of  sparks  was  doubtless  at  that  moment 
whirling  up  the  chimney  in  honour  of  his  coming — when, 
superadded  to  these  enticements,  there  stole  upon  him  from 
the  distant  kitchen  a  gentle  sound  of  frying,  with  a  musical 
clatter  of  plates  and  dishes,  and  a  savoury  smell  that  made 
even  tlie  boisterous  wind  a  jjerfiime — Gabriel  felt  his  firmness 
oozing  rapidly  away.  He  tried  to  look  stoically  at  the  tavern, 
]jut  his  leatiires  would  relax  into  a  look  of  fondness.  He 
turned  his  head  the  other  way,  and  the  cold  black  country 
seemed  to  frown  him  o^,  and  drive  him  for  a  refuge  into  its 
hospitable  arms. 

"  The  merciful  man,  Joe,"  said  the  locksmith,  "  is  merciful 
to  his  beast.    I  '11  get  out  for  a  little  while.** 

And  how  natural  it  was  to  get  out.  And  how  unnatural  it 
seemed  for  a  sober  man  to  be  plodding  wearily  along  through 
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vary  roads,  eaconntering  ihe  rnde  bofEbto  of  the  wind  and 
pelting  of  tbe  rain,  when  there  was  a  dean  floor  coTered  with 
criflp  white  sand,  a  well  swept  hearth,  a  hkuing  Are,  a  table 
decorated  with  white  doth,  bright  pewter  flag^,  and  other 
tempting  preparations  jbr  a  well-oooked  meal — when  there 
were  these  things,  and  company  disposed  to  make  the  most 
of  them,  all  xeadj  to  his  hand  and  entreating  him  to 
enjoymeat ! 
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Such  were  tiie  loekanith's  thoughts  yrhen,  first  seated  in 
the  snug  oomery  and  slowly  reoorering  from  a  pleasant  defect 
6£  Tision — pleasant,  because  occasioned  by  the  wind  blowing 
in  his  eyes — ^which  made  it  a  matter  of  sound  policy  and  duty 
to  himself,  that  he  should  take  refuge  from  the  woatlier,  and 
tempted  liim,  for  the  same  reason,  to  aggravate  a  slight 
cough,  and  declare  he  felt  but  poorly.  Such  were  still  his 
thoughts  more  than  a  full  hour  afterwards,  when,  supper 
over,  he  still  sat  with  sliining  jovial  face  in  the  same  warm 
nook,  listf^Tiiiig  to  the  cricket-like  chirrup  of  little  Solomon 
Daisy,  and  bearing  no  unimportant  or  slightly  respected  part 
^  in  the  social  gossip  round  the  Maj'pole  lire. 

''I  vdeh  he  may  be  an  honest  man,  that's  aU,"  said 
Solomon,  winding  np  a  variety  of  speculations  relative  to 
the  stranger,  eonoeming  whom  Gabriel  had  compared  notes 
with  the  company,  and  so  laised  a  gnm  discussion ;  "  I  wish 
he  may  be  an  honest  man.'' 

So  we  all  do,  I  suppose,  don't  we?"  ohserred  the  lock- 
smith* 

<'IdonV'  said  Joe. 

"No!"  cried  Oabiiel. 

"No.  He  struck  me  with  his  wh^,  the  coward,  when  he 
was  mounted  and  I  afoot,  and  I  should  he  better  pleased  that 
he  turned  out  what  I  Hunk  him." 

"And  what  may  that  be,  Joe  ?  " 

"  No  good,  Mr.  yardsn.  Yon  may  shake  your  head,  father, 

but  I  say  no  good,  and  will  say  no  good,  and  I  would  say  no 
good  a  hundrcxl  times  over,  if  that  would  bring  him  back  to 
have  the  drubbing  he  deserves." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  sir,"  said  John  Willet. 

**  I  won't,  father.  It 's  all  along  of  you  that  he  ventured  to 
do  what  lie  did.  Seeing  me  treated  like  a  child,  and  put  down 
like  a  fool,  he  plucks  up  a  heart  and  has  a  iling  at  a  fellow 
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that  he  thinks — and  may  well  think  too — hasn't  a  grain  of 
spirit.  But  he 's  mistaken,  as  I  'U  show  him,  and  as  1  'U 
show  all  of  you  before  long.'* 

'^Does  the  boy  know  what  he's  (Si^ymg  oiV*  cried  the 
astonished  John  Willet. 

Father/'  returned  Joe,  ''I  know  what  I  say  and  mean, 
well — ^better  than  you  do  when  you  hear  me.  I  oan  bear 
with  you,  but  I  cannot  bear  the  contempt  that  your  treating 
me  in  the  way  you  do,  brings  upon  me  from  others  every  day. 
Look  at  other  young  men  of  my  age.  Have  they  no  liberfyy 
no  will,  no  right  to  speak  ?  Are  they  obliged  to  sit  mum- 
dhanoe,  and  to  be  ordered  about  till  they  are  the  laughing- 
stock of  young  and  old  ?  I  am  a  bye-word  all  over  ChigweU, 
and  I  say — and  it 's  fiurer  my  saying  so  now,  than  waiting 
tiU  you  are  dead,  and  I  have  got  your  money — I  say,  that 
before  long  I  shall  bo  driven  to  break  sucli  bounds,  and  that 
wliDii  I  do,  it  won't  be  me  that  you  11  have  to  blame,  but  your 
own  self,  and  no  other.'* 

Jolm  Will('t  was  so  amazed  by  the  exasperation  and  bold- 
ness of  his  hopeful  son,  that  he  sat  as  one  bewildered,  staring 
in  a  ludicrous  manner  at  the  boiler,  and  endeavouring,  but 
quite  ineffectually,  to  collect  liis  tardy  thouglits,  and  invent 
.  an  answer.  The  guests,  scarcely  less  disturbed,  were  equally 
at  a  loss ;  and  at  length,  with  a  variety  of  muttered,  half- 
expressed  condolenoes,  and  pieces  of  advice,  rose,  to  depart ; 
being  at  the  same  time  sligh^y  muddled  with  liquor. 

The  honest  locksmith  alone  addressed  a  few  words  of 
coherent  and  sensible  advice  to  both  parties,  urging  John 
Willet  to  remember  that  Joe  was  nearly  arrived  at  man's 
estate,  and  should  not  be  ruled  with  too  tight  a  hand,  and 
exhorting  Joe  himself  to  bear  with  his  fietther^s  o^rioes,  and 
rather  endeavour  to  torn  them  aside  by  temperate  remon- 
strance than  by  ill-timed  rebellion.  Tliis  advice  was  received 
as  such  advice  usually  is.  On  John  Willet  it  made  almost  as 
much  impression  as  on  the  sign  outside  the  door,  while  Joe, 
who  took  it  in  the  best  part,  avowed  himself  more  obliged 
than  he  could  well  express,  biit  politely  intimated  his  inten- 
tion nevertheless  of  taking  his  own  course  uninfluenced  by 
anybody. 

"You  liJivo  always  been  a  very  good  friend  to  in(%  Mr. 
Varden,"  he  said,  as  they  stood  without,  in  the  porch,  and  the 
locksmith  was  equipping  himself  for  his  journey  home;  "1 
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take  it  very  kind  of  you  to  say  all  this,  but  the  time  'a  nearly 
come  when  the  Maypole  and  I  must  part  company." 

IloTmg  stonee  gather  no  moss,  Joe,"  said  Gabriel. 

Nor  mile-stones  mich,"  replied  Joe.  I 'm  little  better 
than  one  here,  and  see  as  much  of  the  world." 

Then,  what  would  you  do,  Joe,"  puisued  the  locksmith, 
stroking  his  ohin  reflectively.  *'  What  oould  you  be  ?  where 
could  yon  go  you  see?" 

I  must  trust  to  ohance,  Tdi,  Vardeoi." 
"  A  bad  thing  to  trust  to,  Joe.  I  don't  like  il  I  always 
teU  my  giil  when  we  talk  about  a  husband  for  her,  never  to 
trust  to  chance,  but  to  make  sure  beforehand  that  she  has  a 
good  man  and  true,  and  then  chance  will  neither  make  her 
nor  break  her.  What  are  you  fidgeting  about  there,  Joe? 
No&Ing  gone  in  the  harness  I  hope  ?  " 

**  No  no,"  said  Joe — finding,  however,  something  very 
engrossin<]^  to  do  in  the  way  of  strapping  and  buckling — 
Miss  DoUy  quite  well?  '* 

"Hearty,  thankye.  She  looks  pretty  enough  to  be  well, 
and  good  too." 

**  She  's  always  both,  sir —  " 

"  So  she  is,  thank  God  !  " 
I  hope,"  said  Joe  after  some  hesitation,  ''that  you  won't 
tell  this  story  against  me — this  of  my  having  been  beat  like 
the  boy  they'd  make  of  me — at  all  events,  tiU  1  have  met 
this  man  again  and  settled  the  account.  It'U  be  a  better 
story  then." 

'*Why  who  should  I  tell  it  to  ?  "  letumed  Gabriel.  They 
know  it  here,  and  I 'm  not  likely  to  come  acrosB  anybody  else 
who  would  care  about  it." 

That's  true  enough,"  said  the  young  £bUow  with  a  sigh. 
** I  quite  fofgot  that.    Yes,  that 's  true^ " 

So  saying,  he  raised  his  &oe,  which  was  veiy  red, — ^no 
doubt  fix>m  ihe  excartion  of  strapping  and  buckling  as  afibie- 
said, — and  giving  the  reins  to  the  old  man,  who  had  by  this 
time  taken  his  seat,  sighed  again  and  bade  him  good  night. 

"Good  night!  "cried  Gabriel.  "  Now  think  better  of  what 
we  have  just  been  speaking  of,  and  don't  be  rash,  there  *s  a 
good  fellow  !  I  have  an  interest  in  you,  and  wouldn't  have 
you  cast  yourself  away.    Good  uight !  " 

Returaiug  his  cheery  farewell  w4th  cordial  good  will,  Joe 
Willet  lingered  until  the  sound  of  wheels  ceased  to  vibrate  iu 
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his  ears,  and  t^han,  shaking  his  head  moum&illy^  re-entered 

the  house. 

Gabriel  Vardeii  went  his  way  towards  London,  thinking  of 
a  great  many  things,  and  most  of  ail  of  flaming  terms  in 
which  to  relate  his  adventure,  and  so  account  satisfactorily  to 
Mrs.  Vaiden  f;>r  fisiting  ih«  Maypole,  despite  certain  solemn 
covenants  between  himself  and  that  lady.  Thinking  begets^ 
not  only  thought,  but  drowsiness  oecasiomJiy,  and  tiie  more 
tiie  looksniith  thonght,  the  more  siLeepy  he  becfone. 

A  man  may  be  veiy  sober— or  at  kast  firmly  set  upon  his 
legs  on  that  neutral  ground  which  liee  between  Ae  confines  of 
peifeet  sobriety  and  slight  tipsiness— and  yet  feel  a  strong 
tendency  to  mingle  up  present  droumstanoes  witk  others  whidi 
have  no  manner  of  connexion  with  them ;  to  oonlbund  aU  con- 
sideration of  persons,  things,  times,  and  places;  and  to  jumble 
his  disjointed  thoughts  together  in  a  kind  of  mental  kaleido- 
scope, producing  combinatious  as  unexpected  as  tliey  are 
transitoiy.  This  was  Gabriel  Varden's  state,  as,  nodding  in 
his  dog  sleep,  and  leaving  his  liorse  to  pursue  a  road  with 
which  he  was  Avell  acquainted,  he  got  over  the  ground  uncon- 
scious! v,  and  drew  nearer  and  nearer  home.  He  liad  roused 
himself  once,  when  the  liorse  stopped  until  the  turnpike  gate 
was  opened,  and  had  cried  a  lusty  good  night !  "  to  the  toll- 
keeper  ;  but  then  he  awoke  out  of  a  dream  about  picking  a 
lock  in  the  stomach  of  the  Great  Mogul,  and  even  when  he 
did  wake,  mixed  up  the  turnpike  man  with  his  mother-in-law 
wlio  had  been  dead  twenty  years.  It  is  not  sarprising,  there- 
fore, that  he  soon  relapsed,  and  jogged  heaTily  along,  qnite 
insensible  to  his  progress. 

And,  now,  he  approached  the  great  ddy,  iihich  lay  out- 
stretched b^re  him  like  a  dark  shadow  on  the  ground, 
reddening  the  sLuggish  air  with  a  deep  duU  Hghi^  that  told 
of  labyrinths  of  puUic  ways  and  «hops,  and  swarms  of  busy 
people.  Approaching  nearer  and  nearer  yet>  this  halo  began 
to  fade,  and  the  causes  whidi  produced  it  slowly  to  develope 
themselTes.  Le^g  lines  of  poorly  lighted  streets-  might  be 
fiundy  traced,  with  here  and  there  a  lighter  spot,  where  lamps 
were  clustered  about  a  square  or  market,  or  roimd  some  great 
building;  after  a  time  these  grew  more  distinct,  and  the 
lamps  themselves  were  visible ;  slight  yellow  specks,  that 
seemed  to  be  rapidly  snuffed  out,  one  by  one,  as  intervening 
obiitac&s  hid  them  from  the  sight.    Then,  sounds  arose — the 
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strikiug  of  church  clocks,  the  distant  bark  of  dogs,  the  hum  ot 
traffic  in  the  streets ;  then  outlines  might  be  traced — tall 
steeples  looming  in  the  air  and  piles  of  unequal  roofs 
oppressed  by  chimiieyB ;  then,  the  noise  swelled  into  a  louder 
sound,  and  forms  grew  more  distinct  and  numerous  still,  and 
London — visible  in  the  darknesH  by  its  own  fiunt  lights  and 
not  bj  that  of  Heaven — was  at  hand. 

The  lockamithy  howeyer,  all  unoonscious  of  its  near  yicinity, 
still  jogged  €91,  half  deepiBg  and  half  wakings  n^en  a  load 
017  at  no  great  distance  aihead,  roused  him  with,  a  start. 

For  a  moinent  or  two  he  bdced  about  him  like  a  man  who 
bad  been  traneported  to  some  strange  sountiy  in  his  sleep, 
bat  soon  recognising  fiuniliar  oljeets,  rsbbed  his  ejes  lazily, 
and  might  have  relapsed  again,  but  that  the  cry  was  repeated 
— ^not  once  or  twice  oar  ihrioef  but  many  times,  and  each  time, 
if  possible,  with  increased  Tehemence.  Thoroughly  aroused, 
Gabriel,  who  was  a  bold  man  and  not  easily  daimted,  made 
straight  to  the  spot,  urging  on  lua  stout  little  horse  as  if  for 
life  or  death. 

The  matter  indeed  looked  sufficiently  serious,  for,  coming 
to  the  place  ^^•heIice  the  cries  had  proceeded,  he  descried  the 
£gure  of  a  man  extended  in  an  apparently  lifeless  state  upon 
the  pathway,  and,  hovering  round  him,  another  person  with  a 
torch  in  his  hand,  which  he  waved  in  the  air  with  a  wild 
impatience,  redoubling  meanwhile  those  eries  for  help  which 
had  brought  the  locksmith  to  the  spot. 

''What 's  here  to  do?"  said  the  old  man,  alighting.  '^How'a 
tliis — what — ^Bamaby  ?  " 

The  bearer  of  the  torch  shook  his  long  loose  hair  back  from 
his  eyes,  and  thrusting  his  face  eagerly  into  that  of  the  lock- 
smith, fixed  upon  him  a  look  which  told  his  histoiy  at  oooe. 

"  You  know  me,  Bamaby  ?    said  Varden. 

He  nodded — not  onoe  or  twice,  but  a  score  of  times,  and 
that  with  a  fimtastic  exaggeration  idiioh  would  have  kept  his 
head  in  motion  ior  an  hour,  but  ibat  the  locksmith  hdid  up 
his  finger,  ,  and  fixing  his  eye  sternly  upon  him  caused  him  to 
desist;  then  pointed  to  the  body  with  an  inqiiiring  look. 

There 's  blood  upon  hivi,"  said  Bamal^  wilh.  a  shudder. 
"  It  makes  me  sick." 

"  How  came  it  there  ?  "  demailded  Varden. 

"  Steel,  steel,  steel !  "  he  replied  fiercely,  imitating  with  his 
hand  the  thrust  of  a  sword. 
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Is  lie  robbed  ?  "  said  the  locksmith. 

Bamaby  caught  him  by  the  tarn,  and  nodded  "  Yes; "  then 
pointed  towards  the  city. 

"Oh!"  said  the  old  man,  bending  over  the  body  and 
looking  round  as  he  spoke  into  Bamab/s  pale  fSaoe,  strangely 
lighted  up  by  something  which  was  not  intellect.  "The 
robber  made  off  that  way,  did  he  P  Well,  weU,  never  mind 
that  just* now.  Hold  your  torch  this  wi^ — a  little  &rther 
off — so.  Now  stand  quiet,  while  I  try  to  see  what  harm  is 
done."  .  *  •  * 

With  these  wordsi  he  applied  himself  to  a  closer  ezaminft- 
iion  of  Ihe  prostrate  form,  while  Bamaby,  holding  the  torch 
as  he  had  been  directed,  looked  on  in  silence,  fascinated  by 
interest  or  curiosity,  but  repelled  nevertheless  by  some  strong 
and  secret  horror  which  convulsed  him  in  every  nen''e. 

As  he  stood,  at  that  moment,  lialf  shrinking  back  and  half 
bending  forward,  both  his  face  and  figure  were  full  in  the 
strong  glare  of  the  link,  and  as  distinctly  revealed  as  though 
it  had  been  broad  day.  He  was  about  three-and-twent>'  years 
old,  and  though  rather  spare,  of  a  fair  height  and  strong 
make.  His  hair,  of  which  he  had  a  gi-eat  profusion,  was  red, 
and  hanging  in  disorder  about  his  face  and  shoulders,  gave  to 
his  lestLess  looks  an  expression  quite  unearthly — enhanced  by 
the  paleness  of  his  complexion,  and  the  glasi^  lustre  of  his 
largo  protruding  eyes.  Startling  as  his  aspect  was,  the 
features  were  good,  and  there  was  something  even  plaintive 
in  his  wan  and  haggard  aspect.  But,  the  absence  of  the  soul 
is  £Eff  more  terrible  in  a  living  man  than  in  a  dead  one ;  and 
in  this  unfortunate  being  its  noblest  powers  were  wanting. 

His  dress  was  of  green,  clumsily  trimmed  here  and  ihere — 
apparently  by  his  own  hands — with  gaudy  lace;  brightest 
where  the  doth  was  most  worn  and  soiled,  and  poorest  where 
it  was  at  the  best.  A  pair  of  tawdry  ruffles  dangled  at  his 
wrists,  while  his  throat  was  nearly  bare.  He  had  ornamented 
his  hat  with  a  cluster  of  peacock's  feathers,  but  they  were 
limp  and  broken,  and  now  trailed  negligently  down  his  back. 
Girt  to  his  side  was  the  steel  hilt  of  an  old  sword  ^-ithout 
blade  or  scabbard  ;  and  some  parti-coluured  ends  of  ribands 
and  poor  glass  toys  completed  the  omamentid  portion  of  his 
attire.  The  fluttered  and  confused  disposition  of  all  the 
motley  scraps  that  formed  his  dress,  bespoke,  in  a  scarcely 
less  degree  than  his  eager  and  unsettled  manner,  the  disorder 
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of  his  mind,  and  by  a  grotesque  contrast  set  off  and  heightened 
the  more  impressive  wildness  of  liis  face. 

**  Bamaby,"  said  the  locksmith,  after  a  hasty  but  cai'eful 
inspection,  **  tliis  man  is  not  dead,  but  he  has  a  wound  in  his 
side,  and  is  in  a  fainting-fit." 

I  know  him,  I  know  him ! "  cried  Bamaby,  clapping  his 
hands. 

*'  Know  liim?'*  repeated  the  locksmith. 

**Hush!"  said  Bamaby,  laying  his  fingers  on  his  lips. 
"  He  went  out  to-day  a  jKKiing*  I  wouldn't  for  a  light  guinea 
that  he  should  new  go  >Mrooing  again,  for,  if  lie  did,  aome 
eyes  would  grow  dim  that  are  now  as  bright  as — see,  when  T 
talk  of  eyesy  the  stars  come  out !  ^\^lose  eyes  are  they  ?  If 
they  are  angeLs*  eyes,  why  do  they  look  do\\Ti  here  and  see 
good  men  hurt,  and  only  wink  and  sparkle  all  the  night  ?  " 

**  Now  Heaven  help  this  Billy  fellow,"  murmured  the  per- 
plexed locksmith,  "can  he  know  tlus  gentleman?  His 
moiher^s  house  is  not  iar  off;  I  had  better  see  if  she  can 
tell  me  who  he  is.  Bamahy,  my  man,  help  me  to  put  him  in 
the  chaise,  and  we  '11  ride  lunne  together." 

*'  I  can't  touch  him ! "  cried  tibe  idiot  felling  back,  and 
shuddering  as  with  a  strong  spasm ;  "  he 's  bloody  1 " 

It 's  in  his  nature  I  know,"  muttered  the  locksmith,  "it's 
cruel  to  ask  him,  but  I  must  liave  help.  Barnaby — good 
Bamaby — dear  Barnal)y — if  you  know  this  gentleman,  for 
the  sake  of  his  life  and  everybody's  life  that  loves  him,  help 
me  to  raise  him  and  lay  him  down." 

Cover  him  then,  ^vrap  him  close — don't  let  me  see  it — 
smeU  it — ^hear  the  word.    Don't  speak  the  word — don't !  " 

"No,  no,  I'll  not.     Tliere,  you  see  he's, covered  now. 
Grently.    Well  done,  well  done  !  " 

They  placed  him  in  the  carriage  with  gi-eat  ease,  for 
Bamaby  was  strong  and  active,  but  aU  the  time  they  were 
80  occupied  he  shivered  from  head  to  foot,  and  eiridently 
experienoed  an  ecstacy  of  terror. 

This  accomplished,  and  the  woimded  man  being  covered 
with  Varden's  own  great-coat,  which  he  took  off  for  the 
purpose,  they  proceeded  onward  at  a  brisk  pace:  Bamaby 
gailj  counting  the  stars  upon  his  fingers,  and  Gabriel  in- 
wardly oongrotulating  himself  upon  having  an  adventure 
now,  which  would  silence  Mrs.  Varden  on  the  subject  of  the  ^ 
Maypole,  for  that  night,  or  there  was  no  &ith  in  woman. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

In  the  venerable  suburb — it  was  a  suburb  onoe-—ol 
Clerkenwell,  towtuds  tliat  part  of  its  confines  wliicli  is  nearest 
to  the  Charter  House,  and  in  one  of  tliose  cool,  shady  streets, 
of  which  a  few,  widely  scattered  and  dispersed,  yet  remain  in 
such  old  parts  of  the  metropolis, — each  tenement  quietly 
vegetating  like  an  ancient  citizen  who  long  ago  retired  from 
business,  and  dozing  on  in  its  infirmity  until  in  course  of 
time  it  tumbles  do-^Ti,  and  is  replaced  by  some  extravagant 
young  heir,  flaunting  in  Btucco  and  ornamental  work,  and 
all  the  vanities  of  modem  days, — in  this  <|uarteory  and  in  a 
street  of  this  deeciipti0ii9  tbe  buainesB  of  the  pxeBent  chapter 
lies. 

At  the  time  of  wiudi  it  treats,  though  only  aix-and-sizty 
years  ago,  a  very  large  part  of  what  is  London  now  bad  no 
existenoe.  Eyen  in  the  brains  of  tbe  wildest  epecoktors,  there 
bad  qmmg  np  no  Icnig  rows  of  streeto  oonneotuig  Highg«tB 
with  Wldtoohapel,  no  assemblages  of  palaces  in  iSm  swampy 
levelsy  nor  little  dties  in  tbe  open  fields.  AHbongb  ibis  part 
of  town  was  tben»  as  now,  panelled  oat  in  streets,  and  plenti- 
fiillj  peopled,  it  wore  a  di£ferait  aspect  Ibere  were  gardens 
to  many  of  tbe  booses,  and  trees  bj  tbe  paTement  side ;  witb 
an  air  of  fteebness  tmathing  up  and  down,  wbidh  in  tbeto 
days  would  be  sought  in  vain.  Fields  were  nigh  at  band, 
tlirough  wliich  the  New  River  took  its  winding  course,  and 
where  there  was  merry  hay-making  in  the  summer  time. 
Nature  was  not  so  far  removed,  or  hard  to  get  at,  as  in  these 
days;  and  although  there  were  busy  trades  in  Clerkenwell, 
^  and  working  jewellers  by  scores,  it  was  a  purer  place,  with 
farm-houses  nearer  to  it  than  many  modern  Londoners  would 
readily  believe,  and  lovers'  walks  at  no  great  distance,  which 
turned  into  squalid  courts,  long  before  the  lovers  of  this  age 
were  bom,  or,  as  the  phrase  goes,  thought  of. 

In  one  of  these  streets^  the  deanest  of  them  all|  and  on  the 
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shady  side  of  the  way — for  g-ood  housewives  know  that  sun- 
light damages  their  cherished  furniture,  and  so  choose  the  shade 
rather  than  its  intrusive  glare — there  stood  the  house  with 
which  we  have  to  deal.  It  was  a  modest  building,  not  very 
straight,  not  large,  not  tall ;  not  bold-faced,  with  great  staring 
windows,  but  a  shy  blinking  house,  with  a  conical  roof  going 
up  into  a  peak  over  its  garret  window  of  four  small  panes  of 
glass,  like  a  cocked  hat  on  the  head  of  an  elderly  gentleman 
iriibi  one  eye.  It  was  not  built  of  brick  or  lofty  stone,  but  of 
wood  and  plaster ;  it  was  not  planned  with  a  dull  and  weari-  * 
some  xegaid  to  regularity,  for  no  one  window  matched  the 
odier,  <ff  seemed  to  have  the  alightest  xe&renoe  to  anything 
besides  itseli 

Hie  shop — fat  it  had  a  shop— was^  with  lefeienoe  to  tiie 
first  floor,  where  shops  usually  are ;  and  there  all  resemblance 
between  it  and  any  othsr  shop  stopped  short  and  ceased. 
People  who  went  in  and  out  didn't  go  up  a  flight  of  steps  to 
it^  or  walk  easily  in  upon  a  level  with  the  street,  but  dived 
down  three  steep  stairs,  as  into  a  cellar.  Its  floor  was  paved 
with  stone  and  brick,  as  that  of  any  other  cellar  might  be ; 
and  in  lieu  of  window  framed  and  glazed  it  had  a  great  black 
wooden  flap  or  shutter,  nearly  breast  high  from  the  gi'ound, 
which  turned  back  in  the  day-time,  admitting  as  much  cold 
air  aa  lig:ht,  and  very  often  more.  Behind  this  shop  was  a 
wainscoted  parlour,  looking  first  into  a  paved  yard,  and 
beyond  that  again  into  a  little  terrace  garden  raised  some  feet 
above  it.  Any  stran^^er  would  have  supposed  that  this 
wainscoted  parlour,  saving  for  the  door  of  communication  by 
whidv  he  had  entered,  was  cut  off  and  detached  from,  all  the 
world ;  and  indeed  most  strangers  on  their  first  entrance  were 
observed  to  grow  extremely  thoughtful,  Bti  weighing  and 
pondering  in  their  minds  whether  the  upper  rooms  were  only 
approachable  bj  ladders  fixnn  without ;  never  suspecting  that 
two  of  the  most  imassnming  and  unlikely  doors  in  existence, 
which  the  most  ingenious  mechanician  on  eariih  must  of  necessiiy 
have  sapposed  to  be  the  doors  of  dosets,  opened  out  of  this 
room— each  without  the  smallest  preparation,  or  so  much  as  a 
quarter  of  aa  inch  of  passage — ^upon  two  dark  winding  flights 
of  stairs,  the  one  upward,  the  other  downwardi  which  were 
die  sole  means  of  communication  between  that  chamber  and 
the  other  portions  of  the  house. 

With  all  these  odditiub,  there  was  not  a  neater,  more 
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ion^iiloiisly  tidy,  or  more  ponotOiouBlj  ordered  luraae,  in 
derkenweU,  in  London,  in  all  England.  Thare  were  not 
dLeaner  windows,  or  whiter  £ooe8,  or  brighter  stores,  or  nune 
bigMy  shining  articles  of  fyimitore  in  old  mahogany ;  there  was 
not  more  mbbing,  scrubbing,  bnniiahing,  and  polishing,  in  ihe 
whole  street  put  together.  Nor  was  this  exoellenoe  attained 
without  some  cost  and  trouble  and  great  expenditure  of  voioe, 
as  the  neighbours  were  frequently  reminded  when  the  good 
lady  of  the  liouse  overlooked  and  assisted  in  its  being  put  to 
rights  on  cleaning  days — which  were  usually  J&om  Monday 
morning  till  Saturday  night,  both  days  inclusive. 

Leaning  against  the  door-post  of  tliis,  his  dwelling,  the 
locksmith  stood  early  on  the  morning  after  he  had  met  with 
the  woimded  man,  gazing  disconsolately  at  a  great  woo<len 
emblem  of  a  key,  painted  in  vivid  yellow  to  resemble  gold, 
which  dangled  fi*om  the  house-fi:x>nt,  and  swung  to  and  fro 
with  a  mournful  creaking  noise,  as  if  complaining  that  it  had 
nothing  to  unlock.  Sometimes,  he  looked  over  his  shoulder 
into  the  shop,  which  was  so  dark  and  dingy  with  numerous 
tokena  of  his  trade,  and  so  blackened  by  the  smoke  of  a  little 
Ibrge,  near  which  his  'pientioe  was  at  work,  that  it  would 
have  been  difficult  for  one  nnnsed  to  such  espials  to  have 
distingiiished  anything  but  Yarioos  tools  of  uncouth  make  and 
shape,  great  bunches  of  rusfy  keys,  fingments  of  iron,  half- 
finished  locks,  and  such  like  things,  whidi  garnished  the  walls 
and  hung  in  dusters  from  the  ceiling. 

After  a  long  and  patient  contemplation  of  the  golden  key, 
and  many  sudi  backward  glances,  Gabriel  stepped  into  the 
road,  and  stole  a  look  at  the  upper  windows.  One  of  them 
chanced  to  be  thrown  open  at  the  moment,  and  a  roguish  face 
met  his  ;  a  face  lighted  up  by  the  loveliest  pair  of  sparkling  eyes 
that  ever  locksmith  looked  upon ;  the  face  of  a  pretty,  laugh- 
ing girl ;  dimpled  and  fresh,  and  healthful — the  very  imperso- 
nation of  good-humoiir  and  blooming  beauty. 

"  Hush  !  "  she  whispered,  bending  forward  and  pointing 
archly  to  the  window  underneath.    '*  Mother  is  still  asleep.** 

"Still,  my  dear,"  returned  the  locksmith  in  the  siinio  tone. 
"  You  talk  as  if  she  had  been  asleep  all  night,  instead  of 
little  more  than  half  an  hour.    But  I  'm  verv  thankful. 

ft- 

Sleep 's  a  blessing — no  doubt  about  it."  The  last  few  words 
he  muttered  to  liimself. 

How  cruel  of  you  to  keep  us  up  so  late  this  momin^y 
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and  never  tell  us  where  you  were,  or  send  us  word ! "  said 

Hie  girl. 

"  Ah  Dolly,  Dollj  ! "  returned  the  locksmith,  shaking  his 
head,  and  SDodling,  "  how  cruel  of  you  to  run  up  stairs  to  bed ! 
Come  down  to  Inreakiast,  madcap,  and  come  down  lightly,  ot 
you  '11  wake  your  moflner.  She  must  he  tized,  I  am  sure — 
Jam." 

Keeping  these  latter  words  to  himself,  and  returning  his 
daughter's  nod,  he  was  passing  into  the  workshop,  with  the 
smile  she  had  awakened  still  beaming  on  his  face,  when  ha 
just  caught  sight  of  his  'prentice's  brown  paper  cap  ducking 
down  to  aroid  observation,  and  shrinking  from  the  window 
back  to  its  former  place^  which  the  wearer  no  sooner  reached 
than  he  began  to  hammer  lustily. 

Listening  again,  Simon !  '*  said  Gabriel  to  himself. 
"  That 's  bad.  What  in  the  name  of  wonder  does  he  expect 
the  girl  to  say,  that  I  always  catch  him  listening  when  she 
speaks,  and  never  at  any  otlier  time !  A  bad  liabit,  Sim,  a 
sneaking,  underhanded  way.  Ah !  you  may  hammer,  but 
you  won't  beat  that  out  of  me,  if  you  work  at  it  till  your 
time 's  up  ! 

So  saying,  and  shaking  his  head  gravely,  he  re-entered  the 
workshop,  and  confironted  the  subject  of  these  remarks. 

'^There's  enough  of  that  just  now,"  said  the  locksmith. 
"You  needn't  make  any  more  of  that  confounded  datter. 
Breakfast 's  ready." 

"Sir,"  said  Sim,  looking  up  with  amazing  politeness,  and 
a  peculiar  little  bow  cut  short  off  at  the  nedc.  "I  shall 
attend  you  immediately." 

"I  suppose,*'  muttered  Gabriel,  ''that's  out  of  the 
'Prentice's  Qarland,  or  the  'Prentice's  Delight,  or  the  'Pren- 
tice's Warbler,  or  the  'Prentice's  Guide  to  the  Gallows,  or 
some  such  improving  text-book.  Now  he 's  going  to  beautify 
himself — here 's  a  precious  locksmith ! " 

Quite  unooosGious  that  his  master  was  looking  on  fiom  &e 
dark  comer  by  the  x>arlour  door,  Sim  threw  off  the  paper  cap, 
^rang  from  his  seat,  and  in  two  extraordinary  steps,  some- 
thing between  skating  and  minuet  dancing,  bounded  to  a 
washing  place  at  the  other  end  of  the  shop,  and  there  removed 
irom  his  face  and  hands  all  traces  of  liis  previous  work — ■ 
practising  the  same  step  all  the  time  with  the  utmost  gravity. 

This  done,  he  drew  from  some  concealed  place  a  little  scrap 

]>2 


Digitized  by  Gopglc 


S6  JBARNABY  EUD^E. 

looking-glass,  and  with  its  assistance  arranged  Mb  liair,  and 
ascertained  the  exact  state  of  a  little  carbuncle  on  his  nose. 
Having  now  completed  his  toilet,  he  placed  the  fragment  of 
mirror  on  a  low  bench,  and  looked  over  his  shoulder  at  so 
mucli  of  liis  legs  as  could  be  reflected  in  that  small  compass, 
with  the  greatest  possible  complacency  and  satisfaction. 

Sim,  as  he  was  called  in  the  locksmith's  family,  or  Mr. 
Simon  Tappertit,  as  he  called  himself,  and  required  all  men  to 
style  him  out  of  doors,  on  holidays,  and  Sundays  out, — was 
an  old-fashioned,  thin-faced,  sleek-haired,  sharp-nosed,  small- 
^ed  little  fellow,  very  litUe  more  than  five  &6t  high,  and 
thoroughly  convinced  in  his  own  mind  that  he  was  above  the 
middle  size ;  rather  tall,  in  fact,  than  otherwise.  Of  his 
figure,  which  was  well  enough  formed,  though  somewhat  of 
the  leanest,  he  entertained  the  highest  admiration ;  and  with 
his  Isgs,  which,  in  knee-breeches,  were  peiliBot  curiosities  of 
littleness,  he  was  enraptured  to  a  degree  amounting  to  enthn- 
siasm.  He  also  had  some  majestic,  shadowy  ideas,  which  had 
never  been  quite  fiatliomed  by  his  intimate  Mends,  concerning 
flie  power  of  his  eye.  Indeed  he  had  been  known  to  go  so  &r 
as  to  boast  that  he  could  ntterlj  quell  and  subdue  the 
haughtiest  beauty  by  a  simple  process,  which  he  termed 
**  eyeing  her  over ; "  but  it  must  be  added,  that  neither  of 
this  faculty,  nor  of  the  power  he  claimed  to  have,  through  the 
same  gift,  of  vanquishing  and  heaving  down  dumb  animals, 
even  in  a  rabid  state,  had  he  ever  furnished  evidence  which 
could  be  deemed  quite  satisfactory  and  conclusive. 

It  may  be  inferred  from  these  premises,  that  in  the  small 
body  of  Mr.  Tappertit  there  was  locked  up  an  ambitious  and 
aspiring  soul.  As  certain  liquors,  confined  in  casks  too 
cramped  in  their  dimensions,  will  ferment,  and  fret,  and  chafe 
in  their  imprisonment,  so  the  spiritual  essence  or  soul  of 
Mr.  Tappertit  would  sometimes  fume  within  that  precious 
cask,  his  body,  until,  with  great  foam  and  froth  and  splutter,  it 
.  would  Ibrce  a  Tent^  and  cany  all  before  it.  It  was  his  custom 
✓  to  remark,  in  reference  to  any  one  of  these  occasions,  that  his 
soul  had  got  into  his  head ;  and  in  this  novel  kind  of  intoxi- 
cation, many  scrapes  and  mishaps  befel  him,  which  he  had 
frequently  jxmcesled  with  no  small  difficulty  £rom  his  worthy 
master. 

Sim  Tai^iertii,  among  the  other  £uioies  upon  which  his 
beifiwe-meiifiiODed  soul  wss  finr  ever  feasting  and  regaling 


l^iLjitizeo  by  CaOO^ic 


BABKABT  RUDCOL 


itself  (and  which  hmoBSf  like  the  Xiver  of  Prometheus,  grew 
as  they  were  fed  upon),  had  a  mighly  notion  of  his  order; 
and  had  been  heaxd  by  the  senrant-maid  openly  expressing 
bis  regret  fiiat  the  'prantioes  no  longer  carried  dubs  wherewi^^ 
to  maoe  ib»  dtiaeiis:  that  was  his  strong  expression.  He 
was  likewise  reported  to  have  said  that  in  £wmer  times  a 
stigma  had  betti  cast  upon  Ihe  body  by  the  execation  of 
George  Barnwell,  to  which  they  should  not  have*  basely 
submitted,  bat  should  have  demanded  him  of  the  legislature 
— ^temperately  at  first ;  then  by  an  appeal  to  arms,  if  neces- 
sary— ^to  be  dealt  with,  as  they  in  their  wisdom  might  think 
fit."  These  thoughts  always  led  liiin.  to  consider  what  a 
glorious  engine  the  'prentices  might  yet  become  if  they  had 
but  a  master  spirit  at  their  head ;  and  then  he  would  darkly, 
and  to  the  terror  of  his  hearers,  hint  at  certain  recklc^ss 
fellows  that  he  knew  of,  and  at  a  certain  Lion  Heart  ready  to 
become  tlieir  captain,  who,  once  afoot,  would  make  the  Lord 
Mayor  tremble  on  his  thi'one. 

In  respect  of  dress  and  personal  decoration,  Sim  Tappertit 
was  no  less  of  an  adventurous  and  enterprising  character. 
He  had  been  seen  beyond  dispute  to  pull  ofl'  ruf9,e8  of  the 
finest  quality  at  the  comer  of  the  street  on  Sunday  nights^ 
and  to  put  them  carefully  in  his  pocket  before  returning  home ; 
and  it  was  quite  notorious  that  on  all  great  holiday  occasions 
it  was  his  habit  to  exchange  his  plain  steel  knee-buckles  for  a 
pair  of  guttering  paste,  under  cover  of  a  friendly  post^ 
planted  most  conveniently  in  tliat  same  spot.  Add  to  this, 
that  he  was  in  years  just  twenty,  in  his  looks  much  older,  and 
in  conceit  at  least  two  hundred;  that  he  had  no  objection  to 
be  jested  with,  touching  his  admiration  of  his  master's 
daughter;  and  had  even,  when  called  i^on  at  a  certain 
obscure  tavern  to  pledge  the  lady  whom  he  honoured  with 
his  love,  toasted  with  many  winks  and  leers,  a  fair  creature 
whose  Christian  name,  he  said,  began  with  a  D — ; — and  as 
much  is  known  of  Sim  Tappertit,  who  has  by  this  time 
followed  the  locksmith  in  to  breakfast,  as  is  necessary  to  be 
kno\^Ti  in  making  his  acquaintance. 

It  was  a  substantial  meal ;  for,  over  and  above  the  ordinary 
tea  equipage,  the  board  creaked  Wneatli  the  weight  of  a  jolly 
round  of  beef,  a  ham  of  the  first  magnitude,  and  sundry  towers 
of  buttered  Yorksliire  cake,  piled  slice  upon  slice  in  most 
alluring  order.    There  was  also  a  goodly  jug  of  well-browned 
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oLajy  fiwhioned  into  the  form  of  an  old  gentleman,  not  by  any 
means  imlike  the  locksmith,  atop  of  whose  bald  head  was  a 
fine  white  jfroth  answering  to  his  wig,  indicative,  beyond 
dispute,  of  sparkling  home-brewed  ale.  But,  better  far  than 
iBXt  home-brewed,  or  Yorkshire  cake,  or  ham,  or  bee^  or 
aaytihing  to  eat  or  drink  that  earth  or  air  or  water  can  supply, 
there  aat,  jKreaiding  over  all,  the  locksmith's  rosy  daughter, 
befixre  wbose  daxk  eyee  even  beef  grew  insignificant,  and  malt 
became  as  nothing. 

Fathers  should  never  kiss  their  daughters  when  young  men 
are  bf.  It's  too  much.  There  are  bounds  to  human  endur- 
ance. So  thought  Sim  Tappertii  when  Gabriel  drew  those 
rosy  lips  to  his — ^those  lips  within  Sim's  reach  from  day  to 
day,  and  yet  so  far  off.  He  had  a  respect  for  his  master,  but 
he  wished  the  Yorkshire  cake  might  choke  him. 

"  Father,"  said  the  locksmith's  daughter,  when  this  salute 
waa  over,  and  they  took  their  seats  at  table,  "  what  is  this  I 
hear  about  last  night  ?  '* 

"All  true,  my  dear  ;  true  as  the  Gospel,  Doll." 

"  Young  Mr.  Chester  robbed,  and  lying  wounded  in  the 
road,  when  you  came  up  ?  " 

"Ay  —  Mr.  Edward.  And  beside  him,  Bamaby  calling 
for  help  with  all  his  might.  It  was  well  it  happened  as  it 
did  ,*  for  the  road 's  a  lonely  one,  the  hour  was  late,  and,  the 
night  being  cold,  and  poor  Bamaby  e?en  lees  sensible  than 
usual  from  surprise  and  fright,  the  young  gentleman  might 
have       his  death  in  a  very  short  time.'' 

"I  dread  to  think  of  it!"  cried  his  daughter  with  a 
shudder.    "  How  did  you  know  him  ?  " 

"Enow  him! "  returned  the  locksmith.  "I  didn't  know 
him — ^how  could  I  ?  I  had  never  seen  him,  often  as  I  had 
heard  and  spoken  of  him.  I  took  him  to  Mrs.  Budge's ;  and 
she  no  sooner  saw  him  than  the  truth  came  out." 

''Miss  Emma,  &ther — ^If  this  news  should  reach  her, 
enlarged  upon  as  it  is  sure  to  be,  she  will  go  distracted." 

"  Why,  lookye  there  again,  how  a  man  suffers  for  being* 
good-uatiired,"  said  the  locksmith.  **Mis8  Emma  was  with 
her  uncle  at  the  masquerade  at  Carlisle  House,  where  she  had 
gone,  as  the  people  at  the  Warren  told  me,  sorely  against  her 
will.  What  does  your  block) lead  fatlier  when  he  and  Mrs. 
Rudge  have  laid  their  heads  together,  but  goes  there  when  lie 
ought  to  be  abed,  makes  interest  with  his  iriend  the  door- 
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keeper,  slips  him  on  a  maflk  aud  domino^  and  mixes  with  the 
masquers." 

'*And  like  himself  to  do  so!"  cried  the  girl,  putting  her 
fair  arm  round  his  neck,  and  giving  him  a  most  enthusiastic 
kiss. 

"Like  himself!"  repeated  Gabriel,  affecting  to  grumble, 
but  eyidfintlj  delighted  with  the  part  he  had  taken,  and  with 
her  praise.  **  Very  like  himself — bo  jour  mother  said. 
However,  he  mingled  with  the  crowd,  and  prettily  worried 
and  badgered  he  was,  I  warrant  you,  with  people  squeaking, 
'  Don't  you  know  me  ?  *  and  '  I ' ve  found  you  oul^'  and  all 
that  kind  of  nonsense  in  his  ears.  He  might  haTe  wandered 
<Mi  till  now,  but  in  a  little  room  there  was  a  young  lady  who 
had  taken  off  her  mask,  on  account  of  the  place  being  very 
warm,  and  was  sitting  there  akme." 

"  And  that  was  she  ?  "  said  his  daughter  hastily. 

"And  that  was  she,"  replied  the  locksmith;  "and  I  no 
soooier  whispered  to  her  what  the  matter  was— as  soMy,  DoU, 
and  with  nearly  as  much  art  as  you  could  have  used  yourself 
—than  she  gives  a  kind  of  scream  and  faints  away." 

"What  did  you  do — what  happened  next?"  asked  his 
daughter. 

**  Why,  the  masks  came  flocking  round,  with  a  general 
noise  and  hubbub,  and  I  tliought  myself  in  luck  to  get  clear 
off,  tliat's  all,"  rejoined  the  locksmith.  *'What  happened  " 
when  I  reached  home  you  may  guess,  if  you  didn't  hear  it. 
Ah !  Well,  it 's  a  poor  heart  that  never  rejoices. — ^Put  Toby 
this  way,  my  dear." 

This  Toby  was  the  brown  jug  of  which  previous  mention 
has  been  made.  Applying  his  Hps  to  the  worthy  old  gentle- 
man's benevolent  forehead,  the  locksmith,  who  had  sJl  this 
time  been  ravaging  among  the  eatables,  kept  them  there  so 
long,  at  the  same  time  raising  the  vessel  slowly  in  the  air, 
that  at  length  Toby  stood  on  his  head  upon  his  nose,  when  he 
amacked  his  lips  and  set  him  on  the  table  again  with  fond 
rehiotanoe. 

Ahhough  Sim  Tappertit  had  taken  no  share  in  this  conver- 
salion,  no  part  of  it  being  addressed  to  him.  He  had  not  been 
wanting  in  such  silent  manifestations  of  astomshment,  as  he 
deemed  most  compatible  with  the  &vourable  display  of  his 
eiyes.  Eegarding  the  pause  which  now  ensued,  as  a  particu- 
larly  advantageous  opportunity  for  doing  great  execution  with 
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them  upon  the  locksmith's  daughter  (who  he  had  no  doubt 
was  looking  at  him  in  mute  admiration),  lie  began  to  screw 
and  twist  his  face,  and  especially  those  features,  into  such 
extraordinary,  hideous,  and  unparalleled  contortions,  that 
Gabriel,  who  happeaed  to  look  towards  him,  was  strickea 
with  amazement. 

Why,  what  the  devil's  the  matter  with  the  lad?"  oiied 
the  locksmith.    "  Is  he  choking  ? 

Who  ?  "  demanded  Sim,  with  some  disdain. 

"  Who  ?  why,  you,"  returned  his  master.    "  What  do  you 
mean  by  making  those  horrible  face9  over  your  breakfast  ?  " 

''Faces  are  matters  of  taste,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit, 
rather  discomfited;  not  the  less  so  because  be  saw  the  look- 
smith's  daugbter  smiling. 

" Sim,"  rejoined  Gabriel,  langhfng  heartily.  ''Don't  be  a 
Iboly  for  I'd  rather  see  you  in  your  senses.  These  young 
Ibllows,"  he  added,  turning  to  his  daughter,  "are  always 
committing  some  folly  or  another.  There  was  a  quaiiel 
between  Joe  Willet  and  old  John  last  night — ^though  I' can't 
say  Joe  was  much  in  fault  either.  He  'U  be  missing  one  of 
these  mornings,  and  will  have  gone  away  upon  some  wild- 
goose  errand,  seeking  his  fortune. — Why,  what 's  tlie  matter, 
Doll?  You  are  making  faces  now.  The  girls  are  as  bad  as 
the  boys  every  bit !  *' 

"  It 's  the  tea,"  said  Dolly,  turning  alternately  very  red 
and  very  white,  which  is  no  doubt  the  e£Cect  of  a  slight  scald 
— **  so  very  hot." 

Mr.  Tappertit  looked  immensely  big  at  a  quartern  loaf  on 
the  table,  and  breathed  hard. 

"  Is  that  all  ?  "  returned  the  locksmith.  Put  some  more 
milk  in  it. — Yes,  I  am  sony  for  Joe,  because  he  is  a  likely 
young  feUow,  and  gains  upon  one  every  time  one  sees  him. 
But  he  'U  start  off,  you  find.  Indeed  he  told  me  as  much 
himself!" 

"Indeed!"  cried  DoUy  in  a  fiiint  voice.  "In-^eed!" 
"  Is  the  tea  tickling  your  throat  still,  my  dear  ?"  said  the 
locksmith. 

But,  befine  his  daughter  could  make  him  any  answer,  aha  • 
was  taken  with  a  troublesome  cough,  and  it  was  sudh  a 
very  impleasant  cough  that,  when  she  left  off,  the  tears  were 
starting  in  her  bright  eyes.    The  good-natured  locksmith  was 
stiU  patting  her  on  the  back  and  applying  such  geniia 
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iwtoraliWy  when  a  message  arrived  ttom  Mrs.  Varden, 
Baking  known  to  all  whom  it  might  oomoem,  that  ahe  felt  too 
much  indiapoaed  to  rise  after  her  great  agitation  and  anxiety 
of  the  provioaa  night ;  and  therefore  deaiz«d  to  be  immediately 
aocxnmnodated  witiii  the  little  Black  tea-pot  of  atrong  mixed 
tea»  a  oouple  of  roimda  of  buttered  toast,  a  middHng-aized  diah 
of  beef  and  ham  cut  thin,  and  the  Protestant  Manual  in  two 
volumes,  post  octavo.  L^e  some  other  ladies  who  in  lemote 
ages  flourished  upon  this  globe,  BIis.  Yaxden  waa  most  devout 
wheu  most  ill-tenipered.  Whenever  she  and  her  husband 
were  at  unusual  yariance,  then  the  Protestant  Manual  was  in 
high  feather. 

Knowing  from  experience  what  these  requests  portended, 
the  triumvirate  broke  up ;  Dolly,  to  see  the  orders  executed 
witli  all  despatch;  Gabriel,  to  some  out-of-door  work  in  his 
little  chaise ;  and  Sim,  to  his  daily  duty  in  the  workshop,  to 
wliich  retreat  he  carried  the  big  look,  although  the  loaf 
remained  behind. 

Indeed  tlie  big  look  increased  immensely,  and  when  he  had 
tied  his  apron  on,  became  quite  gigantic.  It  was  not  until  he 
had  several  times  walked  up  and  down  with  folded  arms,  and 
the  longest  strides  he  could  take^  and  had  kicked  a  great 
many  small  articles  out  of  his  way,  that  his  lip  began  to 
curl.  At  length,  a  gloomy  derision  came  upon  .his  features, 
and  he  amiled;  uttering  meanwhile  with  aupieme  contempt 
the  monosyllable  *'  Joe ! " 

''I  ejed  her  over,  while  he  talked  about  the  ^fiaOow,''  he 
said,  ''andthatwaaof  course  the  reason  of  her  being  confosed. 
Joe!'' 

He  walked  up  and  down  again  much  quicker  than  before, 
and  if  possible  with  longer  strides ;  sometimes  stopping  to 
take  a  giance  at  his  legs,  and  sometimes  to  jerk  out  and  oast 
fimn  him,  another  "  Joe ! "  In  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  or  so  he  again  assumed  the  paper  cap  and  tried  to  work. 
No.     It  could  not  bo  done. 

"  I  '11  do  nothing  to-day,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  dashing  it 
down  again,  **  but  grind.  I  '11  grind  up  all  the  tools. 
Grinding  will  suit  my  present  humour  well.    Joe  !  " 

Whirr-r-r-r.  The  grindstone  was  soon  in  motion ;  the  sparks 
were  flying  oS  in  showers.  This  was  the  occupatiQn  for  his 
heated  spirit. 

Whirr-r-r-r-r-r-r. 
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"  Something  will  come  of  this  !  "  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  paii0- 
ing  as  if  in  iriumph*  and  wiping  his  heated  face  upon  his  sleeve. 

Something  will  oome  of  this.  I  hope  it  mayn't  be  hmnaa 
gore  ! " 

Whiir-r-r-r-r-r-r-r.     '  • 
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CHAPTER  T. 

As  soon  88  the  buaiiieaB  of  the  day  vas  oyer,  the  locksmiih 
aallied  fordiy  alonei  to  visit  the  wounded  gentlemaiL  and 
aacertain  tiie  progrees  of  hia  leooyery.  The  bouse  where  ^ 
had  left  him  was  in  a  by-street  in  Southwark,  not  fkr  from 
London  Bridge;  and  thither  he  hied  with  aU  speed,  bent 
upon  retaining  with  aa  little  delay  as  might  be,  and  getting  to 
bed  betimes.  , 

The  evening  was  boisterous — scarcely  better  than  the 
previous  niglit  had  been.  It  was  not  easy  for  a  stout  man 
like  Gabriel  to  keep  his  legs  at  the  street  corners,  or  to  inake 
head  against  tlie  hig-h  wind,  which  often  fairly  got  the  Letter 
of  him  and  drove  him  Lack  some  paces,  or,  in  defiance  of  all 
his  energy,  forced  him  to  take  shelter  in  an  arch  or  doorway 
until  the  fury  of  the  gust  was  spent.  Occasionally  a  liat  or 
wig,  or  Loth,  came  spinning  and  tiimdling  past  him,  like  a 
mad  tiling ;  while  the  more  serious  spectacle  of  falling  tiles 
and  slates,  or  of  masses  of  Lrick  and  mortar  or  fragments  ol 
atone-coping  ratding  upon  the  pavement  near  at  hand,  and 
splitting  into  fragments^  did  not  increase  the  pleasure  of  the 
journey,  or  make  the  way  less  dreary. 

A  trying  night  for  a  man  like  me  to  walk  in !  **  said  the 
loeksmith,  as  he  knocked  softly  at  the  widow's  door.  "  I 'd 
leather  be  in  old  John'a  chimney  comery  faith! " 

Who  'b  there? demanded  a  woman's  voice  6om  within. 
Being  answered,  it  added  a  haaty  word  of  weloome,  and  the 
door  waa  quickly  opened. 

She  was  about  forty — perhaps  two  or  three  years  older — 
with  a  oheerfbl  aspect,  and  a  &oe  that  had  once  been  pretty. 
It  bore  tracea  of  affliction  and  care,  but  they  were  of  an  dd 
date,  and  Time  had  smoothed  them.  Any  one  who  had 
bestowed  but  a  casual  glance  on  Bamaby  might  have  known 
that  this  was  his  mother,  from  the  strong  resemLlance 
between  them ;  Lut  where  in  Ids  face  there  was  wilduess  and 
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vacancy,  in  hers  there  was  the  patient  oomposure  of  long 
effort  and  quiet  resignation. 

One  thing  about  this  face  was  very  strange  and  startling. 
You  could  not  look  upon  it  in  its  most  cheerful  mood  without 
feeling  that  it  had  some  extraordinary  capacity  of  expressing* 
terror.  It  was  not  on  the  suifiEUie.  It  was  in  no  one  feature 
that  it  lingered.  You  could  not  take  the  eyes,  or  mouth,  or 
lines  upon  the  cheek,  and  say  if  tliis  or  that  were  otherwise^ 
it  would  not  he  so.  Yet  there  it  always  lurked — something 
for  ever  dimly  seen,  but  ever  there,  and  never  absent  for  a 
moment.  It  was  the  fioniest,  palest  shadow  of  some  look,  to 
which  an  instant  of  intense  and  most  umtterable  honoir  tmij 
oould  have  given  birth;  hat  indistinct  and  feeUe  as  it  was, 
it  did  suggest  what  that  look  must  have  been,  and  fixed  it  in 
tlie  mind  as  if  it  had  had  existence  in  a  dream. 

More  £Eunily  imaged^  and  wanting  force  and  purpose,  as  it 
were,  because  of  Mb  darkened  intdleet,  there  was  this  same 
stamp  upon  the  son.  Seen  in  a  picture,  it  must  have  had 
some  legend  with  it,  and  would  have  haunted  those  who 
looked  upon  the  canvas.  They  who  knew  the  Maj-j^ole  story, 
and  could  remember  what  the  widow  was,  before  her 
husband's  and  his  master's  murder,  understood  it  well.  They 
recollected  how  the  change  had  come,  and  could  call  to  mind 
that  when  her  son  was  bom,  upon  the  very  day  tlie  deed 
was  known,  he  bore  upon  his  wrist  what  seemed  a  smear  of 
blood  but  half  washed  out. 

God  save  you,  neighbour ! "  said  the  locksmith,  he 
followed  her  with  the  air  of  an  old  Mend,  into  a  little  parlour 
where  a  cheerful  fire  was  burning. 

"  And  you,"  she  answered,  smiling.  Your  kind  heart 
has  brought  you  here  again.  Nothing  will  keep  you  at  home, 
I  know  of  old,  if  there  are  Mends  to  serve  or  comfbrti  out  of 
doors." 

"  Tut,  tat,"  retained  tiie  locksmith,  nibbing  his  hands  sad 
wanning  Ihem.  ''You women  are  socih  tslkers.  What  oi 
the  patient,  neighbour  ?  *' 

He  is  sleeping  now.  He  was  YSiy  resdess  towards  day- 
light, and  fbr  some  hours  tossed  and  tumbled  sadly.  But  t£e 
fever  has  left  him,  and  the  doctor  says  he  will  soon  mend. 
He  must  not  be  removed  until  to-morrow." 

''He  has  had  visitors  to-day— Jiumph?"  said  Gabriel 
slily. 
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**  Yes.  Old  Mr.  Chester  has  been  here  ever  siuce  we  sent 
for  hiiu^  and  ixad  not  been  gone  many  minutes  when  you 
knocked.'* 

''No  ladies?'*  said  Gabxiely  eleTating  lua  eyebrows  and 
looking  disappointed. 

**  A  letter,"  replied  the  widow. 

"Come.  That's  better  than  nothing!"  coied  the  look- 
smith.      Who  was  the  bearer  ?  ** 

"BamaW,  of  course." 
Bamaby 's  a  jewel ! "  said  Varden ;    and  oomea  and  goes 
with  ease  where  we  who  think  onnelm  much  wiser  would 
make  but  a  poor  hand  of  it   He  is  not  out  wandering,  again, 
I  hope?" 

"  Thank  Heaven  he  is  in  his  bed;  having  been  up  all 
night,  as  you  know,  and  on  his  feet  all  day.  He  was  quit^ 
tired  out.  Ah,  neighbour,  if  I  oould  but  see  him  oftener  so 
— if  I  oould  but  tame  down  that  terrible  restlessness  " 

«In  good  time,"  said  the  locksmith,  kindly,  ''in  good 
time— don't  be  down-hearted.  To  my  mind  he  grows  wiser 
every  day." 

The  widow  shook  her  head.  And  yet,  though  she  knew 
the  locksmith  sought  to  cheer  her,  and  spoke  from  no  convic- 
tion of  his  own,  she  was  glad  to  hear  even  this  praise  of  her 
poor  beniglited  son. 

**  He  will  be  a  'cute  man  yet,"  resumed  the  locksmith. 
**Take  care,  when  wo  are  growing  old  and  foolish,  Bamaby 
doesn't  put  us  to  the  blush,  that 's  all.  But  our  other  iiieud," 
he  added,  looking  imder  the  table  and  about  the  floor — - 
«  sharpest  and  cunningest  of  all  the  sharp  and  cunning  ones 
— Where's  ho?" 

In  Bamaby*s  zoom,"  rqoined  the  widow,  with  a  faint 
smile. 

**Ah!  He's  a  knowing  blade!"  said  Varden,  shaking 
his  head.  "I  should  be  sorry  to  talk  secrets  be£6re  him. 
Oh  I  -  He 's  a  deep  ^customer,  I  'to  no  doubt  he  can  read, 
and  write,  and  esst  accounts  if  he  chooses.  What  was  that — 
him  tapping  at  the  door  ?  " 

''No/'  returned  the  widow.  ''It  was  m  the  street  I 
think.  Hark !  Tes^  There  again !  Tis  some  one  knock- 
ing soMy  at  the  shutter.    Who  can  it  be ! " 

They  had  been  speaking  in  a  low  tone,  for  the  invalid  lay 
overhead,  and  the  walls  and  ceilings  being  thin  and  poorly 
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built,  the  sound  of  their  voices  might  otherwise  have  dis- 
ttirbed  his  slumber.  The  party  without,  whoever  it  was, 
could  have  stood  close  to  the  shutter  without  hearing  anything* 
spoken ;  and,  seeing  the  light  through  the  chinks  and  fiiulin^^ 
all  so  quiet^  might  have  beea  persuaded  that  onlj  one  person^ 
was  there. 

"Some  thief  or  ruffian,  may  be/'  said  the  locksmith. 
"Give  me  the  light." 

"  No,  no,"  ^e  letuzned  hastily.  "  Suoih  visitors  have 
never  come  to  this  poor  dwelling.  Do  you  stay  here. 
Yon  're  within  call,  at  the  worst  I  wonld  ratiier  go  myself — 
alone." 

"Why?"  said  the  locksmith,  nnwiUingly  lelinqnishiTig 
the  candle  he  had  caught  up  from  the  tahle. 

"Because-— I  don't  know  why— because  tbe  wish  is  strong 
upon  me,"  die  rejoined.    "  There  again—- do  not  detain  me,  I 

beg  of  you ! " 

Gfabriel  looked  at  her,  in  great  surprise  to  see  one  who  was 
usually  so  mild  and  quiet  thus  agitated,  and  with  so  little 
cause.  She  left  the  room  and  closed  the  door  behind  her. 
She  stood  for  a  moment  as  if  hesitating,  with  her  hand 
upon  the  lock.  In  this  short  interval  the  knocking  came 
again,  and  a  voice  close  to  the  window — a  voice  the  locksmitli 
seemed  to  recollect,  and  to  have  some  disagreeable  association 
with — whispered    Make  haste." 

The  words  were  uttered  in  that  low  distinct  voice  which 
finds  its  way  so  readily  to  sleepers'  ears,  and  wakes  them  in  a 
fright.  For  a  moment  it  startled  even  the  locksmith;  who 
involuntarily  drew  back  from  the  window,  and  listened. 

The  wind  rumbling  in  the  chimney  made  it  difficult  to  hear 
what  passed,  but  he  could  tell  that  the  door  was  opened,  that 
there  was  the  tread  of  a  man  upon  the  creaking  boards,  and 
then  a  moment's  silence — broken  by  a  suppressed  something 
w  hich  was  not  a  shriek,  or  groan,  or  cry  for  help,  and  yet 
might  have  been  either  or  aU  three;  ^d  the  words  "My 
God  1 "'  uttsEred  in  a  voice  it  chilled  him  to  bear. 

He  rushed  out  upon  the  instant.  There,  at  last,  was  thai 
dreadfbl  look — ^the  very  one  he  seemed  to  know  so  well  and 
yet  had  never  seen  before— upon  her  !koe.  There,  she  stood, 
frozen  to  the  ground,  gazing  with  starting  eyes,  and  livid 
cbeeks,  and  every  feature  fixed  and  ghastly,  upon  the  man  he 
had  encountered  in  the  dark  last  night    His  eyes  met  those 
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of  the  locksmith.  It  was  but  a  flash,  an  instant,  a  breath 
upon  a  polished  glass,  and  he  was  gone. 

The  locksmith  was  upon  him — had  the  skirts  of  his  stream- 
ing"  garment  almost  in  his  grasp — when  his  arms  were  tightly 
clutched,  and  the  widow  iiung  herself  upon  the  ground  before 
him. 

**The  other  way — the  other  way,"  she  cried.  "  He  went 
the  other  way.    Turn — turn  !  " 

The  other  way !  I  aee  him  now,"  lejoined  the  locksmith, 
pointing — "yonder — ^there — there  is  his  shadow  passing  by 
that  light.  What-— who  is  this  ?    Let  me  go." 

**  Come  back,  come  back ! "  exclaimed  the  woman,  dasping 
him ;  Do  not  touch  him  on  your  life.  I  chaige  you,  come 
back.    He  carries  other  liyes  besides  his  own.    Come  hack ! " 

**  What  does  this  mean  ?    cried  the  locksmith. 

**  No  matter  what  it  means,  don't  ask,  don't  apeaik,  don't 
think  about  it.  He  is  not  to  he  followed,  checked,  or  stopped. 
Oomebadk!" 

Tb»  old  man  looked  at  her  in  wonder,  as  she  writhed  and 
dung  about  him ;  and,  borne  down  by  her  passion,  suffered 
her  to  drag  him  into  the  house.    It  was  not  until  she  had 

chained  and  double-locked  the  door,  fastened  every  bolt  and 
bar  with  the  heat  and  fury  of  a  maniac,  and  dra^^i  liim 
back  into  the  room,  that  she  turned  upon  him,  once  again, 
that  stony  look  of  horror,  and  sinking  down  into  a  chair, 
covered  her  face,  and  shuddered,  as  though  the  hand  of  death 
were  on  her. 
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Beyond  all  measnre  astonuhod  by  the  strange  oeounences 
which  had  passed  with  so  much  violence  and  rapidity,  the 
locksmith  gazed  upon  the  shuddering  figure  in  the  chair  like 
one  half  Btupified,  and  would  halve  gand  much  Xcmger,  had 
not  hia  tongae  been  loosened  by  oompaaaon  and  hnmanify. 

''You  axe  ill,"  aaid  GahrieL  ^'Let  me  call  aome  neigh* 
bonr  in/ 

Nol  for  the  world,"  ahe  rejoined,  motioning  to  him  with 
her  trembling  hand,  and  atOl  hnMwg  her  face  averted.  **  It 
18  enough  that  you  have  been  by,  to  aee  thia/' 

"  Nay,  more  than  enough— or  leaa,"  aaid  OabrieL 

"Be  it  so/'  she  returned.  "As  you  like.  Ask  me  no 
questions,  I  entreat  you." 

"  Neighbour,"  said  the  locksmith,  after  a  pause.  "  Is  this 
fiEur,  or  reasonable,  or  just  to  yourself?  Is  it  like  you,  who 
have  known  me  m  long  and  sought  my  advice  in  all  matters 
— like  you,  who  ^m  a  girl  have  had  a  strong  mind  and  a 
staunch  heart  ?  ** 

"  I  have  had  need  of  them,"  she  replied,  "  I  am  growing 
old,  both  in  years  and  care.  Perhaps  that,  and  too  much 
trial,  have  made  them  weaker  than  they  used  to  be.  Do  not 
speak  to  me." 

"  How  can  I  see  what  I  have  seen,  and  hold  my  peace ! " 
retmned  the  locksmith.  Who  was  that  man,  and  why  haa 
hia  coming  made  tliis  change  in  you  ?  " 

8he  was  silent,  but  held  to  the  chair  aa  though  to  aave 
herself  &om  falling  on  the  ground. 

I  take  the  licence  of  an  old  acquaintance,  Mary,"  aaid  the 
locksmith,  "  who  haa  ever  had  a  warm  regard  for  you,  and 
maybe  haa  tried  to  prove  it  when  he  could.  Who  ia  thia  iU- 
fetTOuredman,  andwhathaahe  to  do  withyou?  Who  is  thia 
ghoat,  that  ia  only  aeen  in  the  blade  nights  and  bad  weather? 
How  doea  he  know,  and  why  doea  he  haunt,  thia  houae,  whia- 
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pering  through  chinks  and  crevices,  as  if  tliere  was  that 
between  him  and  you,  which,  neither  durst  so  much  as  speak 
aloud  of?    Who  is  he?" 

"  You  do  well  to  say  he  haunts  this  house/'  returned  the 
widow,  faintly.  "  His  shadow  has  been  upon  it  and  me,  in 
light  and  darkness,  at  noonday  and  midnight.  And  now;  at 
last,  he  has  oome  in  the  body  I " 

But  he  wouldn't  hare  gone  in  the  body,"  retuzned  the 
looksmiih  with  some  irritation,  if  jou  had  kflt  mj  arms  and 
legs  at  liberty,    mat  riddle  is  it?" 

It  is  one/'  she  answered,  rising  as  she  spoke,  ''that  must 
remain  Ibr  ever  as  it  is.    I  dare  not  say  more  than  that." 

Dare  not ! "  repeated  the  wondering  locksmith. 

Do  not  press  me/'  she  replied.  **  I  am  sick  and  feunt, 
and  every  faculty  of  life  seems  dead  within  me. — ^No ! — ^Do 
not  touch  me,  eitlier." 

Gabriel,  who  had  stepped  forward  to  render  her  assistance, 
fell  back  as  slie  made  this  hasty  exclamation,  and  regarded 
her  in  silent  wonder. 

'*  Let  me  g-o  my  way  alone,"  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  and 
let  the  hands  of  no  honest  man  touch  mine  to-nijiht."  "NMien 
she  had  tottered  to  tlie  door,  she  turned,  and  added  with  a 
stronger  effort,  *'  This  is  a  socret,  which,  of  necessity,  I  trust 
to  you.  You  are  a  true  man.  As  you  have  ever  been  good 
and  kind  to  me, — ^keep  it.  If  any  noise  was  heard  above, 
make  some  excuse — say  anything  but  what  you  really  saw, 
and  never  let  a  word  or  look  between  na,  recal  this  droum- 
stance.  I  trust  to  you.  Mind,  I  trust  to  you.  How  much  I 
trust,  you  never  can  conceive/' 

Casting  her  eyes  upon  him  for  an  instant,  she  withdrew, 
and  left  him  there  alone. 

Gabriel,  not  knowing  what  to  think,  stood  staring  at  the 
door  with  a  countenance  Ml  of  surprise  and  dismay.  The 
more  he  pondered  on  what  had  passed,  tihe  less  able  he  was  to 
give  it  any  favourable  interpretation.  To  find  this  widow 
woman,  whose  life  for  so  many  years  had  been  supposed  to  be 
one  of  solitude  and  retirement,  and  who,  in  her  quiet  suffering 
character,  had  gained  the  good  opinion  and  respect  of  all  who 
knew  her — to  find  lier  linked  mysteriously  with  an  ill-omened 
man,  alarmed  at  liis  ai)pearance,  and  yet  favouring  his 
escape,  was  a  discovery  that  pained  as  much  as  it  ^^lartled 
lum.    Her  reliauco  on  his  secrecy,  and  his  tacit  acquiescence^ 
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increased  liis  distress  of  mind.  If  he  iiad  spoken  boldly, 
persisted  iu  questioning-  lior,  detaint^l  lior  when  she  rose  to 
leave  the  room,  made  any  kind  of  pioiest,  instead  of  silently 
oompzomising  himself,  as  lie  felt  he  had  done,  he  would  have 
been  more  at  ease. 

"  Why  did  I  let  her  say  it  was  a  secret^  and  slie  trusted  it 
to  mo  I  "  said  Gabriel^  puttmg  his  wig  on  one  side  to  scratch 
his  head  with  greater  ease,  and  looking  ruefully  at  the  fire.  I 
have  no  more  readiness  than  old  John  himselfl  Why  didn't  I 
say  firmly,  '  You  have  no  right  to  sudii  secrets,  and  I  demand 
of  you  to  tell  me  what  this  means,'  instead  of  standing  gaping 
at  her,  like  an  old  mooncalf  as  I  am !  But  there 's  my  weak- 
ness. I  can  be  obstinate  enough  with  men  if  need  be,  but 
women  may  twist  me  round  their  fingers  at  their  pleasure." 

He  took  his  wig  off  outright  as  he  made  this  reflection,  and, 
warming  his  handkerchief  at  the  fire  began  to  rub  and  polish 
his  bald  head  "svith  it,  until  it  glistened  again. 

"And  yet,"  said  the  loeksmitli,  softening  under  tliis 
soothiuj;-  ])ruLes8,  and  stopping  to  smile,  it  may  he  nothing. 
Any  drunken  brawler  trying  to  make  his  way  into  the  house, 
would  liavo  alarmed  a  quiet  soul  like  her.  But  tlien" — and 
here  was  the  vexation — "how  came  it  to  be  that  mtm;  how 
comes  he  to  have  this  iniluence  over  lier ;  liow  came  she  to 
favour  his  getting  away  from  mo ;  and,  more  than  all,  how 
came  she  not  to  say  it  was  a  sudden  fright,  and  nothing 
more  ?  It 's  a  sad  thing  to  have,  in  one  minute,  reason  to 
mistrust  a  person  I  have  known  so  long,  and  an  old  sweetheart 
into  the  bargain :  but  what  else  can  I  do,  with  ail  this  upon 
my  mind  ! — Is  that  Bamaby  outside  there  ?  "  . 

Ay  ! "  he  cried,  looking  in  and  nodding.  Sure  enough 
it 's  Bamaby — ^how  did  you  guess  ?  " 

"  By  your  shadow,"  said  &e  locksmith. 

"  Oho !  **  cried  Bamaby,  glancing  over  his  shoulder,  "  He's 
a  meny  fellow,  that  shadow,  and  keeps  dose  to  me,  though  I 
am  silly.  We  have  such  pranks,  such  walks,  such  runs,  such 
gambols  on  the  grass !  Sometimes  he  'U  be  half  as  tall  as  a 
ohuroh  steeple,  and  sometimes  no  bigger  than  a  dvrarf.  Now, 
he  goes  on  before,  and  now  behind,  and  anon  he  '11  be  stealing 
filily  on,  on  this  side,  or  on  tliat,  stopping  whenever  I  stop, 
and  ihinldng  I  can't  see  him,  though  1  have  my  eye  on  him 
sharp  enuui;li.  Oh !  he 's  a  merry  fellow.  Tell  me — is  he 
silly  too !    1  tliink  he  is." 
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'*Why?"  afliked  Gabriel 
Because  he  never  tires  of  mockixig  me,  but  does  it  all  day 
l<Hig. — Why  don't  you  come  ?  " 
"Where?" 

''tip  stairs.    He  wants  you.  Stay — where 's  his  shadow? 
Come.    Tou  're  a  wise  man ;  tell  me  that." 

''Beside  him,  Bamaby;  beside  him,  I  suppose/*  returned 
the  locksmith. 

**  No ! "  he  replied,  shaldng  his  head.    **  Quess  again." 

**  Gone  out  a  walking,  maybe  ?  " 
He  has  changed  shadows  with  a  woman/*  the  idiot 
whispered  in  his  ear,  and  then  fell  back  with  a  look  of 
triumph.       Her  shadow's  always  with  him,  and  liis  with  ' 
her.    Tliat's  sport  I  think,  eh?"  * 

"Bamaby/'  said  the  locksmith,  with  a  grave  look;  "come 
hither,  lad." 

"  I  know  what  tou  want  to  snv.  T  know  !  he  replied, 
keeping  away  fn^m  liini.  ''But  I  'iii  cunning,  I 'm  "silent.  I 
only  say  so  mucli  to  you — are  3'ou  ready  ?  "  As  he  spoke,  he 
caught  up  the  light,  and  waved  it  with  a  wild  laugh  above 
his  head. 

"Softly — gently/'  said  the  locksmith,  exerting  all  his 
influence  to  keep  him  calm  and  quiet.  "  I  thought  you  had 
been  asleep." 

So  I  have  been  asleep,"  he  rejoined,  with  widely-opened 
eyes.  ''There  have  been  great  fhoes  coming  and  going — 
close  to  my  faloe,  and  then  a  mile  away — low  plaoes  to  creep 
through,  whether  I  would  or  no— high  churcbM  to  &11  down 
from — strange  creatures  crowded  up  together  neck  and  heels, 
to  sit  upon  tibe  bed — ^that 's  sleep,  di? " 

"  Dreams,  Bamaby,  dreams,"  said  the  locksmith. 
Dreams!''  he  echoed  softly,  drawing  closer  to  him. 
"Those  are  not  dreams." 

"What  are,."  replied  tlie  locksmith,  "  if  they  are  not?" 

"  I  dn>iini(Kl/'  said  Barnaby,  passing  his  arm  throtigh 
Varden's,  and  peering  close  into  his  -face  as  he  answered  in  a 
whisper,  I  dreamed  just  now  that  something — it  was  in  the 
shape  of  a  man — followcnl  me — came  softly  after  me — wouldn't 
let  me  be~l)ut  was  always  hiding  and  crouching,  like  a  cat  . 
in  dark  comers,  waiting  till  I  should  pass;  when  it  crept 
out  and  came  softly  after  me. — Did  you  ever  see  me  run?" 

**  Many  a  time,  you  know." 

s2 
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"  You  never  saw  me  run  as  I  did  in  this  dream.  Still  it 
came  creeping-  on  to  worry  mo.  Nearer,  nearer,  nearer — I 
ran  faster — leaped — sprung  out  of  bed,  and  to  the  window — 
and  there,  in  the  street  below — ^but  lie  is  waiting  for  us.  Are 
you  coming  ?  " 

''What  in  the  street  below,  Barnaby?"  said  Yaideii, 
imagining  that  he  traced  some  ocmnexion  between  ihiB  yiaioii 
and  what  had  actusdly  occurred. 

Bamaby  looked  into  his  face,  muttered  incoherently,  waved 
the  light  above  his  head  again,  laughed,  and  drawing  the 
locksmith's  arm  more  tightlj  through  his  own,  led  him  up  the 
stairs  in  silence. 

Thej  entered  a  homely  beddiamber,  garnished  in  a  scanty 
way  with  chairs  whose  spindle-shanks  bespoke  their  age,  and 
other  toniture  of  vezy  little  worth;  but  clean  and  neatly 
kept.  Rftftlining  in  an  easy  chair  before  the  fire,  pale  and 
weak  from  waste  of  blood,  was  £dward  Chester,  the  young 
gentleman  who  had  been  tlie  first  to  quit  the  Maypole  on  the 
previous  night,  and  who,  extending  liis  liand  to  the  locksmith, 
welcomed  him  as  his  preserv  er  and  friend. 

"  Say  no  more,  sir,  sjiy  no  more,"  said  Gabriel.  "  I  hope 
I  would  have  done  at  least  as  much  for  any  man  in  such  a 
strait,  and  most  of  all  for  you,  sir.  A  certain  young  lady,'* 
lie  added,  with  some  hesitation,  has  done  us  many  a  kind 
turn,  and  we  naturally  feel — hope  I  give  you  no  ofience  in 
saying  this,  sir  ? 

The  young  man  smiled  and  shook  his  head;  at  the  same 
time  moving  iu  his  chair  as  if  in  pain. 

It 's  no  great  matter,"  he  said,  in  answer  to  the  lock* 
smith's  sympathising  look,  '^a  mere  uneasiness  arising  at 
least  as  much  from  being  oooped  up  here,  as  from  the  slight 
wound  I  have,  or  from  the  loss  of  blood.  Be  seated,  Mr. 
Varden." 

If  I  may  make  so  bold,  Mr.  Edward,  as  to  lean  upon 
your  chair,"  returned  tiie  locksmith,  accommodating  his 
action  to  Ms  speech,  and  bending  over  him,  "  I  '11  stand  here, 
for  the  convenience  of  speaking  low.  Bamaby  is  not  in  his 
quietest  humour  to-night,  and  at  such  times  talking  never 
does  him  irood.'' 

They  both  glanced  at  the  subject  of  this  remark,  who  had 
taken  a  seat  on  the  other  side  of  the  fire,  and,  smiling  vacantly, 
was  making  puzzles  on  his  fingers  with  a  skein  of  string. 
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**  Pray,  te[\  me,  sir,"  said  Varden,  dropping  his  voico  still 
lower,  **  exactly  what  happened  last  night.  I  have  my  reasoa 
Stir  inquiring.    You  left  the  Maypole,  alone?" 

"And  walked  homeward  alone,  until  I  had  nearly  reached 
the  place  wheie  you  Ibund  me,  when  I  heard  the  gallep  of 
a  horse." 

— Behind  you  ?  "  said  the  locksmith. 

''Indeed,  yes — ^behind  me.  It  was  a  single  rider,  who 
soon  overtook  me,  and  checking  his  horse,  inquired  the  way 
to  London." 

''You  were  on  the  alert,  sir,  knowing  how  many  high- 
waymen there  are,  scouring  the  roads  in  aU  directions  ?  "  said 
Varden. 

"  I  was,  hut  I  had  only  a  stick,  having  imprudently  left  my 
pistols  in  their  holster-oase  with  ti^e  landlord's  son.    I  directed 

him  as  he  desired.  Before  the  words  had  passed  my  lips,  he 
rode  upon  me  furiously,  as  if  bent  on  trampling  me  down 
heneath  his  liorse's  hoofs.  In  starting:  aside,  1  slipped  and 
fell.  You  found  me  with  this  stab  and  an  ugly  bruise  or 
two,  and  witliout  my  purse — in  which  he  found  little  enr»nf>-h 
for  his  pains.  And  now,  Mr.  Varden,"  he  added,  shaking 
the  locksmith  by  the  liand,  saving  the  extent  of  my  gratitude 
to  you,  you  know  as  much  as  I." 

Except,"  said  Gabriel,  bending  down  yet  more,  and 
looking  cautiously  towards  their  sUent  neighbour,  ''except  in 
leepect  of  the  robber  himself.  What  like  was  he,  sir  ?  Speak 
low,  if  you  please.  Bomaby  means  no  harm,  but  I  have 
watched  him  oftener  than  you,  and  I  know,  little  as  you 
would  think  it,  that  he  *8  listening  now." 

It  required  a  strong  confidence  in  the  locksmith's  veracity 
to  lead  any  one  to  this  beLie^  for  every  sense  and  faculty  that 
Baznaby  possessed,  seemed  to  be  fixed  upon  his  game,  to  the 
exclusion  of  all  other  things.  Something  in  the  young  man*s 
&oe  expressed  this  opinion,  for  Gabriel  repeated  what  he  had 
just  said,  more  earnestly  than  before,  and  with  another  glance 
towards  Baznaby,  again  asked  what  like  the  man  was. 

"The  night  was  so  dark,"  said  Edward,  "  the  attack  so 
sudden,  and  he  so  wrapped  and  muffled  up,  that  I  can  hardly 
say.    It  seems  that — " 

"Don't  mention  his  name,  sir,"  returned  the  locksmith, 
following  his  look  towards  Barnaby ;  "I  know  lie  saw  him. 
I  want  to  know  what  you  suw." 
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**  All  I  remember  is,"  said  Edward,  "  that  as  he  checked 
Lis  horse  liis  h<it  was  blo\Mi  off.  He  caught  it  and  replaced 
it  on  his  lieud,  wliieh  I  observed  was  bound  with  a  dark 
handkercliief.  A  stranger  entered  the  Ma}^)ole  while  I  was 
there,  whom  I  had  not  seen — for  I  sat  apart  for  reasons  of 
my  own — and  when  I  rose  to  leave  the  room  and  glanced 
round,  he  was  in  the  shadow  of  the  chimney  and  liidden  from 
my  sight.  But,  if  he  and  the  robber  were  two  different 
persons,  their  voices  were  strangely  and  most  remarkably 
alike;  for  directly  the  man  addressed  me  in  the  Toad,  I 
tecoffiiaed,  his  ^eeoh  again." 

^'  It  is  as  I  feared.  The  yery  man  was  here  to-night," 
thought  the  locksmith^  chaoging  colour.  "  Yfhai  dark  histoiy 
is  this!" 

"Halloa!"  cried  a  hoarse  Toioe  in  his  ear.  "Halloa, 
halloa^  halloa!  Bow  wow  wow.  What's  the  matter  here! 
Hal-loa!" 

The  speaker — who  made  the  locksmith  start,  as  if  he  had 
seen  some  supernatural  agent — was  a  large  raven,  who  had 
perehed  upon  tlie  top  of  the  easy-chair,  unseen  by  liiiu  and 
Edward,  and  hstened  with  a  polite  attention  and  a  most  extra- 
ordinary appearance  of  compreliendiug  every  word,  to  all  they 
had  said  up  to  tliis  point ;  turning  his  head  from  one  to  the 
other,  as  if  liis  ollico  ^yore  to  jiid;;e  Ix^ween  tliem,  and  it  were 
of  tlie  very  List  iin[)<)rtanco  tliat  ho  sliould  not  l(^so  a  word. 

*'  Look  at  liim  !  "  said  Varden,  divided  between  admiration 
of  the  bird  and  a  kind  of  fear  of  liim.  Was  there  ever  such 
a  knowing  imp  as  that !    Oh  he 's  a  dreadful  fellow !  " 

The  raven,  with  his  head  very  much  on  one  side,  and  his 
bright  eye  shining  like  a  diamond,  preserred  a  thoughtful 
silence  for  a  few  seconds,  and  then  replied  in  a  voice  so  hoarse 
and  distant,  that  it  seemed  to  oome  through  his  thick  feathers 
rather  than  out  of  his  mouth. 

**  HaUoa»  halloa,  halloa!  What's  the  matter  herel  Keep 
up  your  spirits.  Never  say  die.  Bow  wow  wow.  I'm  a 
devil,  I 'm  a  devil,  I 'm  a  devil.  Hurrah ! " — ^And  theui  as 
if  exulting  in  his  infernal  character,  he  began  to  whistle. 

"  I  more  than  half  believe  he  speaks  the  truth.  Upon  my 
word  I  do,"  said  Varden.  "  Do  you  see  how  he  looks  at  me, 
as  if  he  knew  what  I  was  saying  ?  " 

To  which  the  bii  d,  balancing  himself  on  tiptoe,  as  it  wece, 
and  moving,  his  body  up  and  down  in  a  sort  of  grave  dance, 
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rejoined,  ''I'm  a  devil,  Tm  a  devil,  I 'm  a  devil,"  and  flapped 
hia  wings  ng-ainst  his  sides  as  if  lie  were  bursting  with  laughter. 
Bamaby  clapped  his  handB,  and  fairly  rolled  upon  the  ground 
in  an  eostacj  of  delight. 

Strange  companions,  sir,*'  said  the  locksmith,  shaking  his 
head  and  looking  from  one  to  the  other.  "  The  bird  has  aU 
the  wit." 

<' Strange  indeed!"  said  Edward,  holding  out  his  fore- 
finger to  ti^e  raven,  who,  in  acknowledgment  the  attention, 
made  a  dive  at  it  immediately  with  his  iron  biU.  "Is 
he  old?" 

"A  mere  boy,  sir,"  replied  the  locksmith.  "A  hundred 
and  twenty,  or  thereabouts.  Call  him.  down,  Baruaby,  my 
man." 

'*  Call  him  ! "  echoed  Bamaby,  sitting  upriglit  upon  tlio 
floor,  and  staring  vacantly  at  Gabriel,  as  he  tlinist'liis  hair 
back  from  his  face.  But  wlio  can  make  liim  come  !  He 
calls  me,  and  makt^s  me  go  where  he  will.  lie  goes  on 
before,  and  I  follow.  He's  the  master,  and  I'm  the  man. 
Is  tlmt  tlie  truth.  Grip  ?  " 

The  raven  gave  a  short,  comfortable,  confidential  kind  of 
croak  ; — a  most  expressive  croak,  which  seemed  to  say,  "  You 
needn't  let  these  fellows  into  our  secrets.  We  understand  each 
other.    It 's  all  right." 

I  make  him  come  ?  "  cried  Bamaby,  pointing  to  the  bird. 
"  Him,  who  never  goes  to  sleep,  or  so  much  as  winks  !— 
Why,  any  time  of  night,  you  may  see  his  eyes  in  my  dark 
room,  shhiing  like  two  sparks.  And  every  night,  and  all  night 
too,  he  *s  broad  awake,  taJldng  to  himself,  thinking  what  he 
shidi  do  to<morrow,  where  we  shall  go,  aad  what  he  shaU 
steal,  and  hide,  and  bury.  I  make  him  come !  Ha,  ha,  ha  I " 

On  second  thoughts,  the  bird  appeared  disposed  to  come  of 
himself.  Affcer  a  short  surv^  of  the  ground,  and  a  few  side- 
long looks  at  the  ceiling  and  at  eyerybody  present  in  turn,  he 
fluttered  to  the  floor,  and  went  to  Bamaby — ^not  in  a  hop,  or 
walk,  or  run,  but  in  a  pace  like  that  of  a  very  particular 
gentleman  with  exctM-ilinglv  tight  boots  on,  trying  to  walk 
fast  over  loose  jx'bhlea.  Then,  stopping  into  his  extended 
hand,  and  condosconding  to  be  held  out  at  arm's  length,  he 
gave  vent  to  a  succession  of  sounds,  not  unlike  tlie  drawins^ 
of  some  eiglit  or  ton  do7jm  of  long  corks,  and  again  asserted 
his  brimstone  birth  and  parentage  with  great  distinctness. 
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The  locksmitli  shook  liis  head — perhaps  in  some  doubt  of 
the  creature  'h  lieing  n^ally  notliing  but  a  bird — perhaps  in 
pity  for  Bariialiy,  wlio  l)y  this  time  had  him  in  his  arms,  and 
was  rolling  about,  with  him,  on  the  ground.  As  he  raised 
his  eyes  from  tlie  poor  fellow  he  encountered  those  of  hiB 
mother,  who  had  entered  the  room,  and  was  looking  on  in 
sQenoe. 

She  was  quite  white  in  the  fSEUse,  even  to  her  lips,  but  had 
wholly  subdued  her  emotion,  and  wore  her  usual  quiet  look. 
Vaiden  fancied  as  he  glanced  at  her  that  she  shrunk  from  his 
eye !  and  that  she  busied  herself  about  the  wounded  genile- 
man  to  avoid  him  the  better. 

It  was  time  he  went  to  bed,  she  said.  He  was  to  be 
removed  to  his  own  home  on  the  morrow,  and  he  had  already 
exceeded  his  lime  for  sitting  up,  by  a  fbll  hour.  Acting  on 
1Mb  hint,  the  locksmith  prepared  to  take  his  leave. 

"  By  the  bye,"  said  Edward,  as  he  shook  him  by  the  hand, 
and  looked  from  liira  to  Mrs.  Rudge  and  back  again,  what 
noise  was  tliat  below?  I  heard  your  voice  in  the  midst  of  it, 
and  should  have  inquired  before,  but  our  other  couversatiou 
drove  it  from  my  memory.    What  was  it  ?  " 

The  locksmitli  looked  towards  her,  and  bit  his  lip.  She 
leant  against  tlie  chair,  and  bent  her  eyes  upon  the  groimd. 
Bamaby  too — lie  was  listening. 

— "  Some  mad  or  dnmken  fellow,  sir,"  Varden  at  length 
made  answf^r,  looking  steadily  at  the  widow  as  he  spoke. 
"  He  mistook  the  house,  and  tried  to  force  an  entrance." 

Slie  breathed  more  freely,  but  stood  quite  motionless.  As 
the  locksmitli  said  Good  night,"  and  Bamaby  caught  up  the 
candle  to  light  him  down  the  stairs,  she  took  it  from  him,  and 
charged  him — ^with  more  haste  and  earnestness  than  so  dight 
an  occasion  appeared  to  warrant — not  to  stir.  The  raven 
followed  them  to  satisfy  himself  that  all  was  right  below,  and 
when  they  reached  the  street-door,  stood  on  the  bottom  stair 
drawing  corks  out  of  number. 

With  a  trembling  hand  she  un&atened  the  chain  and  bolts 
and  turned  the  key.  As  she  had  her  hand  upon  the  latch,  the 
locksmith  said  in  a  low  voice, 

**  I  have  told  a  lie  to-night,  for  your  sake,  Mary,  and  for 
the  sake  of  bygone  times,  and  old  ac(juaintanc(*,  when  I  woidd 
scorn  to  do  so  for  my  ovm.  I  ho])e  I  may  have  done  no 
harm,  or  led  to  none.    I  can't  help  the  suspicions  you  have 
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forced  upon  me,  and  I  am  loth,  I  tell  you  plainly,  to  leave 
Mr.  Edward  here.  Take  care  he  comes  to  no  hurt.  I  doubt 
the  safety  of  this  roof,  and  am  glad  he  leaves  it  so  soon. 
Now,  let  me  ^o" 

For  a  moment  she  hid  her  face  in  her  hands  and  wept ; 
but  resisting  the  strong  impulse  which  evidently  moved  her 
to  xepljf  opened  the  door — no  wider  than  was  sufficient  for 
the  passage  of  his  body — ^and  motioned  liim  away.  As  the 
locksmith  stood  upon  tiie  step,  it  was  chained  and  locked 
behind  him,  and  the  raven,  in  furtherance  of  these  pre- 
cautions, barked  like  a  lusty  house-dog. 

"In  league  with  that  ill-looking  figure  that  might  have 
fitUen  tcom  a  gibbet — ^he  listening  imd  hiding  here— >Baniaby 
first  upon  the  spot  last  night— can  she  who  has  always  borne 
so  flur  a  name  be  guilty  ^  such  crimes  in  secret ! "  said  the 
locksmithy  musing.  "  Heaven  forgive  me  if  I  am  wrong,  and 
send  me  just  thoughts ;  but  she  is  poor,  the  temptation  may 
be  great,  and  we  daily  hear  of  things  as  strange. — ^Ay,  bark 
away,  my  friend.  If  there  *s  any  wickedness  going  on,  that 
raven  *s  in  it,  I  '11  Le  &woru." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


Mx8.  Vabdek  was  a  lady  of  what  is  oommonlj  oalled  an 
unceitaiiL  temper — a  phiaae  which  being  interpreted  aignifies 
a -temper  tolerably  certain  to  make  everybody  more  or  leas 
imoomfortable.  Thiia  it  generally  happened,  when  oilier 
people  were  merry,  Mrs.  Yarden  was  dull ;  and  that  whea 
other  I  *  »|.le  were  dull,  Mrs.  Varden  was  disposed  to  be 
amazing-ly  cheerful.  Indeed  the  worthy  housewife  was  of 
such  a  capricious  nature,  that  sho  not  only  attained  a  liigher 
pitch  of  g-enius  tlian  Macbetli,  in  respect  of  her  ability  to  bo 
wise,  amazed,  temperate  and  furious,  loyal  and  neutral  in  an 
instant,  but  would  sometimes  ring"  the  changes  backwards 
iind  forwards  on  all  possible  moods  and  Hights  in  one  short 
quarter  of  an  hour ;  performing,  as  it  wer(\  a  kind  of  triple 
bob  major  on  the  peal  of  instruments  in  tlie  female  belfrj', 
with  a  skilfulness  and  rapidity  of  e:iLecutioa  that  astouished 
all  who  heard  her. 

It  had  been  observed  in  this  good  lady  (who  did  not  want 
fop  personal  attractions,  being  plump  and  buxom  to  look  at, 
though  like  her  fair  daughter,  somewhat  short  in  stature)  that 
this  uncertainty  of  disposition  strengthened  and  increased  with 
her  temporal  prosperity ;  and  divers  wise  men  and  matrons 
on  Mendly  terms  with  the  locksmith  and  his  &mily,  even 
went  so  far  as  to  assert^  that  a  tumble-down  some  half-dozen 
rounds  in  the  world's  ladder — such  as  the  breaking  of  the 
bank  in  which  her  husband  kept  his  money,  or  some  little  fall 
of  that  kind — would  be  the  making  of  her,  and  could  hardly 
fail  to  render  her  one  of  the  most  agreeable  companions  in 
existence.  Whether  they  were  right  or  wrong  in  this  con- 
jecture, certain  it  is  that  minds,  like  bodies,  will  often  iyi 
into  a  pimpled  ill-conditioned  state  from  mere  excess  of 
comfort,  and  like  them,  are  often  successfully  cured  by 
remedies  in  themselves  very  nauseous  and  unpalatable. 

Mrs.  Vaideii'fl  chief  aider  and  abettor,  and  at  the  same  time 


Digitized  by  Google 


BA&NABY  AUDaS. 


59 


her  principal  Yiotim  and  object  of  wrath,  "vras  hor  single 
domestic  servant,  one  Miss  Migg"S ;  or  as  slie  was  called,  in 
conformity  witli  those  prejudices  of  society  which  lop  and  top 
from  poor  handmaidens  all  such  genteel  ezcresoenoes — Miggs. 
ThiB  Miggs  was  a  tall  young  lady,  very  much  addicted  to 
pattens  in  private  life;  slender  and  shrewish,  of  a  rather 
uncomfortable  figure,  and  though  not  absolutely  ill-looking, 
of  a  sharp  and  acid  visage.  As  a  general  principle  and 
abstract  proposition,  Miggs  held  the  male  sex  to  be  utterly 
contemptible  and  unworthy  of  notice ;  to  be  fickle,  fialse,  base, 
sottish,  inclined  to  peijuxy,  and  wholly  undeserving.  When 
particularly  exasperated  against  them  (which,  scandal  said, 
was  when  Sim  Tappertit  slighted  her  most)  she  was  accus- 
tomed to  wish  with  great  emphasis  that  the  whole  race  of 
women  could  but  die  off,  ia  order  that  the  men  might  be 
brought  to  know  the  real  yalue  of  the  blessings  by  which 
they  set  so  little  store ;  nay,  her  feeling  for  her  order  ran  so 
liigh,  that  she  sometimes  dcdared,  if  she  could  only  have 
good  security  for  a  lair,  round  number — say  Uii  t]iou>and — 
of  young  virgins  following  her  example,  she  would,  to  spite 
mankind,  hang,  diown,  stab,  or  poison  liersell',  with,  a  joy 
.  past  all  expression. 

It  was  the  voice  of  Miggs  that  greeted  tlie  locksmith,  wlien 
he  knocked  at  his  own  house,  with  a  sliriLL  cry  oi  Who  'a 
there  ?  " 

**  Me,  girl,  me,"  returned  Gabriel. 

"  What,  already,  sir  ! "  said  Miggs,  opening  the  door  witli 
a  look  of  surprise.  We  was  just  getting  on  our  nightcaps 
to  sit  up, — ^me  and  mistress.    Oh,  she  has  been  so  bad !  ** 

Miggs  said  this  with  an  air  of  uncommon  candour  and 
concern;  but  the  parlour-door  was  standing  open,  and  as 
Gabriel  very  well  knew  for  whose  ears  it  was  designed,  he 
regarded  her  with  anything  but  an  approving  look  as  he 
passed  in. 

Master 's  come  home,  mim,"  cried  Miggs,  running  before 
him  into  the  parlour.  *'  You  was  wrong,  mim,  and  I  was 
right.  I  thought  he  wouldn't  keep  us  up  so  late  two  nights 
running,  mim.  Master 's  always  considerate  so  £eur.  I 'm  so 
glad,  mim,  on  your  account.  I'm  a  little" — ^here  Miggs 
simpered — "a  little  sleepy  myself;  I'll  own  it  now,  mim, 
though  I  said  I  wasn't  when  you  asked  me.  It  an*t  of  no 
consec^ueuce,  miiii,  ul  coui'se." 
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*'  You  had  better,"  said  the  locksmith,  who  most  devoutly 
wished  that  Barnaby's  raven  was  at  Miggs*  ankles,  ''you  liad 
better  get  to  bed  at  once  then." 

Thanking  you  kindly,  sir,"  returned  Miggs,  I  couldn't 
take  my  rest  In  peace,  nor  fix  my  thoughts  upon  my  prayers, 
oiherways  than  that  I  knew  mistress  was  comfortable  in  her 
bed  this  night ;  by  rights  she  should  have  been  there,  hours 
ago." 

"  You  're  talkative,  mistress,*'  said  Vaiden,  pulling  off  his 
great-coat,  and  looking  at  her  askew. 

**  Taking  the  hint,  sir,"  cried  Miggs,  with  a  flushed  fsice, 
and  thanking  you  for  it  most  kindly,  I  will  make  bold  to 
say,  that  if  I  give  offence  by  having  consideration  for  my 
mistress,  I  do  not  ask  your  pardon,  but  am  content  to  get 
myself  into  trouble  and  to  be  in  suffering." 

Here  Mrs.  Viirden,  who,  with  her  countenance  shrouded  in 
a  large  ni^-litcap,  liad  bocn  all  this  time  intent  upon  the 
Protestant  Manual,  looked  round,  and  acknowledged  Miggs* 
champions]ii[)  by  commanding  her  to  hold  her  tongue. 

Every  UttL^  l)one  in  Miggs'  throat  and  nock  developed  itself 
with  a  spitefulness  quite  alarming,  as  she  replied,  Yes,  mim, 
I  will/' 

How  do  you  find  yourself  now,  my  dear  ?  "  said  the  lock- 
smith, taking  a  chair  near  his  wife  (who  had  resumed  her 
book),  and  rubbing  his  knees  hard  as  he  made  the  inquiry. 

"  You  're  very  anxious  to  know,  an't  you  ?  "  returned  Mrs. 
Varden,  with  her  eyes  upon  the  print.  "  You,  that  have  not 
been  near  me  all  day,  and  wouldn't  have  been  if  I  was 
dying!  " 

My  dear  Martha —  **  said  GabrieL 

Mrs.  Vardeii  turned  over  to  the  next  page ;  then  went  back 
again  to  the  bottom  line  over  leaf  to  be  quite  sure  of  the  last 
words,  and  then  went  on  reading  with  an  appearance  of  the 
deepest  interest  and  study. 

"  My  dear  Martha,"  said  ilie  locksmith,  ''how  can  you  say 
such  things,  when  you  know  you  don't  mean  them  f  If  you 
were  dying !  Why,  if  there  was  anything  serious  the  matter 
with  you,  Martha,  shouldn't  I  be  in  constant  attendance  upon 
you  ?  " 

**  Yes  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Yarden,  bursting  into  tears,  *'yes,  you 
woidd.  I  don't  doubt  it,  Yarden.  Certainly  you  woidd. 
That 's  as  much  as  to  tell  me  that  you  would  be  hovering 
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tound  me  like  a  Tulture,  waiting  till  the  breath  was  out  of 
my  body,  that  you  might  go  and  marry  somebody  else." 

Miggs  groaned  in  sjrmpathy — a  little  short  groan,  checked 
in  its  birdi,  and  changed  into  a  cough.    It  seemed  to  say, 

I  oan*t  help  it.  It 's  wrong  from  me  by  the  dreadful 
brutality  of  that  monster  master." 

But  you  *]1  break  my  heart  one  of  these  days/'  added 
Bfra.  Yarden,  with  more  resignation,  "  and  then  we  shall  both 
ba  happy.  My  only  desire  is  to  see  DoUy  comfortably  settled, 
and  yrhm  she  is,  you  may  settle  tns  as  soon  as  you  like." 

**  Ah !  "  cried  Miggs — and  coughed  again. 

Poor  Gabriel  twisted  his  wig  about  in  silence  for  a  long 
time,  and  then  said  mildly,  "  lias  Dolly  gone  to  bed  ?*' 

**  Your  master  speaks  to  you,"  said  Mrs.  Varden,  looking 
sternly  over  her  shoulder  at  Miss  Miggs  in  waiting. 

**  No,  my  dear,  I  spoke  to  you,"  suggested  the  loeksmith. 

**  Did  you  liear  me,  Miggs  ?  "  cried  the  obdurate  lady, 
stamping  her  foot  upon  tlio  grouTid.  "  You  are  beginning  to 
despise  me  now,  are  you  ?    But  this  is  exaiiij)lo  !  " 

At  this  cruel  rebuke,  Miggs,  whose  tears  were  always 
ready,  for  large  or  small  parties,  on  the  shortest  notice  and 
the  most  reasonable  terms,  feU  a  crying  violently ;  holding 
both  her  hands  tight  upon  her  heart  meanwhile,  as  if  nothing 
loss  would  prevent  its  splitting  into  small  fragments.  Mrs. 
Varden,  who  likewise  possessed  that  faculty  in  high  perfection, 
wept  too,  against  Miggs;  and  with  such  effect  that  Miggs 
gave  in  after  a  time,  and,  except  Ibr  an  occasional  sob,  whidi 
seemed  to  threaten  some  remote  intention  of  bresking  out 
again,  left  her  mistress  in  possession  of  the  field.  Her  supe- 
rioriiy  being  thoroughly  asserted,  that  lady  soon  desisted 
likewise,  and  fell  into  a  quiet  melancholy. 

The  relief  was  so  great,  and  the  fiitiguing  ocenrrencea  of 
last  night  so  completely  overpowered  the  locksmith,  that  he 
nodded  in  his  chair,  and  woidd  doubtless  have  slept  there  all 
night,  but  for  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Varden,  which,  ai'ter  a  pause 
of  some  five  minutes,  awoke  hini  with  a  start. 

'*  If  I  am  ever,**  said  Mrs.  V. — not  scolding,  but  in  a  sort 
of  monotonous  remonstrance — in  spirits,  if  I  am  ever 
cheerful,  if  I  am  ever  more  than  usually  disposed  to  be 
talkative  and  comfortable,  this  is  the  way  I  am  treated." 

**  Such  spirits  as  you  was  in  too,  mini,  but  half  an  hour 
ago ! "  cried  Miggs.      I  never  see  such  company ! " 
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Because/'  said  Mis.  Yarden,  because  I  never  interfare 
or  interrupt^  because  I  never  question  where  anybody  comes  or 
goes ;  because  my  whole  mind  and  bouI  is  bent  on  saving  where 
I  can  save,  and  labouring  in  this  house ; — ^therefine,  tiiey  try 
me  as  they  do." 

"  Martha/'  urged  the  locksmith,  endeaTouiing  to  look  as 
wakeful  as  possible,  "  what  is  it  you  complain  of?  I  really 
came  home  with  eveiy  wish  and^esire  to  be  happy.  I  did, 
indeed." 

"Whatdo  I  complain  of!"  retorted  his  wife.  "Isita 

chilling  thing  to  have  one's  husband  sulking  and  falling  asleep 
directly  he  comes  liorae — to  have  him  freezing  all  one's  warm- 
heartedness, and  throwing  cold  water  over  the  fireside  ?  Is  it 
natural,  wlien  I  know  lie  went  out  upon  a  matter  in  which  I 
am  as  mucli  interested  as  anvlmdy  can  he,  that  I  shoidrl  wish 
to  know  all  that  has  happened,  or  tliat  he  slionld  tell  me 
without  my  begging  and  praying  him  to  do  it?  Is  that 
natural,  or  is  it  not  ?  " 

"  I  am  very  sorry,  Martha,"  said  the  good-natured  lock- 
smith. I  was  really  afraid  you  were  not  disposed  to  talk 
pleasantly ;  I  '11  tell  you  eveiything;  I  shall  only  be  too  glad, 
my  dear." 

"No,  Varden,"  returned  his  wife,  rising  with  dignity. 
"  I  dare  say — thank  you!  I*m  not  a  child  to  he  corrected 
one  minute  and  petted  the  next — I 'm  « little  too  old  for  thaty 
Varden.  Miggs,  cany  the  light.  You  can  be  cheerful,  Migg% 
at  leaat." 

Miggs,  who,  to  this  moment,  had  been  in  the  veiy  depths 
of  compassionate  despondency,  passed  instantly  into  the 
liyeliest  state  conceivable^  and  tossing  her  head  as  she  glanced 
towards  the  locksmith,  bore  off  hat  mistress  and  tfa^  light 
together. 

"  Now,  who  would  think,"  thought  Varden,  shrugging  his 
shoulders  and  drawing  his  chair  nearer  to  the  fire,  that  that 
woman  could  ever  be  ])leasant  and  agreeable  ?  And  yet  she 
can  be.  Well,  well,  all  of  us  have  our  faidts.  1 11  not  be  hard 
upon  hers.    We  have  been  man  and  wife  too  long  for  that." 

He  dozed  again — not  the  less  pleasantly,  j)erliii])s,  for  his 
hearty  tem])er.  While  his  eyes  were  closed,  the  door  leading 
to  the  u])per  stairs  was  partially  opened  ;  and  a  head  appeared, 
which,  at  siglit  of  him,  hastily  drew  VKu  k  again. 

I  wish,"  murmured  Gabriel,  waking  at  the  noise,  and 
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looking  round  the  room,  I  wish  fiomebodj  would  marry 
Miggs.  But  that 's  impoesible  1  I  wondor  ^vhether  there 's 
any  madman  alive,  who  would  marry  Miggs !  " 

This  was  such  a  vast  speculation  that  he  fell  into  a  dose 
again,  and  slept  until  the  fire  was  quite  burnt  out.  At  last 
he  roused  himself;  and  having  double-locked  the  street-door 
acoording  to  custom,  and  put  Ihe  key  in  his  pockety  went  off 
to  bed.  « 

He  had  not  left  the  loont  in  darkness  many  minutes,  when 
ibe  head  again  appeared,  and  Sim  Tappertit  entered,  bearing 
in  his  hand  a  Etfle  lamp. 

**  "What  the  devil  business  has  he  to  stop  up  so  late ! " 
muttered  Sim,  passing  into  the  "worksliop,  (iiid  seUiiiji^  it  down 
upon  the  forge.  "  Here  *s  half  the  night  gone  abeady. 
Thoro 's  only  one  good  that  has  ever  come  to  nie,  out  of  tliis 
curstHi  old  rusty  mechanical  trade,  and  that 's  thia  piece  of 
ironmongery,  upon  my  soul !  " 

As  he  spoke,  he  drew  from  the  right  hand,  or  rather  right 
leg  pocket  of  his  smalls,  a  clumsy  large-sized  key,  ^  hich  he 
inserted  cautiously  in  the  lock  his  master  had  seciu-ed,  and 
softly  opened  the  door.  That  done,  he  replaced  his  piece  of 
secret  workmanship  in  his  pocket;  and  leaving  the  lamp 
burning,  and  closing  the  door  carefully  and  without  noise, 
stole  out  into  the  street — as  little  suspected  by  the  locksmith 
in  his  sound  deep  sleepy  as  by  Bamaby  himself  in  his 
phantcmi-haunted  dreams. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

Cleab  of  the  locksmitii's  houfie,  Sim  Tappertit  laid  aside 
Ms  cautions  manner,  and  aBSuming  in  its  stead  that  of  a 

rufflinp:,  swaggering,  roving  blade,  who  would  rather  kill  a 
man  than  otherwise,  and  cat  him  too  if  needful,  made  the 
best  of  liis  way  along  the  darkened  streets. 

Half  pausing  for  an  instant  now  and  then  to  smite  his 
pocket  and  assure  himself  of  the  safety  of  his  master  key,  he 
hurried  on  to  Barbican,  and  turning  into  one  of  tlie  narrowest 
of  the  narrow  streets  wliich  diverged  from  tliat  centre,  slack- 
ened his  pace  and  wiped  his  heated  brow,  as  if  the  terminatioii 
of  his  walk  were  near  at  hand. 

It  was  not  a  very  choice  spot  for  midnight  expeditions, 
being  in  truth  one  of  more  than,  questionable  character,  and 
of  an  appearance  by  no  means  inviting.  From  the  main 
street  he  had  entered,  itself  little  better  than  an  alley,  a  low- 
browed doorway  led  into  a  blind  court,  or  yard,  profoundly 
dark,  unpaved,  and  reeking  with  stagnant  odours.  Into  this 
ill-farouied  pit,  the  locksmith's  vagrant  'prentice  groped  his 
way;  and  stopping  at  a  house  from  whose  defaced  and  rotten 
ft(mt  the  rude  effl^  of  a  bottle  swung  to  and  feo  like  some 
gibbeted  male&otor,  struck  thrice  upon  an  iron  grating  with 
his  fbot.  After  listening  in  vain  for  some  response  to  his 
signal,  Mr.  Tappertit  became  impatient,  and  struck  the 
grating  thrice  again. 

A  fiirther  delay  ensued,  but  it  was  not  of  long  duration. 
The  ground  seemed  to  open  at  his  feet,  and  a  ragged  head 
appeared. 

"  Is  that  the  captain  ?  "  said  a  voice  as  ragged  as  the  head. 

**  Yes,"  replied  Mr.  Tappertit  haughtily,  descending  as  he 
apoke,  "  who  should  it  be  ?  " 

"  It 's  so  late,  we  gave  you  up,"  returned  the  voice,  as  its 
owner  stopped  to  shut  and  iaaten  the  grating.  **  You  're 
late,  sir." 


Digitized  by 


BABNABY  &UDQB. 


«5 


Lead  on/'  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  with  a  ^i^loomy  majeelyi 
"  BJid  make  remarks  wlien  I  recpiire  you.    Forward  !  " 

This  lattor  word  of  romraand  was  perhaps  soinewliat 
theatrical  and  iinnecessarj^  inasmuch  as  the  descent  was  by  a 
very  narrow,  steep,  and  slippery  flight  of  steps,  and  any  rash- 
neas  or  departure  from  the  beaten  track  must  have  ended  in 
a  yawning  water-butt.  But  Mr.  Tappertit  being,  like  some 
other  great  conunanders,  favourable  to  strong  effects,  and 
personal  display,  cried  ''Forward!''  again,  in  the  hoarsest 
voice  he  coidd  assome ;  and  led  the  way,  with  folded  arms 
and  knitted  brows,  to  the  cellar  down  below,  where  there  was 
a  small  copper  fixed  in  one  corner,  a  chair  or  two,  a  form  and 
table,  a  glimmering  fire,  and  a  trockle-bed,  covered  with  a 
ragged  patchwork  rug. 

"  Welcome,  noble  captain ! "  cried  a  lanky  figure,  rising  as 
£rom  a  nap. 

The  captain  nodded.  TheOy  throwing  off  his  outer  coat, 
he  stood  composed  in  all  his  dignity,  and  eyed  his  follower 
over. 

"  What  news  to-niglit  ?  ''  he  asked,  when  he  had  looked 
into  his  very  soul. 

**  Nothing  particular,"  replied  the  other,  stretching  himself 
— and  he  was  so  long  already  tliat  it  was  quite  alarming  to 
see  him  do  it — "  how  come  vou  to  be  so  late  ?  " 

"  No  matter,"  was  all  the  captain  deigned  to  say  in  answer. 
**  Is  the  room  prepared  ?  " 

It  is,"  replied  his  follower. 
The  comrade — is  he  here  ?  " 

"  Yes.    And  a  sprinkling  of  the  others — ^you  hear  *em  ?  " 

''Playing  skittles i"  said  the  captain,  moodily.  "Light- 
hearted  revellers ! " 

There  was  no  doubt  respecting  the  particular  amusement  in 
which  these  heedless  spirits  were  indulging,  for  even  in  the 
close  and  stifling  atmosphere  of  the  vault,  the  noise  sounded 
like  distant  thunder.  It  certainly  appeared,  at  first  sight,  a 
Hingnlar  spot  to  choose,  for  that  or  any  other  purpose  of 
nlfucatioo,  if  the  other  cellars  answered  to  the  one  in  which 
this  brief  colloquy  took  place ;  for  the  floors  were  of  sodden 
earth,  the  walls  and  roof  of  damp  bare  brick  tapestried  with 
the  tracks  of  snails  and  slugs ;  the  air  waa  sickening,  tainted, 
and  offiBfusive.  It  seemed  from  one  strong  flavour  which  was 
uppermost  among  the  various  odours  of  the  place,  that  it  had, 
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at  no  very  distant  period,  been  used  as  a  storehouse  for 
cheeses ;  a  circumstance  wliicli,  wliile  it  accounted  for  the 
greasy  moisture  that  hung"  about  it,  was  agreeably  sug-g-estive 
of  rats.  It  was  naturally  damp  })esidos,  and  little  trees  of 
fungus  spruug  from  every  mouldering  corner. 

The  proprietor  of  this  charming  retreat,  and  owner  of  the 
ragged  head  before  mentioned — for  lie  wore  an  old  tie-'wag  as 
bare  and  frouzy  as  a  stunted  heartli-broom — had  by  this  time 
joined  them ;  and  stood  a  little  apart,  rubbing  his  hands, 
magging  his  hoary  bristled  chin,  and  smiling  in.  silence.  His 
eyes  were  closed ;  but  had  they  been  wide  open,  it  woidd  have 
been  easy  to  tell,  from  the  attentive  expression  of  the  face  he 
turned  towards  them — ^pale  and  unwholesome  as  might  be 
expected  in  one  of  his  underground  existence — and  from  a 
oertain  anxious  raising  and  quivering  of  the  lids,  that  lie 
was  blind* 

Even  Stagg  bath  been  asLeep/'  said  the  long  oomiade, 
nodding  towards  this  person. 

Sound,  captain,  sound ! "  cried  the  blind  man ;  ^*  wbat 
does  my  noble  captain  drink — is  it  brandy,  rum,  usquebaugh  ? 
Is  it  soaked  gunpowder,  or  blazing  oil?  Give  it  a  name^ 
heart  of  oak,  and  we'd  get  it  fbr  you,  if  it  was  wine  from  a 
bishop's  cellar,  or  melted  gold  from  King  George's  mint." 

**  See,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit  haughtily,  that  it 's  something 
strong,  and  comes  quick ;  and  so  long  as  you  take  care  of 
that,  you  may  bring  it  from  the  devil's  cellar,  if  you  lika** 

Boldly  said,  noble  captain !  "  rejoined  the  blind  man. 
"  Spoken  like  the  'Prentices*  Glory.  Ha,  ha !  From  the 
devil's  cellar  !  A  brave  joke !  The  captain  joketh.  Ha, 
ha,  ha !  " 

I  '11  tell  you  what,  my  fine  feller,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit, 
eyeing  the  host  over  as  he  walked  to  a  closet,  and  took  out  a 
])ottle  and  glass  as  carelessly  as  if  he  had  been  in  full  pos- 
session of  his  sight,  if  you  make  that  row,  you  '11  find  that 
the  captain  's  yery  far  from  joking,  and  so  I  tell  you.'* 

*'  He  's  got  his  eyes  on  me  !  "  cried  Stagg,  stopping  short 
on  his  way  back,  and  affecting  to  screen  bis  face  with  the 
bottle.  I  feel  'em  though  I  can't  see  'em.  Take  'em  o£^ 
noble  captain.    Remove  'em,  for  they  pierce  like  gimlets." 

Mr.  Tappertit  smiled  grimly  at  his  comrade;  and  twisting 
out  one  more  look — a  kind  of  ocular  screw — under  the  influ- 
ence of  which  the  blind  man  feigned  to  undergo  great  o-T>g^viih 


Digitized  by 


BABNABT  BUDQK. 


anrl  tortiire,  bade  him,  in  a  softened  tone,  approach,  and  hold 
liis  pf»ac(^. 

I  ()\)oy  yoii,  captain,"  cried  Stagg-,  drawing  close  to  him 
and  filling-  out  a  l)UTn])or  without  spillinir  a  drop,  by  reason 
that  he  held  his  little  linger  at  the  brim  of  the  glass,  and 
stopped  at  the  instant  the  liquor  touched  it,  drink,  noble 
gOTemor.  Death  to  all  masters,  life  to  all  'prentices,  and 
love  to  all  fair  damsek.  Drink^  brave  general,  and  wana 
your  gallant  heart !  " 

Hr.  Tappertit  condescended  to  take  the  glan  fiom  his  out- 
fltretched  hand.  Stagg  then  dropped  on  one  knee,  and  gentlj 
smoothed  tlie  calves  of  hia  legs,  with  an  air  of  humble 
adnuzatioiL 

''That  I  bad butejes!"  be  cried,  "to  behcM  mjoaptam's 
BSnaometrioal  proportiona !  That  I  had  but  ejes,  to  look  upon 
tiieae  twin  inTaders  of  domestic  peace ! " 

*'  Get  out ! "  said  Ifr.  Tappertit,  glancing  downward  at  hia 
fitvourite  limbs.    "  Go  along,  will  you  Stagg ! " 

''When  I  touch  my  own  afterwards,*'  cried  Ihe  host, 
smiting  them  reproachfully,  "I  hate  'em.  Comparatively 
speaking,  they've  no  more  shape  than  wooden  logs,  beside 
these  models  of  my  noble  captain's." 

"Yours!"  exclainied  Mr.  Tappertit.  "No,  I  shoidd 
think  not.  Don't  talk  about  those  precious  old  toothpicks  in 
the  same  breath  with  mine  ;  that 's  rather  too  much.  Here. 
Take, the  glass.    Benjamin.    Lead  on.    To  business  !  " 

With  these  words,  he  folded  his  arms  again ;  and  frowning 
with  a  BiJlen  majesty,  passed  with  his  companion  through  a 
little  door  at  the  upper  end  of  the  cellar,  and  disappeared; 
leaving  Stagg  to  liis  private  meditations. 

The  Tault  they  entered,  strewn  with  sawdust  and  dimly 

lighted,  was  between  the  outer  one  from  which  therjr  had  just 

oomey  and  that  in  which  the  skittle  pUyers  were  diverting 

themselves;  as  was  manifested  by  the  increased  noise  and 

clamour  of  tongues,  which  was  suddenly  stopped,  however, 

and  replaced  by  a  dead  silence,  at  a  signal  from  the  long 

comrade.    Theik,  this  young  gentleman, .  going  to  a  little 

cupboard,  returned  with  a  thigh-bone,  which  in  finmer  times 

must  have  been  part  and  parcel  of  some  individual  at  least  as 

long  as  himsd^  and  placed  the  same  in  the  hands  of  Mr. 

Tai^>ertit ;  who,  receiving  it  as  a  sceptre  and  staff  of  authority, 

codred  his  three-coznered  hat  fiercely  on  the  top  of  his  head, 
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and  mounted  a  large  table,  whereon  a  chair  of  state,  cheerfully 
ornamented  with  a  couple  of  skuUs,  was  placed  ready  for  his 
reception. 

He  had  no  sooner  assTimed  this  position,  than  another 
Tounp^  gentleman  appeared,  bearing  in  his  arms  a  huge 
clasped  book,  who  made  him  a  profound  obeisance,  and 
delivering  it  to  the  long  comrade,  advanced  to  the  table,  and 
turning  his  back  upon  it,  stood  there  Atlas-wise.  Then,  the 
long  comrade  got  upon  the  table  too  ;  and  seating  himself  in 
a  lower  chair  than  Mr.  Tappertit's,  with  much  state  and  cero- 
moDj,  placed  the  large  book  on  the  shoulders  of  their  mute 
companion  as  deliberatelj  as  if  he  had  been  a  wooden 
desk,  and  prepared  to  make  entriee  therein  with  a  pen  of 
oorreeponding  size. 

When  the  long  comrade  had  made  these  preparations,  he 
looked  towards  Mr.  Tappertit ;  and  Mr.  Tappertit^  flourishing^ 
the  bone,  knocked  nine  times  therewith  upon  one  of  the 
skulls.  At  the  ninth,  stroke,  a  third  young  gentleman 
emerged  from  the  door  leading  to  the  skittle-ground,  and 
bowing  low,  awaited  his  commands. 

*^ ' Prentioe ! "  said  the  mighty  captain,  "who  waits 
without?" 

The  'prentice  made  answer  that  a  stranger  was  in  attend- 
ance, who  claimed  admission  into  that  aecret  society  of  'Prentice 

Knights,  and  a  free  participation  in  their  rights,  privileges, 
and  immunities.  Thereupon  Mr.  Tappertit  flourished  the 
bone  again,  and  giving  the  other  skull  a  prodigious  rap  on  the 
nose,  exclaimed  ''Admit  him!"  At  these  dread  words  the 
'prentice  bowed  once  more,  and  so  withdi-ew  as  he  had  come. 

There  soon  appeared  at  the  same  door,  tw^o  other  'prentices, 
having  between  them  a  third,  whose  eyes  were  bandaged,  and 
who  was  attired  in  a  bag-wig,  and  a  broad-skirted  coat, 
trimmed  with  tarnished  lace ;  and  who  was  girded  with  a 
sword,  in  compHance  with  the  laws  of  the  Institution  regu- 
latiog  the  introduction  of  candidates,  which  required  them  to 
assume  this  courtly  dress,  and  kept  it  constantly  in  lavender, 
for  their  convenience.  One  of  the  conductors  of  this  novice 
held  a  rusty  blunderbuss  pointed  towards  his  ear,  and  the 
other  a  very  ancient  sabre,  with  which  he  carved  imaginary 
offenders  as  he  came  along  in  a  sanguinary  and  anatomical 
manner. 

As  this  silent  gtovj^  advanced,  Mr.  Tappertit  fixed  his  hat 
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upon  his  head.  The  novice  then  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
breast  and  bent  before?  him.  When  ho  had  humbled  liimself 
suificiently,  the  captain  ordered  the  bandage  to  be  removed, 
and  proceeded  to  eye  him  over. 

"  Ha !  "  said  the  captain,  thoughtfully,  whea  he  had  con- 
cluded this  ordeal.  Proceed." 

The  long  comrade  read  aloud  as  foUows  : — "Mark  Gilbert. 
Ai^e,  nineteen.    Bound  to  Thomas  Curzon,  hosier,  Golden 
Fleece,  Aldgate.     Loves   Curzon's  dauf^hter.     Cannot  say 
that  Curzon's  daughter  loves  him.    Should  think  it  probable. 
Curzon  puUed  his  ears  last  Tuesday  week." 
How  !  "  cried  the  captain,  starting. 
For  looking  at  his  daughter,  please  you/'  said  the  novice. 
Write  CuTBon  down,  Denounced/'  said  the  captain.  "Put 
a  black  croes  against  the  name  of  Curzon." 

"  So  please  you,"  said  the  novice,  ''that's  not  the  worst- 
he  calls  his  'prentice  idle  dog,  and  stops  his  beer  unless  he 
works  to  his  liking.  He  gives  Dutch  cheese,  too,  eating 
<!9ie6hize  sir,  himself;  and  Sundays  out,  are  only  once  a 
month.'* 

''This,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit  gravely,  ''is  a  flagrant  case. 
Put  two  black  crosses  to  the  name  of  •CunBon. 

"  If  the  society,"  said  the  novice,  who  was  an  ill-lobking, 
<me-8ided,  shambling  lad,  with  sonken  eyes  set  dose  together 
in  his  head — "  if  the  society  would  bum  his  house  down — for 
he  *8  not  insured — or  beat  him  as  he  comes  hoipie  from  his 
club  at  niglit,  or  lielp  me  to  tiuTy  ofi"  liis  daughter,  and  marry 
her  at  the  Fleet,  whether  she  gave  consent  or  no — " 

Mr.  Tappertit  waved  his  grizzly  truncheon  as  an  admonition 
to  him  not  to  interrupt,  and  ordered  three  black  crosaes  to 
the  name  of  Curzon. 

**  Which  means/'  he  said  in  gracious  explanation,  "  ven- 
geance, complete  and  terrible.  'Prentice,  do  you  love  the 
Constitution  ?  " 

To  which  the  novice  (being  to  that  end  instructed  by  his 
attendant  sponsors)  replied  "I  do  !  " 

'*  The  Church,  the  State,  and  evexything  established — ^but 
the  masters  ?  "  quoth  the  captain. 

Again  the  novice  said  "  I  do." 

Having  said  it,  he  listened  meekly  to  the  captain,  avIio,  in 
an  address  prepared  for  such  occasions,  told  him  how  that 
under  that  same  Constitution  (which  waa  kept  in  a  strong 
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box  somewheire^  bat  where  exacdy  he  oould  not  find  out,  or 
he  would  have  endeavoured  to  prociire  a  oopj  of  it),  the 
'pre&tioeB  had;  in.  tunes  gone  hj,  had  frequent  hoilidayB  of 
right,  broken  people's  heads  bj  scores,  defied  their  masters^ 
nay,  eren  achieved  some  glorious  murders  in  the  streets, 
which  privileges  had  gradually  been  wrested  from  them,  and 
in  all  which  noUe  aspirations  they  were  now  restrained ;  how 
the  degrading  checks  imposed  upon  them  were  unquestionably 
attributable  to  the  innovating  spirit  of  the  times,  and  how 
they  united  therefore  to  resist  all  chan^,  except  such  change 
as  would  restore  those  good  old  English,  customs,  by  whicli 
they  would  stand  or  fall.  After  illustrating  the  wisdom  of 
going  backward,  by  reference  to  tliat  sagacious  fish,  the  crab, 
and  the  not  unfrcquent  practice  of  the  luule  and  donkey,  he 
described  their  gonoral  objects  ;  which  were  briefly  vengeance 
on  their  Tyrant  Masters  (of  whose  grievous  and  insupportable 
oppression  no  'prentice  could  entertain  a  moment's  doubt)  and 
the  restoration,  as  aforesaid,  of  their  ancient  rights  and 
holidays;  for  neither  of  which  objects  were  they  now  quite 
ripe,  being  barely  twenty  strong,  but  which  they  pledged 
themselves  to  pursue  with  fire  and  sword  when  needful. 
Then  he  described  the  oath  which  every  member  of  that  small 
remnant  of  a  noble  body  took,  and  which  was  of  a  dreadful 
and  impressive  kind;  binding  him  at  the  bidding  of  his  chief, 
to  resist  and  obstruct  the  Lord  Mayor,  sword-bearer,  and 
chaplain;  to  despise  the  anihority  of  the  ifQierifEs ;  and  to  hold 
the  court  of  aldumen  as  nought;  but  not  on  any  account^  in 
case  tiie  fiillness  of  time  should  bring  a  general  rising  of 
'prentices,  to  damsge  or  in  any  way.disfigure  Temple  Bar, 
whidi  was  sizictly  constitutional  and  always  to  be  approadied 
with  reverence.  Having  gone  over  these  several  heads  with 
great  eloquence  and  force,  and  having  fbrther  informed  the 
novice  that  this  society  had  had  its  origin  in  his  own  tt^ming 
brain,  stimulated  by  a  swelling  sense  of  ^v^Tong  and  outrage, 
Mr.  Tappertit  demanded  whether  he  liad  streng^i  of  heart  to 
take  the  mighty  pledge  required,  or  whether  he  would  with- 
draw wliile  retreat  was  yet  witliin  liis  power. 

To  tliis,  the  novice  made  rejoinder  tliat  he  would  take  the 
vow,  though  it  shoidd  choke  him ;  and  it  was  accordingly  ad- 
ministered with  many  impressive  circumstances,  among  which 
the  lighting  up  of  the  two  skulls  witli  a  candle-end  inside  of 
each,  and  a  great  many  flourishes  with  the  bone^  were  chiefiy 
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conspicuous ;  not  to  montiaa  a  variety  of  gnm  esercises  with 
the  blunderbuss  and  sabre,  and  some  dismal  groaning  by  vn* 
Been  'prentioes  without.  All  these  dark  and  direful  cere- 
monies being  at  length  completed,  the  table  was  put  aside, 
the  chair  of  state  removed,  the  sceptre  locked  up  in  its  usual 
cupboard,  the  doors  of  communication  between  the  three 
cellars  thrown  freely  open,  and  the  'Prentice  SlnightB  resigned 
Ihemselves  to  merriment. 

But  Mr.  Tappertit,  who  had  a  soul  above  the  vulgar  herd, 
and  who,  on  account  of  his  greatness,  could  only  affbard  to  be 
meny  now  and  then,  threw  himself  on  a  bench  with  the  air 
of  a  man  who  was  fiiint  with  dignity.  He  looked  with  an  in- 
different eye,  alike  on  skittles,  cards,  and  dice,  thinking  only 
of  the  locksmith's  daughter,  and  the  base  degenerate  days  on 
which  he  had  falit  n. 

**  My  no>)le  captain  neither  games,  nor  sings,  nor  dances," 
said  his  host,  taking  a  seat  beside  liim.  Drink,  gallant 
general ! " 

Mr.  Tappertit  drained  the  proffered  goblet  to  tlie  dregs ; 
then  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and  with  a  lowering 
visage  walked  among  the  skittles,  while  bis  followers  (such  is 
the  influence  of  superior  genius)  restrained  the  ardent  ball, 
and  held  his  little  shins  in  dumb  respect. 

If  I  had  been  bom  a  corsair  or  a  pirate,  a  brigand,  gen- 
teel highwayman  or  patriot — and  they  *re  the  same  thing," 
thought  Mr.  Tappertit,  musing  among  the  nine-pins,  "  I 
should  have  been  all  right.  But  to  drag  out  a  ignoble  exist- 
ence unbeknown  to  mankind  in  general — patience  !  I  will  be 
fomous  yet.  A  voice  within  me  keeps  on  whispering  Great- 
ness. I  shall  burst  out  one  of  these  days,  and  when  I  do, 
what  power  can  keep  me  down?  I  feel  my  soul  getting  into 
my  head  at  the  idea.    More  drink  there ! " 

''The  novice,"  pursued  Mr.  Tappertit,  not  exactly  in  a 
voice  of  thunder,  Ibr  his  tones,  to  say  the  truth,  were  rather 
cracked  and  shrill, — but  very  impieesively,  notwithstanding — 
"where  is  he?" 

''  Here,  noble  captain !  cried  Stagg.  "  One  stands  beside 
me  who  I  feel  is  a  stranger." 

*'  Have  you,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  letting  bis  gaze  fall  on 
the  party  indicated,  who  was  indeed  the  new  knight,  by  this 
time  restored  to  his  own  apparel ;  Have  you  the  impression 
of  your  street-door  key  in  wax  ?  " 
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The  long  comrade  anticipated  the  reply,  by  producixig  it 
ficom  the  slielf  on  which  it  had  been  deposited. 

**  Good,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit^  scrutinising  it  attentively, 
whUe  a  breathless  silence  reigned  aroxmd;  for  he  had  con- 
stmoted  secret  door-keys  for  the  whole  society^  and  perhaps 
owed  something  of  his  influence  to  that  mean  and  trivial  cir- 
cumstance— on  such  slight  accidents  do  even  men  of  mind 
depend  ! — This  is  easily  made.    Come  hither,  friend." 

With  that,  he  beckoned  the  new  Imight  apart,  and  putting 
the  pattern  in  his  pockety  motioned  to  him  to  walk  by  his 
side. 

**  And  so,"  lie  said,  when  they  had  taken  a  few  tains  up 
and  down,  you — you  love  your  master's  daughter  ?  " 

I  do,''  said  the  'prentice.  Honour  bright.  No  chaff, 
you  know." 

**  Have  you,"  rejoined  Mr.  Tappertit,  catching  him  by  the 
wrist,  and  giving  him  a  look  which  would  have  been  ex- 
pressive of  the  most  deadly  malevolence,  but  for  an  accidental 
hiccup  that  rather  interfered  with  it;  ''have  you  a — a  rival?** 

*'  Not  as  I  know  on,"  replied  the  *prentice. 

'*  If  you  had  now — "  said  Mr.  Tappertit — "  what  would 
you — eh  ? — " 

The  'prentice  looked  fierce  and  clenched  his  fists. 

*'It  is  enough,"  cried  Mr.  Tappertit  hastily,  "we  under- 
stand each  other.    We  are  observed.    I  thank  you." 

So  sa}ang,  he  cast  him  off  again;  and  calling  the  long 
comrade  aside  after  taking  a  few  hasty  turns  by  himself,  bade 
him  immediately  write  and  post  against  the  wall,  a  notice, 
proscribing  one  Joseph  WiUet  (commonly  known  as  Joe)  of 
Chigwell ;  forbidding  all  Trentioe  Knights  to  succour,  com- 
fort, or  hold  communion  with  him ;  and  requiring  them,  on 
pain  of  excommunication,  to  molest,  hurt,  wrong,  annoy,  and 
picsk  quarrels  with  the  said  Joseph,  whensoever  and  where- 
soever they,  or  any  of  them,  should  happen  to  encounter  him. 

Having  relieved  his  mind  by  this  enezgetio  prooeediiig,  he 
condescended  to  approach  the  festive  board,  and  warmixig  by 
degrees,  at  lengtii  deigned  to  preside,  and  even  to  enchant  the 
company  with  a  song.  After  this,  he  rose  to  such  a  pitch  as 
to  consent  to  regale  the  society  witii  a  hornpipe,  which  he 
actually  perfbrmed  to  the  music  of  a  fiddle,  (played  by  an 
ingenious  member)  with  such  surpassing  agility  and  brilliancy 
of  execution,  that  the  spectators  could  not  be  suf&ciently 
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enthusiastic  in  their  admiration ;  aad  their  host  protested, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  that  he  had  never  truly  ielt  his  blind- 
ness until  that  moment. 

But  the  host  withdrawing — ^probably  to  weep  in  secret-— 
soon  returned  with  the  information  that  it  wanted  little  more 
than  an  hour  of  day,  and  that  all  the  cocks  in  Barbican  had 
already  begun  to  orow,  aa  if  their  HTe8  depended  on  it.  At 
this  inteUigenoe,  the  'Prentice  Enighta  arose  in  haato,  and 
marshalling  into  a  line,  filed  off  one  by  one  and  dispersed 
with  all  speed  to  their  several  homeSi  leaving  their  leader  to 
pass  the  grating  last. 

*'  Good  nighty  noble  captain,"  whispered  the  blind  man  as 
he  held  it  open  for  his  passage  out ;  "  FareweU  brave  general. 
Bye,  bye,  iUostrious  oonunander.  Good  luck  go  with  you  for 
a— conceited,  bragging,  empty-headed,  duck-legged  idiot." 

With  which  parting  words,  coolly  added  as  he  listened  to 
his  receding  footsteps  and  locked  the  grate  upon  himself,  he 
descended  the  steps,  and  ligliting  the  fire  below  the  little 
copper,  prepared,  without  any  assistance,  for  his  daily  occupa- 
tion ;  which  was  to  retail  at  the  area-head  above  pennyworths 
of  broth  and  soup,  and  savoury  puddings,  compounded  of 
such  scraps  as  were  to  be  bought  in  the  heap  for  the  least 
money  at  Fleet  Market  in  the  evening  time  ;  and  for  the  sale 
of  which  he  had  need  to  liave  depended  chiefly  on  his  private 
connexion,  for  the  court  had  no  thoroughfare,  and  was  not 
that  kind  of  place  in  which  many  people  were  likely  to  take 
the  air,  or  to  Sequent  as  an  agreeable  promenade. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Chbokiclebs  are  privileged  to  enter  wheie  they  hat,  to 
oome  and  go  throu^rli  keyholes,  to  ride  upon  the  wind,  to 
ovezoome,  in  their  soarings  up  and  doym,  all  obstacles  of 
distance,  time,  and  place.  Hmoe  Uessed  be  tiiis  last  consider- 
ation, since  it  enables  us  to  follow  the  disdainful  Miggs  even 
into  the  sanctity  of  her  chamber,  and  to  hold  lier  in  sweet 
companionship  tlirough  the  drear\'  watclies  of  the  night ! 

Miss  Miggs,  having  undone  her  mistress,  as  she  phrased  it 
(which  means,  assisted  to  undress  her),  and  having  seen  her 
comfortably  to  bed  in  the  back  room  on  the  first  floor,  with- 
drew to  her  own  apartment,  in  the  attic  story.  Notwithstand- 
ing her  declaration  in  the  locksmith's  presence,  she  was  in  no 
mood  for  sleep ;  so,  putting  her  li^lit  upon  the  table  and 
withdi  awing  the  little  window  curtain^  she  gazed  out  pensiyely 
at  the  wild  night  sky. 

Perhaps  she  wondered  what  star  was  destined  for  her 
habitation  when  she  had  run  her  little  course  below ;  perhaps 
speculated  which  of  those  glimmering  spheres  might  be  the 
natal  orb  of  Mr.  Tappertit;  perhaps  marvelled  how  they  could 
gaze  down  on  that  perfidious  creature,  man,  and  not  siciken 
and  torn  green  as  chemists'  lamps;  periiaps  thou^t  of 
nothing  in  particular.  Whatever  abe  thought  about,  there 
she  sat,  until  her  attention,  alive  to  anything  oomiected  with 
the  insinuating  'prentice,,  was  attracted  by  a  noise  in  the  next 
zoom  to  her  own — his  room;  the  room  in  which  he  ekfpt,  and 
dreamed — it  might  be,  sometimes  dreamed  of  her. 

That  he  was  not  dreaming  now,  unless  he  was  taking  a 
walk  in  his  sleep,  was  clear,  for  every  now  and  then  there 
came  a  shuffling  noise,  as  tliough  he  were  engaged  in  polish- 
ing the  whitewashed  wall ;  then  a  gentle  creaking  of  his 
door ;  then  the  faintest  indication  of  his  stealthy  footsteps  on 
the  landing-place  outside.  Noting  this  latter  circumstance, 
Miss  Miggs  turned  pale  and  shuddered,  as  mistrusting  his 
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intentions ;  and  more  than  once  exclaimed,  below  her  breath, 
**  Oh  !  what  a  Providence  it  is,  as  I  am  bolted  in  !  " — -which, 
owing  doubtless  to  her  alarm,  was  a  confusion  of  ideas  on  lier 
part  between  a  bolt  and  its  use ;  ioT  though  there  was  one  on 
the  door,  it  was  not  fastened. 

Miss  Miggs'  sense  of  hearing,  however,  having  as  shaip  an 
edge  as  her  temper,  and  being  of  the  same  snappish  and 
snspiciouB  kind,  yeacy  soon  inlbrmed  her  that  the  footsteps 
passed  her  door,  and  appeared  to  have  some  object  quite 
■eparate  and  disoomiected  from  heanetL  At  this  disoovetj 
she  became  more  alarmed  than  ever,  and  was  about  to  give 
utterance  to  those  cries  of  "  Thieves !"  and  "  Murder !"  which 
she  had  hitherto  restrained,  when  it  occurred  to  her  to  look 
BotQj  out,  and  see  that  her  fears  had  some  good  palpable 
Ibundation. 

Looking  out  accordingly,  and  stretching  her  neck  over  the 
handrail,  she  descried,  to  her  great  amazement,  Mr.  Tappertit 
completely  dressed,  stealing  down  stairs,  one  stop  at  a  time, 
with  his  shoes  in  one  hand  and  a  lamp  in  the  othor.  Follow- 
ing him  with  her  eyes,  and  going  do^-^-n  a  little  way  herself  to 
get  tlie  better  of  an  interv^oning  angle,  she  beheld  him  thrust 
his  head  in  at  the  parlour  door,  draw  it  back  again  with 
great  swiftness,  and  immediately  begin  a  retreat  up  stairs 
with  all  possible  expedition. 

Here 's  mysteries !  "  said  the  damsel,  when  she  was  safe 
in  her  own  room  again,  quite  out  of  breath.  Oh  graoioosi 
here mysteries ! 

The  prospect  of  finding  anybody  out  in  anything,  would 
have  kept  Miss  Miggs  awake  under  the  influence  of  henbane. 
Presently,  she  heard  the  step  again,  as  she  woidd  have  done 
if  it  had  been  that  of  a  ^ther  endowed  with  motion  and 
walking  down  on  tiptoe.  Then  gliding  out  as  before,  she 
again  beheld  the  retreating  figure  of  the  'prentice ;  again  he 
looked  cautiously  in  at  the  parlour  door,  but  this  time,  instead 
of  retreating,  he  passed  in  and  disappeared. 

Miggs  was  back  in  her  room,  and  had  her  head  out  of  the 
window,  before  an  elderly  gentleman  oould  have  winked  and 
recovered  from  it.  Out  he  came  at  the  street  door,  shut  it 
carefully  behind  him,  tried  it  with  liis  knee,  and  swaggered 
off,  putting  srjmething  in  his  pocket  as  he  went  along.  At 
this  spectacle  Miggs  cried  Gracious ! "  again,  and  then 
"  Goodness  gracious  !  "  and  then,     Goodness  gracious  me ! 
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and  then,  candle  in  hand,  went  down  stairs  as  he  had  done* 
Coming  to  the  workshop,  she  saw  the  lamp  burning  on  the 
fbrge,  and  everything  aa  Sim  had  left  it. 

"Wliy  I  wish  I  may  only  have  a  walking  funeral,  and 
never  be  buried  deoent  with  a  mouming-coaoh  and  feathers,  if 
the  boy  hasn't  been  and  made  a  key  for  his  own  self!  **  cried 
Miggs.      Oh  the  Utde  villain ! " 

This  oondusicm  was  no6  amyed  at  without  oonsideratioiiy 
and  much  peeping  and  peering  about ;  nor  waa  it  unassisted 
by  the  recollection  that  she  had  on  several  occasions  come 
upon  the  'prentice  suddenfy,  and  f6und  him  busy  at  some 
mysterious  occupation.  Lest  the  &ct  of  Miss  Bfiggs  calling 
hhuy  on  whom  she  stooped  to  cast  a  &vouTable  eye,  a  boy, 
should  create  surprise  in  any  breast,  it  may  be  observed  that 
elio  invariably  affected  to  regard  all  male  bipeds  under  thirty 
as  mere  chits  and  infants ;  which  phenomenon  is  not  unusual 
in  ladies  of  Miss  Mig-pfs's  temper,  and  is  indeed  generally 
found  to  be  the  associate  of  such  indomitable  and  savage 
virtue. 

Miss  Miggs  deliberated  within  herself  for  some  little  time, 
lookinp^  hard  at  the  shop  door  while  she  did  so,  as  though  her 
eyes  and  thouj^hts  were  both  upon  it ;  and  then,  taking  a 
sheet  of  paper  from  a  drawer,  twisted  it  into  a  long  thin  spiral 
tube.  Having  filled  this  instrument  with  a  quantity  of  small 
coal  dust  &om  the  forge,  she  approached  the  door,  and 
dropping  on  one  knee  })cfore  it,  dexterously  blew  into  the 
keyhole  as  much  of  these  fine  ashes  as  the  lock  would  hdd. 
When  she  had  fiUed  it  to  the  brim  in  a  veiy  workmanlike 
and  skilful  maimer,  she  crept  up  stairs  again,  and  chuckled 
as  she  went. 

"  There! "  cried  Miggs,  rubbing  her  hands,  ''now  let 'a  see 
whether  you  won't  be  glad  to  take  some  notice  of  me,  mister. 
He,  ha,  he!  Tou'U  have  eyes  for  somebody  besides  Misa 
DoUy  now,  I  think.  A  fiGit-fieiced  puss  she  is,  as  ever  J  come 
across!'* 

As  she  uttered  this  criticism,  she  glanoed  approvingly  at 
her  small  mirror,  as  who  should  say,  I  thank  my  stars  that 
can't  be  said  of  me; — as  it  certainly  could  not;  for  Miss 
Miggs's  stjdo  of  beauty  was  of  that  kind  which  Mr.  Tappertit 
himself  liad  not  inaptly  termed,  in  private,  scraggy." 

I  don't  go  to  bed  this  night ! "  said  Miggs,  wrapping 
herself  in  a  shawl,  and  drawing  a  couple  of  chairs  near  the 
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window,  floimrinp^  doT\Ti  upon  one,  and  putting  her  feet  upon 
the  other,  till  you  come  home,  my  lad.  I  wouldn't^"  said 
Miggs  viciously,  "  no,  not  for  five-and-forty  pound  !  " 

With  that,  and  with  an  ezpressioa  of  face  in  which  a  great 
number  of  opposite  ingredients,  such  as  mischief  cunning, 
malice^  triumph,  and  patient  e3^>ectation,  were  all  mixed  up 
togetlier  in  a  kind  of  physiognomical  punch.  Miss  Miggs 
composed  herself  to  wait  and  listen,  like  some  fair  ogress  who 
had  set  a  trap  and  was  watching  iar  a  nibble  firom  a  plump 
young  trayeller. 

She  sat  there,  with  perfect  composure,  all  night.  At  lengtih, 
just  upon  break  of  day,  there  was  a  footstep  in  the  street,  and 
presently  she  could  hear  Mr.  Tappertit  stop  at  the  door. 
Tlien  she  could  make  out  that  he  tried  his  key — that  he  was 
blowing  into  it — that  he  knocked  it  on  the  nearest  post  to 
beat  the  dust  out — that  he  took  it  under  a  lamp  to  look  at  it 
— that  he  poked  bits  of  stic  k  into  the  lock  to  clear  it — that  he 
peeped  into  the  keyhole,  first  with  one  eye,  and  then  with  the 
other — that  he  tried  the  key  again — that  he  couldn't  turn  it, 
and  what  was  worse  couldn't  get  it  out — that  he  Lent  it — that 
then  it  was  much  less  disposed  to  come  out  than  before — that 
he  gave  it  a  might}'  twist  and  a  great  pull,  and  then  it  came 
out  so  suddenly  that  he  staggered  backwards — that  he  kicked 
the  door — that  he  shook  it — finally,  that  he  smote  his  ibre- 
head,  and  sat  down  on  the  step  in  despair. 

When  this  crisis  had  arrived.  Miss  Miggs,  affecting  to  he 
exhausted  with  terror,  and  to  ding  to  the  window-sill  for 
support,  put  out  her  nightcap,  and  demanded  in  a  faint  Toice 
who  was  there. 

Mr.  Tappertit  cried  "  Hush ! "  and,  backing  into  the  road, 
eodunied  her  in  frenried  pantomime  to  secrecy  and  silence. 

''TeU  me  one  thing,"  said  Miggs.      Is  it  thieves?'' 
No— no — no ! "  cried  Mr.  Tappertit. 

''Then,"  said  Miggs,  more  flEiintly  than  before,  ''it's  fire. 
'Wliere  is  it,  sir?  It 's  near  this  room,  I  know.  I  'to  a  good 
oonscienoe,  sir,  and  would  much  rather  die  than  go  down  a 
ladder.  All  I  wish  is,  respecting  my  Ioto  to  my  married 
sister,  Oolden  Lion  Court,  number  twenty-sirin,  second  bell- 
handle  on  the  right  hand  door-post." 

"  Miggs  !  "  cried  Mr.  Tappertit,  "  don't  you  know  me  ? 
Sim,  you  know — Sim — " 

**  Oh !  what  about  him  ! "  cried  Miggs,  clasping  her  hands. 
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"  Is  lie  in  any  danger  ?  Is  he  in  tlie  midst  of  £auies  and 
blazes  !    Oh  gracious,  gracious  !  " 

"  "Whv  I 'm  here,  an't  I  ?  "  rejoined  Mr.  Tappertit,  knocking 
liimseli'  on  the  breast.  Don't  you  see  me  ?  What  a  fool 
you  are,  Miggs  !  " 

"  There  ! "  cried  Miggs,  immindful  of  this  compliment. 
"Why — so  it — Goodness,  what  is  the  meaning  of — If  you 
please  mim  here 's — '* 

*'  No,  no ! "  cried  Mr.  Tappertit,  standing  on  tiptoe,  as  if 
by  that  means  he,  in  the  street,  were  any  nearer  being  able 
to  stop  the  mouth  of  Miggs  in  the  gamt.  Don't ! — I  've 
been  out  without  leave,  and  something  or  another 's  the  matter 
with  the  lock.  Come  down,  and  undo  the  shop-window,  that 
I  may  get  in  that  way." 

**  I  duisn't  do  it,  Sinunnn,"  cried  Migg»— f<^  that  was  hat 
prommdation  of  hiiB  christian  name.  ''I  diirsn't  do  it,  indeed. 
You  know  as  well  as  anybody,  how  particular  I  am.  And  to 
come  down  in  the  dead  of  night,  when  the  house  is  wrapped 
in  slumbers  and  weiled  in  obscurity."  And  there  she  stof^ted 
and  shivered,  for  her  modesty  cau^t  cold  at  the  very  thought. 

**But  Miggs,"  cried  Mr.  Tappertit,  getting  under  the  lamp, 
that  she  might  see  his  eyes.    **  My  darling  Miggs  — " 

Miggs  screamed  slightly. 

" — That  I  love  so  much,  and  never  can  help  thinking  of," 
and  it  is  impossible  to  describe  the  use  he  made  of  his  eyes 
when  he  said  this — do — for  my  sake,  do.'* 

"Oh  Simmim,"  cried  Miggs,  this  is  worse  than  alL  I 
know  if  I  come  down,  you  '11  go,  and —  " 

"  And  what,  my  precious  ! ' '  said  Mr.  Tappertit. 

**  And  try,"  said  Miggs,  hysterically,  "to  kiss  me,  or  some 
such  dieadf'iilness  ;  I  know  you  wlU  !  " 

"  I  swear  I  won't,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  with  remarkable 
earnestness.  "Ui)on  my  soul  I  won't.  It*s  getting  broad 
day,  and  the  watchman 's  waking  up.  Angelic  Miggs  !  If 
you  '11  only  come  and  let  me  in,  I  promise  you  faithftdly  and 
truly  I  M-on't." 

Miss  Miggs,  whose  gentle  heart  was  touched,  did  not  wait 
for  the  oath  (knowing  how  strong  the  temptation  was^  and 
fearing  he  might  forswear  himself),  but  tripped  lightly  down 
the  stairs,  and  with  her  own  £ur  hands  drew  back  the  rough 
fastenings  of  the  workshop  window.  Having  helped  the 
wayward  'preotipe  in,  she  fedntly  articulated  the  wozds 
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"  Siramun  is  saffj  I  "  and  yielding  to  ker  woman's  nature, 
immediately  became  insensible. 

"  I  knew  I  should  quench  her,**  said  Sim,  rather  em- 
barrassed by  this  circumstance.  Of  course  I  was  certain  it 
would  come  to  this,  but  there  was  nothing-  else  to  be  done — if 
I  hadn't  eyed  her  over,  she  wouldn't  have  come  down.  Here. 
Keep  up  a  minute,  Miggs.  What  a  slippery  figure  she  is ! 
There  *s  no  holding  her,  comfortably.  Do  keep  up  a  minute, 
Miggs,  will  you?  " 

As  Miggs,  however,  was  deaf  to  all  entreatieB,  Mr.  Tappertit 
leant  her  against  the  wall  as  one  might  dispose  of  a  waUdng- 
stick  or  umbrella,  until  he  had  secured  the  window,  when  he 
iock  her  in  his  arms  again,  and,  in  short  stages  and  with 
great  difficoUy — arising  mainly  from  her  being  tall  and  his 
being  shorty  and  perhaps  in  some  degree  from  that  peculiar 
phydoal  conformation  on  which  he  had  already  remarked — 
carried  her  up  stairs,  and  planting  her  in  the  same  -umbrella 
or  walldng-stick  frushion,  just  inside  her  own  door,  left  her  to 
her  repose. 

**  He  may  be  as  cool  as  he  likes,"  said  Miss  Miggs,  re- 
covering as  soon  as  she  was  left  alone;  *'but  1 'm  in  his 
confidence  and  he  can't  help  himself,  nor  couldn't  if  he  was 
twenty  Simmunses !  *' 
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It  was  on  one  of  those  monungs,  oommon  in  early  spring, 
when  tlie  year,  fickle  and  changeable  in  its  youth  like  all 
other  created  things,  is  undecided  whether  to  step  backward 
into  winter  or  forward  into  sununer,  and  in  its  uncertainty 
indinee  now  to  the  one  and  now  to  the  other,  and  now  to 
both  at  once — wooing  rammer  in  the  sunshiney  and  lingering 
stiU  with  winter  in  the  fihade— it  was,  in  shorty  on  one 
those  mornings,  when  it  is  hot  and  oold^  wet  and  diy,  bright 
and  lowering,  sad  and  cheerfal,  withering  and  genial,  in  the 
compass  of  one  short  hour,  that  old  John  WiUet,  who  was 
dropping  asleep  over  the  copper  boiler,  was  Iroused  by  the 
sound  a  horse's  feet,  and  glancing  out  at  window,  beheld 
a  trayeller  of  goodly  promise  checking  his  bridle  at  tiie 
Maypole  door. 

He  \\  us  none  of  your  flippant  young  fellows,  who  would 
call  for  a  tankiird  of  mulled  ale,  and  make  themselves  as 
much,  at  home  as  if  they  had  ordered  a  hogsliead  of  wine ; 
none  of  your  audacious  young  swaggerers,  who  would  even 
penetrate  into  the  bar — that  solemn  sanctuary — and,  smiting 
old  John  upon  tlie  back,  inquire  if  there  w^as  never  a  pretty 
girl  in  the  house,  and  where  ho  hid  his  little  chambermaids, 
with  a  hundred  other  impertinencies  of  tluit  nature  ;  none  of 
your  froo- and- easy  companions,  who  would  scrape  their  boots 
upon  the  fire-dogs  in  the  common  room,  and  be  not  at  all 
particular  on  the  subject  of  spittoons;  none  of  your  un- 
conscionable blades,  reqtiiring  impossible  chops,  and  taking 
unheard-of  pickles  for  granted.  He  was  a  staid,  grave, 
placid  gentleman,  sometliing  past  the  prime  of  life,  yet  up- 
right in  his  carriage,  for  all  that,  and  slim  as  a  greyhound. 
He  was  weU-monnted  upon  a  sturdy  chestnut  cob,  and  had 
the  graceful  seat  of  an  ezperieuced  horseman;  while  his 
riding  gear,  though  firee  firom  such  fopperies  as  were  then  in 
vogue,  was  handsome  and  well  chosen.   He  wore  a  ridings 
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coat  of  a  somewhat  brighter  green  than  might  have  been 
expected  to  suit  the  taste  of  a  gentleman  of  his  years,  \rith  a 
short,  black,  velvet  cape,  and  laced  pocket-holes  and  cuffs,  all 
of  a  jaunty  fashion;  his  linen,  too,  was  of  the  finest  kind, 
worked  in  a  rich  pattern  at  the  wrists  and  throat,  and  scrupu- 
lously white.  Although  he  seemed,  judging  from  the  mud  he 
had  picked  up  on  the  way,  to  have  come  from  London,  his 
horse  was  as  smooth  and  cool  as  his  own  iron-giey  periwig 
and  pig-taiL  Neither  man  nor  beast  had  turned  a  single  hair ; 
and,  flaving  for  his  soiled  skirts  and  spatterdashes,  this  gentle- 
man  witk  hia  blooming  white  teeih,  exactly-ordared 
dress,  and  perfect  calmness,  might  have  come  £NHa  making 
an  elaborate  and  leisurely  UuM,  to  sit  Ibr  an  equestiaaa 
portrait  at  old  Jobn  WiUsf  s  gats. 

It  must  not  bo  supposed  tibiat  John  observed  these  seyeral 
characterifitios  by  o^er  than  veiy  slow  degzees,  or  that  he 
took  in  more  thiuikalf  a  one  at  a  time,  or  that  hie  even  made 
up  his  mind  upon  tihat,  without  a  great  deal  of  very  serious 
oonsidearation.  Indeed,  if  he  had  been  distracted  in  the  first 
instance  by  questionings  and  orders,  it  would  have  taken  him 
at  the  least  a  fortnight  to  have  noted  what  is  here  set  down ; 
but  it  happened  that  the  gentleman,  being  struck  with  the  old 
house,  or  with  the  plump  pigeons  wliich  were  skimming  and 
curtse}-ing  about  it,  or  witli  tlie  tail  maypole,  on  the  top  of 
which  a  weathercock,  -N^  liieli  had  been  out  uf  order  for  fifteen 
years,  performed  a  perpetual  walk  to  the  music  of  its  o^vn 
creaking,  sat  for  some  little  time  looking  round  in  silence. 
Hence  John,  standing  with  his  hand  upon  the  horse's  bridle, 
and  his  great  eyes  on  the  rider,  and  with  nothing  passing  to 
divert  his  thoughts,  had  really  got  some  of  these  little  circum- 
stances into  his  braio,  by  the  time  he  was  called  upon  to 
speak. 

**  A  quaint  place  this,"  said  the  gentleman — and  his  voice 
was  as  rich  as  his  dress.  Are  you  the  landlord  2  " 
At  your  servioe,  sir/'  replied  John  Willet 
You  can  give  my  horse  good  stabling,  can  you,  and  me 
an  early  dinner  (I  am  not  particular  what,  so  that  it  be 
cleanly  served),  and  a  deoent  room — of  which  there  seems  to 
he  no  lack  in  this  great  mansiony"  said  the  stranger,  again 
nmning  his  eyes  over  the  exterior. 

"  You  can  have,  sir,"  letnmed  with  a  readiness  quite 
smprising,    anytitung  you  please." 

vol.  I.  e 
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"  It  *8  well  I  am  easily  satisfied,"  returned  the  other  T^-ith  a 
smile,  "or  that  might  prove  a  hardy  pledge,  my  friend.** 
And  saying  so,  he  dismounted,  with  the  aid  of  the  block 
before  the  door,  in  a  twinkling. 

"  Halloa  there  !  Hugh  !  "  roared  John.  I  ask  your 
pardon,  sir,  for  keeping  you  standing  in  the  porch ;  but  my 
son  has  gone  to  town  on  business,  and  the  boy  being,  as  I 
may  say,  of  a  kind  of  use  to  me,  I  'm  rather  put  out  when 
he  *8  away.  Hugh ! — a  dreadful  idle  vagrant  fellow,  sir — half 
a  gipsy,  as  I  think — always  aLeeping  in  the  sun  in  summer, 
aiid  in  the  sixaw  m  winter  time,  mr — ^Hugh !  Dear  Lord,  to 
keep  a  gentleman  a  .waiting  here,  through  him ! — Hugh !  I 
wish  tliat  chap  was  dead,  I  do  indeed," 

**  Possibly  he  is,"  returned  the  other.  I  should  think  if 
he  were  living,  he  would  have  heard  you  by  this  time." 

In  his  fits  of  laoness,  he  sleeps  so  deeperate  hard,"  said 
the  distracted  host,  that  If  joa  were  to  fixe  off  caanon-baUs 
into  his  ears,  it  wouldn't  wal^  him,  sir." 

The  guest  made  no  remark  upon  this  novel  cure  fixr 
drowsmess,  and  recipe  for  making  people  Uvely,  but  with  his 
hands  clasped  behind  him,  stood  in  the  poreh,  apparency  yery 
much  amused  to  see  old  John,  with  the  bridle  in  his  hand, 
wavering  between  a  strong  impulse  to  abandon  the  animal  to 
his  £Eit|,  and  a  half  disposition  to  lead  him  into  the  house,  and 
shut  him  up  in  the  parlour,  while  he  waited  on  his  master. 

*'  Piflory  the  fellow,  here  he  is  at  last !  "  cried  John  in  the 
very  licij^ht  and  zenith  of  his  distress.  "  Did  you  hear  me  a 
calling,  villain  ?  " 

The  figure  he  addressed  made  no  answer,  but  putting  his 
hand  upon  the  saddle,  sprung  into  it  at  a  bound,  turned  the 
horse's  head  towards  the  stable,  and  was  gone  in  an  instant. 
Brisk  enough  when  he  is  awake,"  said  the  guest. 

**  Brisk  enough,  sir ! "  repHed  John,  looking  at  the  place 
where  the  horse  had  been,  as  if  not  yet  imderstanding  quite, 
what  had  become  of  him.  He  melts,  I  think.  He  goes 
like  a  drop  of  froth.  You  look  at  him  and  there  he  is.  You 
look  at  him  again,  and — there  he  isn*t." 

Having,  in  the  absence  of  any  more  words,  put  this  suddeu 
climax  to  what  he  had  faintly  intended  should  be  a  long 
explanation  of  the  whole  life  and  character  of  his  man,  the 
oracular  John  Willet  led  the  gentleman  up  his  wide  dismantled 
staircase  into  the  Maypole's  best  apaxtment. 
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It  was  flpaciooB  enougli  m  all  WDsnamoef  occupying  the 
whble  defpth  of  the  house,  and  having  at  eitihor  end  a  great 
bay  window,  as  large  as  many  modem  rooms ;  in  which  some 
few  panes  of  stained  glass,  eml)lazoned  with  fragments  of 
armorial  bearings,  though  cracked,  and  patched,  and  shattered, 
yet  remained;  attesting,  by  their  presence,  that  the  former 
owner  had  made  the  very  light  8ul)sersdent  to  his  state,  and 
pressed  the  sun  itself  into  liis  list  of  flatterers;  bidding  it, 
when  it  shone  into  his  chanber,  reflect  the  badges  of  his  ancient 
femily,  and  take  new  hues  and  colours  from  their  pride. 

But  those  were  old  days,  and  now  every  little  ray  came  and 
went  as  it  would ;  telling  the  plain,  bare,  searching  truth. 
Although  the  best  room  of  the  inn,  it  had  the  melancholy 
aspect  of  grandeur  in  deoajy  and  waa  miich  too  vast  for  comfort. 
Rich  rustling  hangings,  waving  on  the  walla ;  and,  better  far, 
the  rustling  of  youth  and  beauty's  dress;  the  light  of 
women^s  eyea,  outshining  the  tapers  and  tieir  own  rich 
jewels;  the  sound  of  gentle  tongues,  and  music,  and  the 
tread  of  maiden  feet^  heA  onoe  been  there,  and  ^Ued  it  with 
delight.  But  they  were  gone,  and  with  them  all  its  gladnees. 
It  was  no  longer  a  home;  children  were  never  bom  and  bred 
thero ;  the  fireside  had  become  mercenazy — a  something  to  be 
bought  and  add — a  very  courtesan :  let  who  would  die,  or 
ait  beside,  or  hesfB  it,  it  was  still  the  same — it  miesed 
nobody,  cared  for  nobody,  had  equal  warmth  and  smiles  for 
all.  God  help  the  man  whose  heart  ever  changes  with  the 
world,  as  an  old  mansion  when  it  becomes  an  inn ! 

No  effort  had  been  made  to  furnish  this  chilly  waste,  but 
before  tlie  broad  chimney  a  colony  of  chairs  and  tables  had 
been  planted  on  a  square  of  carjiet,  flanked  by  a  ghostly 
screen,  enriched  with  ligiu'es,  grinning  and  grotesque.  After 
lighting  with  his  own  hands  the  faggots  which  were  heaped 
upon  the  hearth,  old  John  withdrew  to  hold  grave  council 
with  his  cook,  touching  the  stranger's  entertainment ;  while 
the  guest  liimself,  seeing  small  comfort  in  the  yet  unkindled 
wood,  opened  a  lattice  in  the  distant  window,  and  basked  in  a 
sickly  gleam  of  cold  March  sun. 

Leaving  the  window  now  and  then,  to  rake  the  crackling 
logs  together,  or  pace  the  echoing  room  from  end  to  end,  he 
dosed  it  when  the  fire  was  q^^te  burnt  up,  and  having  wheeled 
the  easiest  chair  into  th^  waxmest  comer,  summoned  John 
Willet 
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"  Sir,"  said  John. 

He  wanted  pen,  ink,  and  paper.  There  was  an  old  standish. 
on  the  high  mantol-shelf  containing  a  dusty  apology  for  all 
three.  Having  set  this  before  him,  the  landlord  waa  retiring^, 
when  he  motioned  him  to  stay. 

"  There  's  a  house  not  far  £rom  here,"  said  the  guest  when 
he  had  writleu  a  lew  lines^  which  you  call  the  Warren,  I 
believe?  " 

As  thia  waa  aaid  in  the  tone  of  one  who  knew  the  factj  and 
asked  the  question  as  a  thing  of  course,  John  contented  him- 
self with  nodding  his  head  in  the  afErmatiye ;  at  the  same 
time  taking  one  hand  out  of  hia  poeketa  to  ooogh  behind,  and 
then  putting  it  in  again. 

I  want  this  note  " — said  the  guest,  glandng  on  what  he 
had  written,  and  Mdiog  it^  "  conveyed  there  without  loaa  of 
an  answer  brought  back  here.   Have  you  a 
ly^^^fly4>q[^yf^y  at  Vft"4  ?  " 

John  waa  thooghtfol  iost  a  minute  or  theMabootB^  and  Hieo. 
aaid  Tee. 

**  Let  me  see  him,''  aaid  the  guest. 

Thia  waa  diaeoaoeafting ;  for  Joe  being  out,  and  Hugh 
engaged  in  rubbing  down  the  ehesnut  oob,  he  designed 

sending  on  the  errand,  Bamaby,  who  had  just  then  arrived 

in  one  of  his  rambles,  and  who,  so  that  he  thouglit  liimself 
employed  .on  grave  and  serious  business,  would  go  any- 
where. 

**  Why,  the  truth  is,"  said  John  after  a  long  pause,  **  that 
the  person  who 'd  go  quickest,  is  a  sort  of  natural,  as  one  may 
say,  sir ;  and  though  quick  of  foot,  and  as  much  to  he  trusted 
as  tlie  post  itself  he 's  not  good  at  talking,  being  touched  and 
flighty,  sir.*' 

You  don't "  said  the  guest,  raising  his  eyes  to  John's  fat 
face,  you  don't  mean — what  'a  the  Mlow^a  nama — you 
don't  mean  Bamaby  ?  " 

Yea  I  do,"  returned  the  landldd,  hia  HMturea  tmnlng 
quite  expiessi?e  with  surprise. 

**  How  comes  he  to  be  here  ?  "  inquired  the.  guesti  lft«mmg 
back  in  hia  chair;  speaking  in  the  bland,  even  tone,  from 
which  he  never  varied;  and  with  the  same  aoft,  courteous, 
never-changing  smile  upon  his  &oe.  "  I  saw  him  in  LondoKi 
last  night." 

''He's^  for  ever,  here  one  hour,  and  there  the  neaA/* 
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returned  old  John,  aftor  the  usual  pause  to  get  the  question 
in  his  mind.  Sometimes  he  walks,  and  sometimes  runs. 
He's  known  along  the  road  by  eyerybodj,  and  Bometimes 
comes  here  in  a  cart  or  chaise,  and  sometimies  tiding  double. 
He  comes  and  goes,  through  wind,  rain,  snow^  and  haH,  and. 
on  the  darkest  nights.    Nothing  hurts  him." 

"He  goes  often  to  this  Warren,  does  he  not?"  said  the 
goMt  carelesslj.  I  seem  to  lemember  his  mother  telling 
me  something  to  that  effiwt  yesterdaj.  But  I  waa  not  attend- 
ing to  the  good  woman  much.'' 

''Ton 're  xight^  sir/'  John  made  answer,  "he  does.  His 
fiither,  dr,  was  murdeied  in  that  hoose." 

"So  I  haye  heazd,"  returned  the  goest,  taking  a  gold 
toothpick  fiom  his  pooket  wifli  the  same  swM  imyie.  "  A 
Veiy  disagreeable  ciroamstanoe  for  the  fiunily." 

"  Very,"  said  Jdm  wifli  a  puzzled  look,  as  if  it  oeonrred  to 
him,  dimly  and  tJkt  aS,  that  this  might  by  poasihiUly  he  a 
oool  way  i£  treating  the  subjeot. 

"All  Ihe  circumstances  after  a  murder,"  said  the  guest 
soliloquising,  "  must  bo  dreadfully  impleasant — so  much  bustle 
and  disturbance — no  repose — a  constant  d\^TUing  upon  one 
subject — and  the  rtmning  in  and  out,  and  up  and  down  stairs, 
intolerable.  I  wouldn't  have  such  a  thing  happen  to  anybody 
I  was  nearly  interested  in,  on  any  account.  'Twould  be 
enough  to  wear  one's  life  out. — You  were  going  to  say,  Mend 
—  "  he  added,  turning  to  John  again. 

"  Only  that  Mrs.  Rudge  Lives  on  a  little  pension  from  the 
family,  and  that  Bamaby  's  as  free  of  the  house  as  any  cat  or 
dog  about  it^"  answered  John,  Shall  he  do  your  errand 
sir?" 

"  Oh  yes,"  replied  the  guest.       Oh  certainly.    Let  him  . 
do  it  by  all  means.    Please  to  bring  liim  here  that  I  may 
charge  him  to  be  qmck.    If  he  objects  to  come  you  may 
tell  him  it's  Mr.  Chester.   He  will  remember  mj  name  I 
dare  say." 

John  was  so  Toy  much  astonished  to  find  who  his  visitor 
was,  that  he  could  express  no  astonishment  at  all,  by  looks 
or  otherwise,  but  left  the  room  as  if  he  were  in  the  most 
plaeid  and  imperturbable  of  all  possible  conditions.  It  has 
been  reported  that  when  he  got  down  stairs,  he  looked  steadily 
at  the  boiler  ten  minutes  by  tiie  dock,  and  all  that  time 
never  onoe  left  off  shaking  his  head;  to  which  statement 
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there  would  seem  to  be  some  groimd  of  truth  and  feasibility, 
inaBmuch  as  that  interval  of  time  did  certainly  elapse,  before 
he  returned  with  Bamaby  to  the  guest's  apartment. 

Come  hither  lad/'  said  Mr.  Chester.  You  know  Mr. 
Qeo&ey  Haredale?" 

Bamaby  laughed,  and  looked  at  the  landlord  as  though  he 
would  say,  "You  hear  him?"  John,  who  waa  greatly 
flhooked  at  this  breach  of  deconuu,  clapped  his  finger  to  his 
nose,  and  shook  his  head  in  mute  remonstmnee. 

"He  knows  him,  sir,"  said  John,  frowning  aside  at 
Bamaby,  '*  as  well  as  you  or  I  do." 

"  I  haven't  the  pleasure  of  much  aoqualntanoe  with  the 
gentleman,"  returned  his  guest.  "  Ton  may  have.  limit 
&e  comparison  to  yourself,  my  Mend." 

Although  this  was  said  wi^  the  same  easy  aSiEkbility,  and 
the  same  smile,  Jolm  felt  lumsolf  put  down,  and  laying  the 
indignity  at  Btimaby's  door,  determined  to  kick  his  raven,  on 
the  very  first  opportunity. 

**  Give  that,"  said  the  guest,  who  had  by  this  time  sealed 
the  note,  and  who  beckoned  his  messenger  towards  him  as  he 
spoke,  "  into  Mr.  Haredale's  own  hands.  Wait  for  an  answer, 
and  bring  it  back  to  me — here.  If  you  should  find  that  Mr. 
Haredale  is  engaged  just  now,  tell  him — can  he  remember  a 
message,  landlord  ?  " 

*'  When  he  chooses,  sir,''  replied  John.  &q  won't  forget 
this  one." 

"  How  are  you  sure  of  that  ?  " 

John  merely  pointed  to  him  as  he  stood  with  his  head  bent 
toward,  and  his  earnest  gaze  fixed  closely  on  his  questioner's 
&ce ;  and  nodded  sagely. 

^'TeLL  him  then,  Bamaby,  should  he  be  engaged,"  said 
"Mr.  Chester,  that  I  shall  be  glad  to  wait  lus  convenience 
here,  and  to  see  him  (if  he  will  call)  at  any  time  this  eveuing. 
— ^At  the  worst  I  can  have  a  bed  here,  Willet,  I  suppose?  " 

Old  John,  immensely  flattered  by  the  personal  notoriety 
implied  in  ibis  fiEanOiar  fixrm  of  address,  answered,  with  some- 
thing like  a  knowing  look,  I  should  believe  you  could,  or," 
and  was  turning  over  in  his  mind  various  fimns  of  enlogimn, 
with  iSbo  view  oi  selecting  one  appropriate  to  the  qualities  of 
his  best  bed,  when  his  ideas  were  put  to  flight  by  Mr.  Chester 
giving  Bamaby  the  letter,  and  bidding  him  make  aU  speed 
away. 
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"  Speed ! "  said  Bamaby,  folding  the  little  packet  in  his 
breast,  Speed!  If  you  want  to  see  liurry  and  mystery, 
come  here.    Here  !  " 

With  that,  he  put  his  hand,  very  much  to  John  Willet's 
horror,  on  the  guest's  fine  broadcloth  sleeve,  and  led  him 
Btealthily  to  the  back  window. 

Look  down  there,"  lie  said  softly ;  "  do  you  mark  how 
they  whisper  in  each  other's  ears ;  then  dance  and  leap,  to 
make  believe  they  axe  in  sport  ?  Do  you  see  how  they  stop 
for  a  moment,  when  they  think  there  is  no  one  looking,  and 
mutter  among  themselves  again ;  and  then  how  they  roll  and 
gambol,  delighted  with  the  mischief  they 've  beea  plotting  ? 
Look  at  'em  now.  See  how  they  whirl  and  plimge.  And  now 
fhefjr  stop  again,  and  whisper  cautiooaLy  together — ^little 
tiiinking,  mindy  how  often  I  have  lain  upon  the  grass  and 
watched  them,  I  say — what  is  it  that  they  plot  and  hatch  ? 
Do  you  know  ?  " 

**  They  are  only  clothes/'  returned  the  guest,  "  such  as  we 
wear;  hanging  on  those  lines  to  dry,  and  flattering  in  the 
wind." 

"  dotihes ! "  echoed  Bamaby,  looking  dose  into  his  &Qe^ 
and  falling  qnickly  hack.  "  Ha  ha  I  Why,  how  much  better 
to  be  silly,  than  as  wise  as  you!  Ton  don't  see  shadowy 
people  there,  like  those  that  live  in  sleep — not  you.  Nor  eyes 
in  the  knotted  panes  of  glass,  nor  swift  ghosts  when  it  blows 
hard,  nor  do  you  hear  voices  in  the  airj  nor  see  men  stalking 
in  the  sky — not  you!  I  lead  a  merrier  liib  than  you,  wili. 
all  your  devemefis.  You  're  the  dull  men.  We  're  the 
bright  ones.  Ha !  ha !  I  'U  not  change  with  you,  clever  as 
you  are, — ^not  I ! " 

With  that,  he  waved  his  hat  above  his  head,  and  darted  off. 

**  A  strange  creature,  upon  my  word !  "  said  tlie  guest, 
pulling  out  a  handsome  box,  and  taking  a  pinch  of  suiill'. 

**  He  wants  imagination,"  said  Mr.  Willet,  very  slowly  and 
after  a  long  silence;  "  that's  what  he  wants.  I  've  tried  to 
instn  it  into  him,  many  and  many 's  the  time;  but" — John 
added  this,  in  confidence — ^'he  an't  made  for  it  j  that's  the 
fact." 

To  record  that  Mr.  Chester  smiled  at  John's  remark  woidd 
be  little  to  the  purj>08e,  for  he  preserved  the  sanu^  conciliatory 
and  pleasant  look  at  all  times.  He  drew  his  chair  nearer  to 
the      though,  as  a  kind  of  hint  that  he  would  prefer  to  be 
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alone,  and  John,  having  no  reasonable  excuse  for  remaiuin^y 
left  him  to  himself. 

Very  thoughtful  old  John  Willet  was,  while  tho  dinner  was 
preparing ;  and  if  his  brain  were  ever  less  clear  at  one  time 
than  another,  it  is  but  reasonable  to  suppose  that  ho  addled 
it  in  no  slight  degree  by  shaking  his  head  so  much  that  day. 
That  Mr.  Chester,  between  whom  and  Mr.  Haredale,  it  was 
notorious  to  all  the  neiglibourhoody  a  deep  and  bitter  amziioflity 
existed,  should  come  down  there  for  the  sole  purpose,  as  it 
seemed,  of  seeing  him,  and  should  choose  the  Idaypole  far 
their  place  of  meeting,  and  should  send  to  him  express,  ime 
stnmbling-blockB  Jolm  could  not  OTeroome.  Hie  only  resomoe 
he  had,  was  to  consult  iho  boiler,  and  wait  impatiently  Ibr 
Bamaby's  return. 

But  Baznaby  delayed  beyond  aH  praoedent.  The  visitor's 
dinner  was  served,  removed,  his  wine  was  set,  the  fire 
replenished,  the  hearth  dean  swept;  the  light  waned  witlioii^ 
it  grew  dusk,  became  quite  dark,  and  still  no  Bamaby 
appeared.  Yet,  though  John  Willet  was  faSL  ot  wonder  and 
misgiving,  his  guest  sat  cross-legged  in  the  easy  chair,  to  all 
appearance  as  little  ruffled  in  his  thoughts  as  in  his  dress — 
the  same  calm,  easy,  cool,  gentleman,  without  a  care  or 
thouglit  ])oyond  his  golden  tootlipick. 

**  Bama})y 's  late,"  John  ventured  to  observe,  as  he  placed 
a  pair  of  tarnished  candlesticks,  some  three  feet  high,  upon 
the  table,  and  snuffed  the  lights  they  held. 

'*  He  is  rather  so,"  replied  the  guest,  sipping  his  wine. 
"  He  will  not  be  much  longer,  I  dare  say." 

John  conglied,  and  raked  the  fire  together. 

*'As  your  roads  bear  no  very  good  character,  if  I  may 
judge  from  my  son's  mishap,  though,"  said  Mr.  Chester, 
"  and  as  I  have  no  fancy  to  be  knocked  on  the  head — which 
is  not  only  disconcerting  at  the  moment,  but  places  one, 
besides,  in  a  ridiculous  position  with  respect  to  the  people 
who  chance  to  pick  one  up — I  shall  etxjig  here  toHii^t.  I 
think  you  said  you  had  a  bed  to  spare." 

**  Such  a  bed,  sir,"  returned  John  Willet;  '*  aye,  such  a 
bed  as  few,  even  of  Uie  gentry's  houses,  own.  A  fixter  hers^ 
sir.  I 've  heard  say  that  bedstead  is  nigh  two  hundred  years 
of  age.  Your  noHe  son — a  fine  young  gentleman — slept  in 
it  la0f^  sir,  half  a  year  ago.*' 

''Upon  my  life,  a  xeoomaMndation ! "  said  the  gnest^ 
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shrugging  his  shoulders  and  wliec^linp:  his  chair  nearer  to  the 
fire.  "  See  that  it  be  well  aired,  Mr.  Willet,  and  let  a  blazing 
fire  be  lighted  there  at  onoe.  This  house  is  something  damp 
and  chilly. 

JoJuL  raked  the  faggots  ts^  again,  more  from  habit  than 
presence  of  mind,  or  any  referenee  to  thia  remaik,  and  iras 
about  to  withdraw,  when  a  boonding  sliep  was  heard  upon  the 
atair,  and  Bamaby  came  panting  in. 

"  He  'U  have  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  in  an  hour's  time,"  he 
odedy  advaneing.  "  He  has  been  riding  hard  aU.  day — haa 
just  eome  hotp  batwill  be  in  the  saddle  again  aa  soon  aa 
ke  has  eat  and  diank,  to  meet  hk  lofing  friend.'' 

Was  that  hia  message  ?  "  asked  the  yisitor,  looking  np, 
but  wifliont  the  imallest  disoompoBaie— or  at  least  without 
the  smallest  show  of  any. 

"  All  but  the  last  wcnrds,"  Bamaby  rejoined.  "  He  meant 
those.    I  saw  that,  in  his  ftee." 

**  This  for  your  pains,"  said  the  other,  putting  money  in 
his  hand,  and  glancing  at  him  stedfastly.  "This  for  your 
pains,  sharp  Bamaby." 

**For  Grip,  and  me,  and  Hugh,  to  share  among  us,"  he 
rejoined,  putting  it  up,  and  nodding,  as  he  counted  it  on  his 
fingers.  "  Grip  one,  me  two,  Hugh  three;  the  dog,  the  goat, 
the  cats — well,  we  shall  spend  it  pretty  soon,  I  warn  you. 
Stay. — Look.    Do  you  wise  men  see  nothing  there,  now  ?  " 

He  bent  cag^crly  down  on  one  knee,  and  gazed  intently  at 
the  smoke,  which  was  rolling  up  the  chimney  in  a  thick  black 
doTid.  John  Willet,  who  appeared  to  consider  himself  par- 
ticularly and  chiefly  referred  to  imder  the  term  wise  men^ 
looked  that  way  likewise^  and  with  great  soUdity  of  feature. 

**  Now,  where  do  they  go  to,  when  they  spring  so  fast  up 
there/'  asked  Bamaby;  *'  eh  ?  Why  do  they  tread  so  doseLy 
on  each  other's  heels,  and  why  are  tlu  y  always  in  a  hurry — 
which  is  what  you  blame  me  for,  when  I  only  take  pattern  by 
these  busy  folk  about  me.  More  of  'em ! 
other's  skirts ;  and  as  &8t  aa  they  go,  others  eome !  What 
a  many  danee  it  is!  I  would  that  Grip  and  I  coold  frisk 
like  that!" 

''What  haa  he  in  that  basket  at  his*  bade?"  asked  the 
goest  after  a  fbw  moments,  during  which  Bamaby  waa  still 
bending  down  to  look  higher  np  the  chimney,  and  eazneatly 
watdiing  Ihe  smoke. 
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"  In  this?**  he  answered,  jumping  up,  before  John  Willet 
could  reply — shaking  it  as  he  spoke,  and  stooping  his  head 
to  listen.    "  In  this  !    mat  is  there  here  ?    Tell  liim  I " 

"  A  devil,  a  devil,  a  devil !  "  cried  a  hoarse  voice. 

"  Here 's  money !  "  said  Bamaby,  f^hinlfin^  it  in  his  hand, 
money  for  a  treat,  Grip  !  " 

"  Ilurrali !  Hurrah  !  Hurrah  !  "  replied  the  raven,  ''keep 
up  your  spirits.    Never  say  die.    Bow,  wow,  wow  !  ** 

Mr.  WiUet,  who  appeared  to  entertain  strong  doubts 
whether  a  customer  in  a  laced  coat  and  fine  linen  could  be 
supposed  to  have  any  acquaintance  even  with  the  existence  of 
such  impolite  gentry'  as  the  bird  claimed  to  belong  to,  took 
Bamaby  off  at  this  jimctuie,  with  the  view  of  preventing  any 
other  improper  dedarations,  and  quitted  the  loom  with  his 
T017  best  bow. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


Thbbb  waa  great  news  that  night  for  the  regular  Maypole 
dutomers,  to  each  of  wluHn^  as  he  straggled  in  to  oooupy 
his  allotted  seat  in.  Ihe  dhimney  comers  John  vith  a  most 
xmpressiTe  slowness  of  deliveiry,  and  in  an  apoplectic  whisper^ 
communicated  the  &ct  that  lit.  Chester  was  alone  in  the  large 
room  up^stairs,  and  was  waiting  the  anxval  of  Mr.  QeoflBrey 
Haredale,  to  whom  he  had  sent  a  letter  (doubtless  of  a 
threatening  nature)  by  the  hands  of  Bamaby,  then  and  there 
present. 

For  a  little  knot  of  smokers  and  solemn  gossips,  who  had 
seldom  any  new  topics  of  discussion,  this  was  a  perfect 

Godsend.  Here  was  a  good,  dark-looking*  mystery  progressing 
under  tliat  very  roof — Lroiiglit  liomo  to  the  iireside  as  it  were, 
and  enjoyable  without  the  smallest  pains  or  trouble.  It  is 
extraordinary  what  a  zest  and  relish  it  gave  to  the  drink,  and 
how  it  heightened  the  flavour  of  the  tobacco.  Every  man 
smoked  his  pipe  with  a  face  of  grave  and  serious  delight,  and 
looked  at  his  neighbour  with  a  sort  of  quiet  congratulation. 
Nay,  it  was  felt  to  be  such  a  holiday  and  special  night,  that, 
on  the  motion  of  little  Solomon  Daisy,  every  man  (including 
John  himself)  put  down  his  sixpence  for  a  can  of  fiij),  which 
grateful  beverage  was  brewed  mth  all  despatch,  and  set  down 
in  the  midst  of  them  on  the  brick  floor ;  both  that  it  might 
simmer  and  stew  before  the  fire,  and  that  its  fragrant  steam, 
rising  up  among  them  and  mixing  with  the  wreaths  of  vapour 
from  their  pipes,  mip:ht  shroud  them  in  a  delicious  atmosphere 
of  their  own,  and  rfiut  out  all  the  world.  The  very  furniture 
of  the  room  seemed  to  mellow  and  deepen  in  its  tone ;  the 
oeiling  and  walls  looked  blacker  and  more  highly  polished, 
the  curtains  of  a  luddier  red ;  the  fire  burnt  clear  and  high, 
and  the  crickets  in  the  hearth-stone  chirped  with  a  more  than 
wonted  satisfiEuHion. 

There  were  present  two,  however,  who  showed  but  Httle^ 
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interest  in  the  general  contentment.  Of  these,  one  was 
Bamaby  himself,  who  slept,  or,  to  avoid  being  beset  with 
questions,  feigned  to  sleep,  in  the  chimney-corner  ;  the  other, 
Hugh,  who,  sleeping  too,  lay  stretched  upon  the  bench  on 
the  opposite  side,  in  the  full  glare  of  the  blazing  fire. 

The  light  that  fell  upon  this  ahunbering  form,  showed  it  in 
all  its  muscular  and  handsome  proportions.  It  was  that  of  a 
young  man,  of  a  hale  athletic  figure,  and  a  giant's  strengthi 
whoso  sunburnt  face  and  swarthy  throat,  overgrown  with  jet 
black  hair,  might  have  served  a  painter  for  a  modeL  Loosely 
attired,  in  the  ooazsest  and  roughest  garb,  with  scraps  of  straw 
and  hay — ^his  usual  bed — clinging  here  and  there,  and 
Tuingling  with  lus  uncombed  lodoB,  he  had  Mien  asleep  in  a 
posture  as  careless  as  his  dress.  The  negligence  and  disorder 
of  the  whole  man,  with  something  fierce  and  sullen  in  his 
features,  gave  him  a  picturesque  appearanee,  that  attracted  the 
regaxds  even  of  the  Maypole  customers  who  knew  him  well, 
,  and  caused  Long  Parkes  to  say  that  Hugh  looked  more  like  a 
poaching  rascal  to-night  than  ever  he  had  seen  him  yet. 

He 's  waiting  here,  I  suppose,"  said  Solomon,    to  take 
Mr.  Haredale's  h<nse." 

'^That's  it,  sir,"  replied  John  Willet.  ''He's  not  <^lien  in 
the  house,  you  know.  He 's  more  at  his  ease  among  horses 
than  men.    I  look  upon  him  as  a  animal  himself." 

Following  up  this  opinion  ^vith  a  shrug  tliat  seemed  meant 
to  say,  "  we  can't  expect  everybody  to  be  like  us,"  John  put 
Ids  pipe  into  his  mouth  again,  and  smoked  like  one  who  felt 
liis  superiority  over  the  general  nm  of  mankind. 

"That  chap,  sir,"  said  John,  taking  it  out  again  after  a 
time,  and  pointing  at  him  with  the  stem, /though  he's  got 
all  his  faculties  about  him — bottled  up  and  corked  down,  if  I 
may  say  so,  somewheres  or  another —  " 

"  Very  good  !  "  said  Parkes,  nodding  his  head.  "  A  very 
good  expression,  Johnny.  You'll  be  a  tackling  somebody 
presently.    You  're  in  twig  to-night,  I  see." 

*'  Take  care,"  said  Mr.  Willet,  not  at  all  grateful  for  the 
compliment,  "  that  I  don't  tackle  you,  sir,  which  I  shall 
certainly  endeavour  to  do,  if  you  interrupt  me  when  I  *m 
making  observations. — ^That  chap,  I  was  a  saying,  though  he 
has  all  his  faculties  about  him,  somewheres  or  another,  bottled 
up  and  corked  down,  has  no  more  imagination  than  Bainaby 
baa.   Andwhy  haanthe?" 
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The  three  friends  shook  their  heads  at  each  other ;  saying 
"by  that  action,  without  the  trouble  of  opening  their  lips,  "  Do 
you  observe  what  a  philosophical  mind  our  Mend  haa  ?  " 

"Why  hasn't  he?"  said  John,  gently  striking  the  table 
with  his  opea  haiid.  Because  they  was  never  drawed  out  of 
Mm  whmL  he  was  a  hoy.  That 's  why.  Wliat  would  any  of 
us  have  been,  if  our  fathers  hadn't  drawed  our  faculties  ont 
of  us?  What  would  my  boy  Joe  have  been,  if  I  hadn't 
drawed  his  Realties  out  of  him  ? — Do  yoa  mind  what  I 'm  a 
saying  o^  gentlemen  ?  " 

Ah !  we  inind  you,''  cried  Parkes.  Qo  on.improviag  of 
TM,  Johony." 

GoDseqnoitly,  then,"  aaid  Mr.  WiDsi^  '^that  ehap^  whose 
modier  was  hung  when  he  was  a  little  boy^  along  with  six 
others,  fbr  passing  had  notes— 4aid  it's  a  blessed  thing  to 
think  how  many  people  are  hung  in  batdies  ewy  six  weeks 
fbr  that,  and  such  like  offences,  as  showing  how  wide  awake 
our  govemmont  is — that  chap  was  then  turned  loose,  and  had 
to  mind  cows,  and  frigliten  birds  away,  and  what  not,  for  a 
few  pence  to  live  on,  and  so  got  on  by  degrees  to  mind  horses, 
and  to  sleep  in  course  of  time  in  lofts  and  Htter,  instead  of 
under  haystacks  and  hedges,  tiQ  at  last  he  como  to  be  hostler 
at  the  Maypole  for  his  board  and  lodging  and  a  annual  trille — 
that  chap  that  can't  read  nor  write,  and  has  never  had  much 
to  do  with  anything  but  animals,  and  has  never  lived  in  any 
way  but  like  the  animals  ho  has  lived  among,  is  a  animal. 
And,'*  said  Mr.  Willet,  arriving  at  his  logical  oondusiQU,  is 
to  be  treated  accordingly." 

Willet,"  said  Solomon  Daisy,  who  had  exhibited  some 
impatience  at  the  intrusion  of  so  imworthy  a  subject  on  their 
more  interest hig  theme,  ''when  Mr.  Chester  oome  this  morn- 
ing, did  he  order  the  largo  room  ?  " 

''Hie  sigaifiedy  sir,"  said  John,  ''that  he  wanted  a  large 
apartaieot.   Yes.  Certainly.'^ 

"  Why  then,  I  '11  tell  you  what,"  said  Solomon,  speaking 
flofUy  and  with  an  earnest  look.  "  He  and  lir.  Haredale  axe 
going  to  fight  a  duel  in  it." 

Everybody  looked  at  Mr.  Willet,  after  this  akrming 
SQggestum.   Mr.  Willet  looked  at  the  fire,  weighing  in  his 
own  mind  the  efifeet  whidi  such  an  oeeoxzenoe 
hove  on  the  establishment. 

"  Well,"  said  John,    I  don't  know — I  am  sure — I  remember 


Digitized  by  Gopgle 


BA&NABY  BUDGK 


that  wlien  I  went  up  last^  lie  had  put  tlie  lights  upon  the 

mantel-shelf." 

"  It 's  as  plain,"  retiiraod  Solomon,  as  the  nose  on 
Parkes's  face  " — Mr.  Parkes,  who  had  a  large  nose,  nibbed 
it,  and  looked  as  if  he  considered  this  a  personal  allusion — 
they  fight  in  that  room.  You  know  by  the  newspax>er8 
what  a  common  thing  it  is  for  gentlemen  to  fight  in  coffee- 
houses without  seconds.  One  of  'euL  will  be  wounded  or 
perhaps  killed  in  tliis  house." 

That  was  a  challenge  that  Bamaby  took  than,  eh  ?  "  aaid 
Jolm. 

«  — ^Inclosing  a  dip  of  paper  with  the  meaamre  of  his  sword 
upon  it,  I  'U  bet  a  guinea^'*  answered  the  little  man.  We 
know  what  sort  of  gentleman  Mr.  Haredale  is.  You  have 
told  us  what  Bamaby  said  about  his  lodks,  when  he  came 
back.   Depoid  upon  it  I 'm  right.   Now,  mhuL" 

The  flip  had  had  no  flavour  tOl  now.   The  tobacco  had 
been  of  mere  English  growth,  compared  wiili  its  present  taste*. 
A  duel  in  that  great  old  rambling  room  up  stairs,  and  the 
*  best  bed  ordered  already  fi»r  the  wounded  man ! 

Would  it  be  swords  or  pistols  now  ?  "  said  John. 

**  Heaven  knows.  Perhaps  both,"  returned  Solomon. 
*'  The  gentlemen  wear  swords,  and  may  easily  liave  pistols  in 
their  pockets — most  likely  have,  indeed.  If  they  fire  at  each 
other  without  effect,  then  they  '11  draw,  and  go  to  work  in 
earnest." 

A  shade  passed  over  Mr.  Willet's  face  as  he  thought  of 
broken  windows  and  disabled  furniture,  but  bethinking  him- 
self that  one  of  the  parties  would  probably  be  left  alive  to  pay 
the  damage,  he  brightened  up  again. 

**And  then,"  said  Solomon,  looking  from  face  to  face, 
"  then  we  shall  have  one  of  those  stains  upon  the  floor  that 
never  come  out.  If  Mr.  Haredale  wins,  depend  upon  it,  it  'U 
be  a  dt^ep  one ;  or  if  he  loses,  it  will  perhaps  be  deeper  still, 
for  he  11  never  give  in  unless  he's  beaten  down.  We  know 
Mm  better,  eli?'* 

Better  indeed! "  they  whispered  all  together. 
''As  to  its  ever  being  got  out  again,"  said  Solomon,  " I 
tell  you  it  never  will,  or  can  be.    Why,  do  you  know  that  it 
has  been  tried,  at  a  certain  house  we  are  acquainted  with  ?  " 
The  Waixen ! "  cried  John.      No,  sure  I " 
Yea,  suie^yes.   It 's  only  known  by  -very  &w.   It  has 
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been  whispeied  about  though,  for  all  that.  They  planed  the 
board  away,  but  there  it  was.    They  went  deep,  but  it  went 

deeper.  They  put  new  boards  do\\  ii,  but  there  was  one  great 
spot  that  came  through  still,  and  showed  itself  in  the  old 
place.  And — harkye— draw  nearer — Mr.  Geoffrey  made  that 
room  his  study,  and  sits  there,  always,  with  his  foot  (as  I 
have  heard)  upon  it ;  and  he  believes  through  thinking  of  it 
long  and  very  much,  that  it  will  never  fade  until  he  finds  the 
man  who  did  the  deed.*' 

As  this  recital  ended,  and  they  all  drew  closer  round  the 
fire,  the  tramp  of  a  horse  was  heard  without. 

''The  very  man!'*  ctied  John,  starting  up.  '^Hugli! 
Hugh!*' 

^6  deeper  staggered  to  his  feet,  and  hurried  after  him. 
John  quickly  returned,  ushering  in  with  great  attention  and 
deference  (for  Mr.  Haredale  was  his  landlord)  the  long 
expected  TLsitor,  who  strode  into  the  room  clanking  his  heavy 
boots  upon  the  floor;  and  looking  keenly  round  upon  the 
bowing  group,  raised  his  kat  in  acknowledgment  of  thdr 
profpund  roBpect. 

"Tou  have  a  stranger  here,  WiUet,  who  sent  to  me,"  he 
said,  in  a  voice  whidh  sounded  inatarally  stem  and  deep, 
"mere  is  he?" 

"  In  the  great  room  up-siairs,  sir,"  answered  John. 
Show  the  way.    Your  staircase  is  dark,  I  know.  Gentle- 
men, good  night." 

With  that,  he  signed  to  the  laiuUord  to  go  on  before  ;  and 
went  clanking  out,  and  up  the  stairs ;  old  Jolm,  in  liis  agita- 
tion, ingeniously  lighting  everything  but  the  way,  and  making 
a  stumble  at  every  second  step. 

"  Stop !  "  he  said,  when  they  reached  the  landing.  "  I 
can  announce  myself.    Don't  wait.** 

-  He  laid  liis  hand  upon  the  door,  entered,  and  shut  it 
heavily.  Mr.  Willet  was  by  no  means  disposed  to  stand 
there  listening  by  himself,  especially  as  the  walls  were  very 
thick;  so  descended,  with  much  greater  alacrity  than  he  had 
come      and  joined  his  fiends  below. 
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TiTEKE  was  a  brief  pause  in  the  state-room  of  the  Maypole, 
as  Mr.  IlareJale  tried  the  lock  to  satisfy  himself  that  he  had 
shut  the  door  securely,  and,  striding  uj)  the  dark  chamber  to 
where  the  screen  enclosed  a  little  patch  of  light  and  warmth, 
preeented  himaftlf^  atoiptly  and  m  eileaoQ,  before  the  smiling 
guest. 

If  the  two  had  no  greater  sympaUij  in  lilieir  iuvacd 
tlioughts  than  in  their  outward  beaskig  and  appettnmca,  tba 
meeting  did  nol  seem  likely  to  prove  a  very  calm  or  pleasant 
one.  With  no  great  disparity  between  them  in  point  of  ye&n, 
they  were,  in  every  other  respect,  as  unlike  and  &r  removed 
from  each  other  as  two  men  could  well  be.  The  one  was  soft- 
spoken,  delicately  made,  precise,  and  elegant;  thd  other,  a 
burly  square-boilt  man,  neg^ligently  dressed,  rough  and  ahnipt 
in  manner,  stem,  and,  in  his  present  mood,  forbidding  both 
in  look  and  epeech.  The  one  preserred  a  cahn  and  placid 
smile;  the  other,  a  distmstfbl  frown.  The  new-comer, 
indeed,  appeared  bent  on  showing  by  his  eveiy  tone  and 
gesture  his  determined  opposition  and  hostility  to  the  man  he 
had  come  to  meet.  The  guest  who  received  him,  on  the  other 
hand,  seemed  to  feel  that  the  contrast  between  them  was  all 
in  his  favour,  and  to  derive  a  quiet  exultation  from  it  which 
put  him  more  at  his  ease  than  ever. 

"  Haredale,"  said  this  gentleman,  without  the  least  appear- 
ance of  embarrassment  or  reserve,  **  I  am  yeiy  glad  to  see 
you." 

"  Let  us  dispense  with  compliments.  They  are  misplaced 
between  us,"  returned  the  other,  waving  his  hand,  **and  say 
plainly  what  we  have  to  say.  You  have  asked  me  to  meet 
you.  I  am  here.  Why  do  we  stand  face  to  face  again  ?  " 
Still  the  same  frank  and  sturdy  character,  I  see  1 " 
Good  or  bad,  sir,  I  am,"  returned  the  other,  leaning  his 
arm  upon  the  ohinmey-pieee^  and  turning  a  haughty  look 
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upon  the  occupant  of  the  easy-chair,  the  man  I  used  to  be. 
I  liave  lost  no  old  likin^^s  or  dislikings ;  my  memory  haa 
not  failed  me  by  a  hair's-breadth.  You  ask  me  to  give  you  a 
meeting-.     I  say,  I  am  here.** 

"  Our  meeting,  Ilaredale,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  tapping  his 
snuff-box,  and  following  with  a  smile  the  impatient  gesture 
he  had  made — ^perhaps  unconsciously — towards  his  sword, 
"  is  one  of  conference  and  peace,  I  hope  ?  " 

I  have  come  here,**  returned  the  other,  at  your  desixe, 
holding  myself  bound  to  meet  you,  when  and  where  you 
would.  I  have  not  come  to  bandy  pleasant  speeches,  or 
hollow  professions.  You  are  a  smooth  man  of  the  world,  sir, 
and  at  such  play  have  me  at  a  disadvantage.  The  very  last 
man  on  this  earth  with  whom  I  would  enter  the  lists  to 
combat  with  gentle  compliments  and  maeked  ikoes,  is  Mr. 
Chester,  I  do  assure  you.  I  am  not  his  matdi  at  such 
weapons,  and  have  reason  to  believe  that  few  men  are." 

"  You  do  me  a  great  deal  of  honour,  Haredale,"  returned 
the  other,  most  composedly,  "  and  I  thank  you.  I  will  be 
frank  with  you — " 

"  I  beg  your  pardon — will  be  what  ?  " 

'*  Prank — open — ^perfectly  candid." 

**  Hah !  '*  cried  Mr.  Haredale,  drawing  in  his  breath. 

"  But  don't  let  me  interrupt  you.*' 

"So  resolved  am  I  to  hold  this  course,"  returned  tlie  other, 
tasting  his  Tvine  with  great  deliberation,  tliat  I  have  deter- 
mined not  to  quarrel  ^-itli  you,  and  not  to  be  betrayed  into  a 
warm  expression  or  a  hasty  word." 

"  There  again,'*  said  Mr.  Haredale,  you  will  have  me  at 
a  great  advauta<;e.    Your  self-command — •** 

"  Is  not  to  bo  disturbed,  when  it  will  servo  my  purpose, 
you  woidd  say,"— rejoined  the  other,  interrupting  him  with 
the  same  complacency.  Grante<l.  I  allow  it.  And  I  have 
a  purpose  to  serve  now.  So  have  you.  I  am  sure  our  object 
is  the  same.  Let  us  attain  it  like  sensible  men,  who  have 
ceased  to  be  boys  some  time. — Do  you  drink  ?  ** 

"  With  my  friends,"  returned  the  other. 

"  At  least,"  said  Mr.  Chester,    you  will  be  seated  ?** 
I  will  stand,'*  returned'  Mr.  Haredale,  impatiently,  "on 
this  dismantled  beggared  hearth,  and  not  pollute  it,  fallen  as 
it  is,  with  mockeries.    Go  on  ! " 

"  Toa  are  wrong,  Haredale,"  said  the  other,  crossing  his 
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legs,  and  Bmiling  as  he  held  his  glass  up  in  the  bright  glow 
of  the  fiie.  "  You  are  xeallj  rery  "wrong.  The  world  is  a 
liyely  place  enough,  in  whidx  we  must  accommodate  ourselvee 
to  circumstances^  sail  with  the  stream  aa  glibly  as  we  can,  be 
•content  to  take  j&oth  for  substance,  the  sur&ce  for  the  depth, 
the  counterfeit  for  the  real  coin.  I  wonder  no  philosopher 
has  ever  established  that  our  p^lobe  itself  is  hollow.  It 
fiiiould  be,  if  Nature  is  consistout  iu  iiur  works." 
"  You  think  it  is,  perhaps  ?  " 
I  should  say,"  he  returned,  sipping  his  wine,  there 
could  be  no  doubt  about  it.  Well ;  we,  in  our  trifling  with 
this  jingling  toy,  have  had  the  ill  luck  to  jostle  and  fall  out. 
We  are  not  what  the  world  calls  friends ;  but  we  are  as  good 
and  true  and  lo^dnp^  friends  for  all  that,  as  nine  out  of  every 
ten  of  those  on  whom  it  bestows  the  title.  You  have  a  niece, 
and  I  a  son — a  fine  lad,  Haredale,  but  foolish.  They  fall  in 
love  with  each  other,  and  form  what  this  same  world  calls  an 
attachment ;  meaning  a  something  £uiciful  and  false  like  all 
the  rest,  which,  if  it  took  its.  own  free  time,  would  break  like 
any  other  bubble.  But  it  may  not  have  its  own  free  time — 
will  not,  if  thej  are  left  alone — and  the  question  is,  shall  we 
two,  becau^  society  calls  us  enemies,  stand  alooi^  and  let 
them  rush  mto  each  other's  arms,  when,  by  apjiroaching  each 
other  sensibly,  as  we  do  now,  we  can  prevent  it,  and  part 
them  ? 

I  love  my  niece,''  said  Mr.  Haredale,  after  a  short  silence. 
*'  It  may  sound  strangely  in  your  ears ;  but  I  love  her.'' 

"Strangely,  my  good  feUow!"  cried  Mr.  Chester,  lazily 
filling  his  glass  again,  and  pulling  out  his  toothpick.  "  Not 
at  all.  I  like  Ned  too — or,  as  you  say,  love  him — that 's  the 
word  among  such  near  relations.  I 'm  very  fond  of  Ned. 
He 's  an  amazingly  good  fellow,  and  a  handsome  feUow — 
foolish  and  weak  as  yet ;  that 's  all.  But  the  thing  is, 
Haredale — for  I  '11  be  very  frank,  as  I  told  you  I  woidd  at 
first — independently  of  any  dislike  that  you  and  I  might  have 
to  being  related  to  eacli  other,  and  independently  of  the 
religious  diii'erencos  between  us — and  damn  it,  that's  im- 
portant— I  coiddn't  alibrd  a  match  of  this  descriptioA.  Ned 
and  I  couldn't  do  it.    It 's  impossible." 

Curb  your  tongue,  in  God's  name,  if  this  conversation  is 
to  last,"  retorted  Mx.  Haredale  fiercely.  "  I  have  said  I  love 
my  niece.   Do  you  think  that,  loving  her,  I  would  have  her 
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fling  her  heart  away  on  any  man  who  had  your  blood  in  his 
veins  ?  " 

"You  Bee,*'  said  the  other,  not  at  all  disturbed,  **<he 
advantage  of  being  so  frank  and  open.  Just  what  I  was 
about  to  add,  upon  my  honour !  I  am  amazingly  attached  to 
Ked — quite  doat  upon  him,  indeed — and  even  if  we  could 
afford  to  throw  ourselves  away,  that  very  objection  would  be 
quite  insuperable. — I  wish  you  'd  take  some  wine." 

Mark  me,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  striding  to  the  table,  and 
laying  his  hand  upon  it  heavily.  If  any  man  believes — 
presumes  to  think — that  I,  in  word,  or  deed,  or  in  the  wildest 
dream,  erer  entertained  remotely  the  idea  of  Emma  Hare- 
dale's  fiavoiiiuig  the  suit  of  one  who  was  akin  to  you — jsk  aaj 
way — care  not  what — ^he  lies.  He  lies,  and  does  me 
grievous  wrong,  in  the  mere  thought." 

Haredale/'  returned  the  other,  rocking  himself  to  and  fro 
aa  in  assent,  and  nodding  at  the  flie,  "  it's  eztramely  manly, 
and  really  Teiy  generous  in  you,  to  meet  me  in  this  nnieserved 
and  handsome  way.  Upon  my  word,  those  are  exactly  my 
sentiments,  only  expressed  with  much  more  foroe  and  power 
than  I  coidd  use-— you  know  my  sluggish  nature,  and  will 
forgive  me,  I  am  SUie." 

"  While  I  would  restrain  her  from  all  correspondence  with 
your  son,  and  sever  their  intercourse  here,  though  it  should 
cause  her  death,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  who  had  been  pacing  to 
and  fro,  "I  would  do  it  kindly  and  tenderly  if  I  can.  I  have 
a  trust  to  discharge  which  my  nature  is  not  formed  to 
understand,  and,  for  this  reason,  the  bare  fact  of  there  being 
any  love  between  them  comes  upon  me  to-night,  almost  for 
the  first  time." 

"  I  am  more  delighted  than  I  can  possibly  tell  you," 
rejoined  Mr.  Chester  "s^ith  the  utmost  blandness,  "to  find  my 
o^Ti  impression  so  confirmed.  You  see  the  advantage  of  our 
having  met.  We  understand  each  other.  We  quite  agree. 
We  have  a  most  complete  and  thorough  explanation,  and  we 
know  what  course  to  take. — ^Why  don't  you  taste  your 
•  tenant's  wine  ?  It 's  really  very  good." 

Pray  who,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  have  aided  Emma»  or 
your  son  ?  Who  are-  their  go-betweens,  and  agents— do  you 
know?" 

''All  the  good  people  hereabouts — ^the  neighbourhood  in 

general,  I  think,"  returned  the  other,  with  his  most  a&hle 
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smile.  "  The  mefisenger  I  sent  to  you  to-daj,  foemost  among 
iheman." 

The  idiot?  Baniabj?" 
"  Yoa  are  snrpiriaed  ?  I  am  glad  of  iihaty  fbr  I  waa  raiher 
80  myself.  Tes.  I  wrung  that  from  his  mother — a  yeiy 
deoeat  sort  of  iroman-^from  whom,  indeed,  I  ohiefly  learnt 
how  serious  the  matter  had  become,  and  so  detennined  to  ride 
out  here  to-day,  and  hold  a  parley  with  yon  on  this  neutral 
ground. — ^You  're  stouter  than  you  used  to  be,  Haredale,  but 
you  look  extremely  well." 

Our  business,  I  presume,  is  nearly  at  an  end,"  said  Mr. 
Haredale,  with,  an  expression  of  impatience  he  was  at  no 
pains  to  conceal.  Trust  me,  Mr.  Chester,  my  niece  shall 
change  from  this  time.  I  will  appeal,"  he  added  in  a  lower 
tone,  to  her  woman's  heart,  her  dignity,  her  pride,  her 
duty—" 

I  shall  do  the  same  by  Ned,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  restorinp^ 
some  errant  faggots  to  their  places  in  tlie  grate  \\ath  the  toe 
of  his  boot.  "  If  there  is  anything  real  in  the  world,  it  is 
those  amazingly  fine  feelings  and  those  natural  obligations 
which  must  subsist  between  father  and  son.  I  shall  put  it  to 
him  on  every  ground  of  moral  and  religious  feeling.  I  shall 
represent  to  him  that  we  cannot  possibly  afford  it — that  I 
have  always  looked  forward  to  his  marrying  well,  for  a 
genteel  proyision  liar  myself  in  the  autumn  of  life^that  there 
are  a  great  msny  clamorous  dogs  to  pay,  whose  claims  are 
perfectly  just  and  right,  and  who  must  be  paid  out  of  his 
wife's  fortune.  In  short  that  the  yery  highest  and  most 
honourable  Heelings  of  our  nature,  with  eveiy  consideration  of 
filial  duiy  and  aSbotion,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  impera- 
tively demand  that  he  should  run  away  with  an  heiress." 

"  And  break  her  heart  as  speedily  as  possible  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Haredale,  drawing  on  his  glove.  • 

''There  Ned  will  act  exactly  as  he  pleases,"  returned  tiie 
other,  sipping  his  wine;  ''that's  entirely  his  affiedr.  I 
wouldn't  iac  the  world  interfere  with  my  son,  Haredale, 
beyond  a  certain  point.  The  relationship  between  father  and 
son,  you  know,  is  positively  quite  a  holy  kind  of  bond. — 
Won't  you  let  me  persuade  you  to  take  one  glass  of  wine? 
"Well !  as  you  please,  as  you  please,"  he  added,  helping 
himself  again. 

''  Chester,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  after  a  short  silence,  during 
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which  ho  had  eyed  his  smiling  faee  from  time  to  time  intently, 
you  have  the  head  aad  heart  of  au  evil  spirit  in  all  matters 
of  deception." 

"  Your  health ! said  the  other,  with  a  nod.  **  But  I  have 
interrupted  yoa — " 

''If  now/'  pursued  Mr.  Haredale,  ''we  should  fmd  it 
difiGlcult  to  separate  these  young  people,  and  break  off  their 
interoourse — ^if,  for  instance,  you  find  it  difficult  on  your  side, 
what  course  do  you  intend  to  take  ? 

Nothing  plainer,  my  good  fellow,  nothing  easier,"  re- 
turned the  oflier,  shrugging  his  shoulders  and  stretching 
himself  more  comfortaUy  before  the  fire.  "I  ehall  then 
exert  those  powers  cm  which  you  flatter  rhe  so  highly — 
though,  upon  my  word,  I  don't  deserve  your  compliments  to 
their  ML  extent^-and  resort  to  a  few  litde  trivial  subterfuges 
for  rousing  jealousy  and  resentment.    You  see  ?  " 

"  In  short,  justifyinpf  tlio  moans  hy  the  end,  vre  are,  as  a 
last  resource  for  teariii^^  tliom  asunder,  to  resort  to  treachery 
and — and  lying,"  said  Mr.  Harodale. 

**  Oh  dear  no.  Fie,  fie  !  "  returned  the  otlier,  roliwliing-  a 
pinch  of  snuff  extremely.  "Not  lyinfj^.  Only  a  littlo  manage- 
ment, a  little  dij>lomacy,  a  littlo — iiitrio^uing  tluit 's  tlie  word.'* 

"I  wish,"  said  Mr.  Haredalo,  moving  to  and  fro,  and 
stopping,  and  moving  on  again,  like  one  who  was  ill  at  ease, 
' '  that  this  could  have  been  foreseen  or  prevented.  But  as 
it  has  gone  so  far,  and  it  is  necessary  for  us  to  act,  it  is  of  no 
use  shrinking  or  regretting.  Wedl!  I  shall  seoqnd  your 
endeayours  to  the  utmost  of  my  power.  There  is  one  topic  in 
the  whole  wide  range  of  human  thoughts  on  which  we  both 
agree.  We  shall  act  in  concert,  but  apart  There  will  be  no 
need,  I  hope,  for  us  to  meet  again.'' 

"  Are  you  going  ? ''  said  Mr.  Chester,  riong  with  a  grace- 
ful indolence.    '*  Let  me  light  you  down  the  stairs." 

"  Fray  keep  your  seat,"  returned  the  other  drily,  "  I  know 
the  way."  So,  waving  his  hand  slightly,  and  putting  on  his 
hat  as  he  tamed  upon  his  heel,  he  went  danldng  out  as  he 
had  come,  shut  the  door  behind  him,  and  tramped  down  the 
edioing  stairs. 

**  Pah  !  A  very  coarse  animal,  indeed !  said  Mr.  Chester, 
composing  himself  in  the  easy  chair  again.    "  A  rough  brute. 

Quite  a  liuirian  badger  ! 

John  W^illet  and  his  friends,  who  had  been  listening 
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intently  for  tlie  clash  of  swords,  or  firing  of  pistols  in  the 
great  room,  and  had  indeed  settled  the  order  in  which  they 
should  rush  in  when  summoned — in  which  procession  old 
John  had  oarefully  azranged  that  he  should  bring  up  the 
rear — ^were  very  much  astonished  to  see  Mr.  Haredale  come 
down  without  a  srrntch,  call  for  his  hone,  and  ride  away 
thoughtfully  at  a  footpace.  After  some  consideration,  it  was 
de<  i(lod  that  he  had  left  the  gentleman  above,  ioir  dead,  and 
had  adopted  this  stratagem  to  divert  suapioioiL  or  pursuit. 

As  this  conclusion  involTed  the  neoe88it3r  of  their  going 
up-stairs  forthwith,  they  were  about  to  ascend  in  liie  order 
they  had  agreed  upon,  when  a  smart  ringing  at  (be  guest's 
bell,  as  if  he  had  puUed  it  -vigoroualy,  overthrew  all  their 
speculations,  and  iuToIred  them  in  great  uncertainty  and 
doubt.  At  length  Mr.  Willet  agreed  to  go  up-stairs  himself, 
escorted  by  Hugh  and  Bamabj,  as  the  strongest  and  stoutest 
fellows  on  the  premises,  who  were  to  make  tiieir  appearance 
under  pretence  of  dearing  away  the  glasses. 

Under  this  protection,  the  brave  and  broad-faced  John 
boldly  entered  the  room,  half  a  foot  in  advance,  and  received 
an  order  for  a  boot-jack  without  trembling.  But  when  it  was 
brought,  and  he  leant  his  sturdy  shoulder  to  the  guest,  Mr. 
"Willet  was  observed  to  look  very  hard  into  liis  boots  as  he 
pidled  them  off,  and,  by  opening  his  eyes  much  \Wder  than 
usual,  to  appear  to  express  some  siui^rise  and  disappointment 
at  not  finding  them  full  of  blood.  Ho  took  occasion,  too,  to 
examino  the  gentleman  as  closel}"-  as  ho  could,  expecting  to 
discover  sundry  loop-holes  in  his  person,  j^ierced  by  his 
adversary's  sword.  Finding  none,  however,  and  obs(^rv^ng  in 
course  of  time  that  his  guest  was  as  cool  and  unruffled,  botli 
in  his  dress  and  temper,  as  he  had  been  all  day,  old  Jolm  at 
last  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  began  to  think  no  duel  had  been 
fought  that  night. 

"  And  now,  Willet,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  "  if  the  room  *8  well 
aired,  I  *11  tiy  the  merits  of  that  famous  bed." 

The  room,  sir,"  returned  John,  taking  up  a  candle,  and 
nudging  Bamaby  and  Hugh  to  accompany  them,  in  case  the 
gentleman  should  unexpectedly  drop  down  faint  or  dead  from 
some  internal  wound,  **  the  room's  as  warm  as  any  toast  in  a 
tankard.  Bamaby,  take  you  that  other  candle,  and  ^  on 
befbre.    Hugh !  Follow  up,  sir,  with  the  easy-ehiiir." 

In  this  order — and  still,  in  his  earnest  inspection,  holding 
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his  candle  Tery  close  to  the  guest;  now  tnaking  him  feel 
extremely  warm  about  the  legs,  now  threatening  to  set  his 
wig  on  fire,  and  oonstantly  begging  his  pardon  with  great 
awkwardness  and  embaiTas8ment---John  led  the  party  to  the 
best  bed-room,  which  was  nearly  as  large  as  ^e  chamber 
from  which  they  had  come,  and  held,  drawn  out  near  the  fire 
I6r  warmth,  a  great  old  spectral  bedstead,  hung  with  &ded 
brocade,  and  ornamented,  at  the  top  of  each  carved  post,  with 
a  plume  of  feathers  that  had  once  been  white,  but  with  dust 
and  ago  had  now  grown  hearse-like  and  funereal. 

**€k)od  night,  mj  friends,"  said  Mr.  Chester  with  a  sweet 
smile,  seating  himself,  when  he  had  surveyed  the  room  from 
end  to  end,  in  the  easy  chair  which  his  attendants  wheeled 
before  the  fire.  "  Good  night !  Bamaby,  my  good  fellow,  you 
say  some  prayers  before  you  go  to  bed,  I  liope  ?  *' 

Bamaby  nodded.  He  has  some  nonsense  that  he  calls 
his  prayers,  sir,"  returned  old  John,  officiously.  "  I 'm  afraid 
there  an't  much  good  in  'em." 

*^  And  Hugh  ?  "  said  Mr.  Chostor,  turning  to  him. 
Not  I,"  he  answered.       I  know  his" — ^pointing  to 
Bamaby — they  're  well  enough.    He  sings  'em  sometimes 
in  the  straw.    I  listen." 

"He's  quite  a  animal,  sir,"  John  whispered  in  his  ear 
with  dignity.  ''You'll  excuse  him,  I'm  sure.  If  he  has 
any  soul  at  all,  sir,  it  must  be  such  a  very  small  one,  that  it 
don't  signify  what  he  does  or  doesn't  in  that  way.  Good 
night,  sir !  ** 

The  guest  rejoined  **Qod  bless  you!"  with  a  Ibrvour 
that  was  quite  afiBdcting ;  and  John,  beckoning  his  guards  to 
go  befbre,  bowed  himself  out  of  the  room,  and  left  bim  to  his 
rest  in  the  Maypole's  ancient  bed. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


Iv  Josepli  WiUety  ^ke  denoimoed  and  prosGribed  of  'pfen- 
iioes,  had  happened  to  he  at  home  when  his  feilher's  oourflj 
guest  praented  himself  before  the  Maypole  door — that  is,  i£ 
it  had  not  perversely  chanced  to  be  one  of  the  half-doKen  days 
in  the  whole  year  on  which  he  was  at  liberty  to  absent  him- 
self for  as  many  hours  without  question  or  reproach — he 
would  have  contriYed,  by  hook  or  crook,  to  dive  to  the  yeiy 
bottom  of  Mr.  Chester's  mystery,  and  to  come  at  his  purpose 
with  as  much  certainty  as  though  he  had  been  his  confidential 
adviser.  In  that  fortunate  case,  the  lovers  would  have  had 
quick  ^va^ninp;■  of  the  ills  that  threatened  them,  and  the  aid  of 
various  timely  and  wise  suQcpi-estions  to  boot ;  for  all  Joe's 
readiness  of  thou<>-ht  and  action,  and  all  his  sympatliies  and 
good  wishes,  were  enlist(Ml  in  favour  of  the  young  people,  and 
were  staunch  in  devotidn  to  tlieir  cause.  Wliether  this  dis- 
position arose  out  of  his  old  prepossessions  in  favour  of  the 
young  lady,  whose  liistory  had  surroimded  her  in  liis  mind, 
almost  from  his  cradle,  -w-ith  circumstances  of  unusual  interest; 
or  from  his  attaclnnout  towards  the  younpf  gentleman,  into 
whost*  confidence  he  had,  through  his  slirewdness  and  alacrity, 
and  the  rendering  of  sundry  important  services  as  a  spy  and 
messenger,  almost  imperceptibly  glided;  whether  they  had 
their  origin  in  eitlier  of  these  sources,  or  is.  the  habit  natural 
to  youth,  or  in  the  constant  badgering  and  worrying  of  his 
venerable  parent,  or  in  any  hidden  little  love  affair  of  his  own 
which  gave  him  something  of  a  fellow-feeling  in  the  matter, 
it  is  needless  to  inquire — especially  as  Joe  was  out  of  the 
way,  and  had  no  opportunity  on  that  particular  occasion  of 
testifying  to  his  sentiments  either  on  one  side  or  the  other. 

It  was,  in  fact,  the  twenty-fifth  of  March,  which,  as  most 
people  know  to  their  cost,  is  and  h^s  been  time  out  of  mind,  # 
one  of  those  impleasant  epochs  termed  quarter-days.    On  this 
twenty-fifth  of  March,  it  was  John  Willet's  pride  annually  to 
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settle,  in  hard  cash,  his  account  "wdth  a  certain  vintner  and 
distiller  in  the  city  of  London ;  to  give  into  whose  liaiidfi  a 
canvas  bag  containing  its  exact  amount,  and  not  a  penny 
more  or  less,  was  the  end  and  ohject  of  a  journey  for  Joe,  so 
surely  as  the  year  and  day  came  round. 

This  jouiney  was  perfbzmed  upon  an  old  gi-ey  mare,  con- 
cerning whom  John  had  an  indistiiiet  set  of  ideas  hovering 
about  him,  to  the  effect  that  she  could  win  a  plate  or  cup  if 
she  tried.  She  never  had  tried,  and  pzobably  ne^er  would 
now,  being  some  fouiteen  or  fifteen  years  of  age,  short  in 
wind,  long  in  body,  and  rather  the  worse  for  wear  in  respect 
of  her  mane  and  tail.  Notwithstanding  these  slight  defects, 
John  perfbcilj  gloried  in  the  animal;  and  when  she  was 
brought  zound  to  the  door  by  Hugh,  aotuallj  retired  into  the 
bar,  and  there,  in  a  seeret  grove  of  lemons^  laughed  with* 
pride. 

''There 's  a  bit  of  horseflesh,  Hugh! "  said  John,  when  he 
had  recovered  enough  self-oommand  to  appear  at  the  door 
again.  **  There 's  a  comely  creatur !  There 's  high  mettle ! 
There 's  bone  \ " 

There  was  bone  enough  beyond  all  doubt ;  and  so  Hugh 
seemed  to  think,  as  he  sat  sideways  in  the  saddle,  lazily 
doubled  up  with  his  chin  neaily  touching  his  knees ;  and 
heedless  of  the  d.mgling  stirrups  and  loose  bridle-rein, 
sauntered  up  and  doM^l  on  the  little  green  before  the  door. 

Mind  you  take  good  care  of  her,  sir,"  said  John,  appeal- 
ing from  this  insensible  person  to  his  son  and  heir,  who  now 
appeared,  fidly  equipped  and  ready.    "  Don't  you  ride  hard.'*  . 

**  I  should  be  j)uzzled  to  do  that,  I  think,  father,"  Joe 
replied,  casting  a  disconsolate  look  at  tlie  animal. 

"None  of  3'our  impudence,  sir,  if  you  please,"  retorted  old 
John.  What  would  you  ride,  sir  ?  A  wild  ass  or  zebra 
would  be  too  tame  for  you,  wouldn't  he,  eh  sir  ?  You 'd  like 
to  ride  a  roaring  lion,  wouldn't  you,  sir,  eh  sir  ?  Hold  your 
tongue,  sir."  When  Mr.  WiUet,  in  liis  differences  with  his 
son,  had  exhausted  all  the  questions  that  occurred  to  lum,  and 
Joe  had  said  nothing  at  all  in  answer,  he  generally  wound  up 
by  bidding  him  hold  his  tongue. 

'*  And  what  does  the  boy  mean,'*  added  Mr.  Willet^  after 
he  had  stared  at  him  for  ^  little  time,  in  a  species  of  stupe- 
fiustion,  **  by  ooddng  his  hat  to  such  an  extent !  Are  you  a 
going  to  IdU  the  wintner,  sir  F  " 
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"  No/'  said  Joe,  tartly ;  *'l*m  not.  Now  jour  mind  *8  at 
ease,  father/* 

"  With  a  milintaiy  air,  too ! "  said  Mr.  Willet,  surveyings 
him  from  top  to  toe ;  "  with  a  swag^ring,  fire-eating,  biling- 
water  drinking  sort  of  way  with  him !  And  what  do  yoa 
mean  by  pulling  up  the  crocuses  and  snowdrops,  eh  sir  ? 

**  It 's  only  a  litde  nosegay/'  said  Joe,  reddening.  There's 
no  harm  in  tiiat,  I  hope?" 

You  're  a  hoy  of  business,  you  are,  sir ! "  said  Mr.  WiUet, 
disdainfully,  "to  go  supposing  that  wintners  care  for  nose* 
gays/' 

''I  don't  suppose  anything  of  the  Mnd,"  returned  Joe. 
"  Let  ihem  keep  their  red  noses  Ibr  bottles  and  tankards. 

These  are  going  to  Mr.  Varden's  house." 

' '  And  do  you  suppose  he  minds  such  things  as  crocuses  ?  " 
demanded  John. 

"I  don't  know,  and  to  say  the  truth,  I  don't  care,"  said 
Joe.  "  Come  father,  give  me  the  money,  and  in  the  name  of 
patienoe  let  me  go." 

"  Tliere  it  is,  sir,"  replied  John  ;  *'  and  take  care  of  it ; 
and  mind  you  don't  make  too  much  haste  back,  but  give  the 
mare  a  long  rest.- — Do  you  mind  ?  " 

Ay,  I  mind,"  returned  Joe.  "  She  need  it,  Heaven 
knows." 

And  don't  you  score  up  too  much  at  the  Black  lion," 
said  John.    "  Mind  that  too." 

''Then  why  don't  you  let  me  have  some  money  of  my 
own?"  retorted  Joe,  sorrowfully;  "why  don't  you,  father? 
What  do  you  send  me  into  London  for,  giving  me  only  the 
right  to  caU  for  my  dinner  at  the  Black  Lion,  which  you're 
to  pay  Ibr  next  time  you  go,  as  if  I  was  not  to  be  trusted  with 
a  hw  shillings  ?  Why  do  you  use  me  like  this  ?  It 's  not 
right  of  you.   You  can't  expect  me  to  be  quiet  under  it." 

Let  him  have  money !  "  cried  John  in  a  drowsy  reverie. 
"  What  does  he  call  money — guineas  ?  Hasn't  he  got  money  ? 
Over  and  above  the  tolls,  hasn't  he  one  and  sixpence ?" 

"  One  and  sixpence ! "  repeated  his  son  contemptuously. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  returned  John,  "  one  and  sixpence.  When  I 
was  your  age,  I  had  never  seen  so  much  money,  in  a  heap. 
A  shilling  of  it  is  in  case  of  accidents — the  mare  casting  a 
shoe,  or  the  like  of  that.  The  other  sixpence  is  to  spend  in 
the  diversions  of  London ;  and  the  diversion  I  recommend  is 
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going  to  tho  top  of  tlie  Monument,  and  sitting  there.  There's 
no  temptation  there,  sir — no  drink — no  young  women — no 
bad  characters  of  any  sort — nothing  but  imagination.  That 's 
the  way  I  enjoyed  myself  when  I  was  your  ago,  sir.*' 

To  this,  Joe  made  no  answer,  but  beckoning  Hugh,  leaped 
into  the  saddle  and  rode  away ;  and  a  very  stalwart,  manly 
horseman  he  looked,  deserving  a  better  charger  than  it  was 
his  fortune  to  bestride.  John  stood  staring  after  him,  or 
rather  after  the  grey  mare  (for  he  had  no  eyes  for  her  rider), 
until  man  and  beast  had  been  out  of  sight  some  twenfy 
minutes,  when  he  began  to  >  think  they  were  gone,  and  slowly 
re-entering  the  house,  &U  into  a  gentle  doze. 

The  imfortunate  grey  mare,  who  was  the  agony  of  Joe's 
life,  floundered  aloi^  at  her  own  will  and  pleasure  until  the 
Maypole  was  no  longer  visible^  and  then,  contracting  her  legs 
into  what  in  a  puppet  would  have  been  looked  upon  as  a 
clumsy  and  awkweod  imitatioii  of  a  oanter,  mended  her  pace 
all  at  onoe,  and  did  it  of  her  own  accord.  The  acquaintance 
with  her  rider's  usual  mode  of  proceeding,  which  suggested 
this  improTement  in  hers,  impelled  her  likewise  to  torn  up  a  . 
bye*way,  leading — not  to  London,  but  through  lanes  running 
parallel  with  the  road  they  had  come,  and  passing  within  a 
taw  hundred  yards  of  the  Maypole,  which  led  fimilly  to  an 
inclosure  surroimding  a  large,  old,  red-brick  mansion — ^the 
same  of  which  mention  was  made  as  the  Warren  in  the  first 
chapter  of  this  history.  Coming  to  a  dead  stop  in  a  little 
copse  thereabout,  she  suffered  her  rider  to  dismount  with 
right  good-will,  and  to  tie  her  to  the  trunk  of  a  tree. 

Stay  there,  old  girl,"  said  Joe,  ''and  let  us  see  whether 
there 's  any  little  commission  for  me  to-day."  So  sa^dng,  he 
left  her  to  browze  upon  such  stunted  grass  and  weeds  as 
happened  to  grow  within  the  length  of  her  tether,  and  passing 
through  a  wi(;ket  gate,  entered  the  grounds  on  foot. 

The  pathway,  after  a  very  few  minutes'  walking,  brought 
him  close  to  the  house,  towards  wliich,  and  especially  towards 
one  particular  window,  he  directed  many  covert  glances.  It 
was  a  dreary,  silent  building,  with  echoing  court3^ards,  deso- 
lated turret-chambers,  and  whole  suites  of  rooms  shut  up  and 
mouldering  to  ruin. 

The  terrace-garden,  dark  with  the  shade  of  oyerhanging 
trees,  had  an  air  of  melancholy  that  was  quite  oppressive. 
Gxeat  iron  gates,  disused  f6r  many  years,  and  red  with  rust, 
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drooping  on  iiheir  Imtgee  and  overgrown  witii  long  rank  grass, 
seemed  as  though  thej  .tried  to  sink  into  the  ground,  and  hide 
their  jfollen  state  among  the  friendly  weeds.    The  fantastic 

monsters  on  the  walls,  green  with  age  and  damp,  and  covered 

liore  and  tliere  with  moss,  looked  grim  and  desolate.  There 
Avas  a  sombre  aspect  eveu  on  that  part  of  tlie  numsion  which 
was  inhabited  and  kept  in  good  repair,  that  struck  the  be- 
liolder  with  a  sense  of  sadness;  of  something  forlorn  and 
failing,  whence  cheerfiihiess  was  banished.  It  wonld  have 
been  difficult  to  imagine  a  l)right  fire  bhizing  in  the  dull  and 
darkonod  rooms,  or  to  ])ic  ture  any  gaiety  of  lieart  or  revelry 
that  the  frowning  walls  shut  in.  It  seemed  a  place  whore 
such  things  had  been,  but  could  be  no  more — the  very  ghost 
of  a  house,  hannting  the  old  spot  in  its  old  outward  ibrm,  and 
that  was  all. 

!Much  of  this  decayed  and  sombre  look  was  attributable,  no 
doubt^  to  the  death  of  its  former  master,  and  the  temper  of  its 
present  occupant;  but  remembering  the  tale  connected  with 
the  mansion,  it  seemed  the  yery  pLM»  for  such  a  deed,  and 
one  that  might  haTe  been  its  predestined  theatre  years  upon 
yeazs  ago.  Viewed  with  reference  to  this  legend,  the  sheet  of 
water  where  tihe  steward's  body  had  been  found  appeared  to 
wear  a  black  and  sullen  character,  such  as  no  other  pool  might 
own;  the  bell  upon  the  roof  that  had  told  the  tale  of  murder 
to  the  midnight  wind,  became  a  very  phantom  whose  voice 
would  raise  the  listener's  hair  on  end;  and  every  leafless 
bough  that  nodded  to  another,  had  its  stealthy  whispering  of 
the  crime. 

Joe  paced  up  and  do\^Ti  the  path,  sometimes  stopping  in 
affected  contemplation  of  the  building  or  the  prosj)ect,  some- 
times loaning  against  a  tree  with  an  assumed  air  of  idleness 
and  indifference,  but  always  keeping  an  eye  upon  tlie  window 
he  had  singled  out  at  first.  After  some  quarter  of  an  hour^s 
delay,  a  small  wliite  hand  Avas  A\  avcd  to  liim  for  an  instant 
from  tliis  casement,  and  tlie  young  man,  with  a  respectful  bow, 
departed ;  saying  under  his  breath  as  be  crossed  his  horse 
again,  "  No  errand  for  me  to-day  ! 

But  the  air  of  smartness,  the  cock  of  the  hat  to  wliich  John 
Willet  had  objected,  and  the  spring  nosegay,  all  betokened 
some  little  errand  of  his  own,  having  a  more  interesting 
object  than  a  Adntner  or  even  a  locksmith.  So,  indeedi  it 
turned  out;  for  when  he  had  settled  with  the  vintner — ^whose 
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J) lace  of  business  was  dowTi  in  some  deep  cellars  hard  by 
Thames-street,  and  who  was  as  purple-faced  au  old  pfentlt'inaii 
as  if  he  had  all  his  life  supported  their  ar(;hed  roof  ou  liis 
head — when  ho  had  settled  the  account,  and  taken  the  receipt, 
and  decKned  tasting  more  than  three  glasses  of  old  sherry,  to 
the  unbounded  astonisiiment  of  the  purple-faoed  yintner,  who, 
gimlet  in  hand,  had  projected  an  attack  upon  at  least  a  scoro 
of  dusty  casks,  and  who  stood  transfixed,  or  morally  gimleted 
.  as  it  were,  to  his  own  wall — when  he  had  done  all  this,  and 
disposed  besides  of  a  frugal  dinner  at  the  Black  Lion  in 
"Whiteohapel ;  spnming  the  Monument  and  John's  advioe,  he 
turned  his  steps  towards  the  locksmith's  house,  attracted  hy 
the  eyes  of  blooming  DoUy  Varden. 

Joe  was  by  no  means  a  sheepish  ^ow,  but,  for  aU  that, 
when  he  got  to  the  comer  of  the  street  in  which  the  locksmith 
lived,  he  could  by  no  means  make  up  his  mind  to  walk 
straight  to  the  house.  First,  he  resohed  to  stroll  up  anotiier 
street  for  five  minutes,  then  up  another  street  for  five  minutes 
more,  and  so  on  until  he  had  lost  full  half  an  hour,  when  Ik  5 
made  a  hold  plunge  and  i'ound  himself  with  a  red  face  and  a 
beating  heart  in  the  smoky  workshop. 

"Joe  Willet,  or  his  ghost?  "  said  Vardon,  rising  from  the 
desk  at  which  he  was  busy  with  his  books,  and  looking  at 
him  under  his  spectacles.  Wluch  is  it  ?  Joe  in  the  flesh, 
eh?  That's  hearty.  And  how  are  all  the  Chigwell  com- 
pany, Joe?'* 

Much  as  usual,  sir — they  and  I  agree  as  well  as  ever." 
"  Well,  well  I "  said  the  locksmith.  "  We  must  be  patient, 
Joe,  and  bear  with  old  folks'  foibles.  How 's  the  mare,  Joe  ? 
Does  she  do  the  four  miles  an  hour  as  easily  as  ever  ?  Ha, 
ha^  ha !  Does  she,  Joe  ?  £h ! — ^What  have  we  there,  Jo^^ 
a  nosegay ! " 

"  A  veiy  poor  one,  sir — thought  Miss  Dolly — 

Xo,  no,"  said  Gabriel,  dropping  his  voice,  and  shaking 
his  head,  ''not  Dolly.  Give  'em  to  her  mothw,  Joe.  A 
great  deal  better  give  'em  to  her  mother.  Would  you  mind 
giving  'em  to  Mrs.  Varden,  Joe?" 

Oh  no,  sir,"  Joe  replied,  and  endeavouring,  but  not  with 
the  greatest  possible  success,  to  hide  his  disappointment.  "  I 
shall  be  very  glad,  I 'm  sure." 

That  'a  right,"  said  the  locksniiili,  patting  him  on  the 
back.    "  it  don't  matter  who  ha^  'em,  Joe  ?  "  ^ 
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Not  a  bit,  sir." — Dear  heart,  how  the  words  stuck  in 
his  thi'oat ! 

"  Come  in,"  said  GabrieL  I  have  just  been  called  to  tea* 
She 's  in  the  parlour.** 

"  She,"  thought  Joe.  "  Which  of  'em  I  wonder — Mrs.  or 
Miss  ? "  The  locksmith  settled  the  doubt  as  neatly  as  if  it 
had  been  expressed  aloud,  by  leading  him  to  the  door,  and 
Baying,  "  Martha,  my  dear,  here 's  young  Mr.  Willet." 

Now,  Mrs.  Varden,  regai'ding  the  Maypole  as  a  sort  of 
human  mau-trap,  or  decoy  for  husbands ;  viewing  its  pro- 
prietor, and  all  who  aided  and  abetted  him,  in  the  light  of  aa 
many  poachers  among  Christian  men ;  and  believing,  more- 
over, ^at  the  publicaofi  coupled  with  fiiimers  in  Holy  Writ 
were  veritable  licensed  victuallers ;  was  far  from  being 
favourably  disposed  towards  her  visitor.  Wherefore  she  was 
taken  fiaint  directly;  and  being  duly  presented  with  the 
crocuses  and  snowdrops,  divined  on  further  consideration  tiiat 
they  were  the  occasion  of  the  languor  which  had  seised  upon 
her  Bpirxta.  "  I  *m  afraid  I  couldn't  hear  the  room  anoSier 
minute,"  said  the  good  lady,  '*  i£  they  remained  here.  WinM 
you  excuse  my  putting  them  out  of  window  ?  " 

Joe  begged  she  wouldn't  mention  it  on  any  account,  and 
smiled  f eeUy  as  he  saw  them  deposited  on  the  sOl  outside.  If 
anybody  coidd  have  known  the  pains  he  had  taken  to  make 
up  that  despised  and  misused  bunch  of  fiowers ! 

"  I  feel  it  quite  a  relief  to  get  rid  of  them,  I  assure  you," 
said  Mrs.  Varden.  "  I 'm  better  already."  And  indeed  she 
did  appear  to  have  plucked  up  her  spirits. 

Joe  expressed  liis  gratitude  to  Providence  for  this  favour- 
able dispensation,  and  tried  to  look  as  if  he  didn't  wonder 
where  Dolly  was. 

"  You  're  sad  people  at  Chigwell,  Mr.  Joseph,"  said  Mrs.  V» 

**  I  hope  not,  ma'am,"  returned  Joe. 

"  You  're  the  cruellest  and  most  inconsiderate  people  in  the 
world,"  said  Mrs.  Varden,  bridling.  "  I  wonder  old  Mr. 
Willet,  luiving  been  a  married  man  liimself,  doesn't  know 
better  tlifin  to  conduct  himself  as  he  does.  His  doing  it  for 
profit  is  no  excuse.  I  would  rather  pay  the  money  twenty 
times  over,  and  have  Varden  come  home  like  a  respectable 
and  sober  tradesman.  If  there  is  one  character,"  said  Mrs. 
Varden  with  great  emphasLs,  that  offends  and  disgusts  me 
more  than  another,  it  is  a  sot." 
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*'Come,  Martha,  my  dear,"  said  the  locksmith  bheerily, 
**let  us  have  tea,  aad  don't  let  us  talk  about  sots.  There 
are  none  here,  and  Joe  don't  wont  to  heax  about  them,  I 
dare  say.'* 

At  this  crisis,  Mig^  appeared  with  toast. 

"  I  dare  say  he  does  not,"  said  Mrs.  Varden;  **  and  I  dare 
say  you  do  not,  Varden.  It 's  a  very  unpleasant  subject  I 
have  no  doubt,  though  I  won't  say  it 's  personal" — Miggs 
coughed — *' whatever  I  may  be  forced  to  think,"  Miggs 
sneezed  expressively.  "  You  never  will  know,  Varden,  and 
nobody  at  young  Mr.  Willet's  age — you  '11  excuse  me,  sir — 
can  be  expected  to  know,  what  a  woman  sufiers  when  she  is 
waiting  at  home  under  such  circumstances.  If  you  don't 
believe  me,  as  1  know  you  don't,  here 's  Miggs,  who  is  only 
too  often  a  witness  of  it — ask  her." 

**  Oh !  she  were  very  bad  the  other  night,  sir,  indeed  she 
ifere,"  said  Miggs.  If  you  hadn't  the  sweetness  of  an 
angel  in  you,  mim,  I  don't  think  you  oould  abear  it^  I  laly 
don*t." 

Miggs,"  said  Mis.  Varden,  ''you're  profime." 
Begging  your  pardon,  mim,''  returned  Miggs,  with  shrill 
rapidity,  "  such  was  not  my  intentions,  and  sudi  I  hope  is  not 
my  character,  though  I  am  but  a  servant." 

Answering  me,  Miggs,  and  providing  yourself,"  retorted 
her  mistress,  looking  round  with  dignity,  "is  one  and  the 
flame  thing.  How  dare  you  speak  of  angels  in  connection 
with  your  sinM  I^Uow-beings — mere" — said  Mrs.  Varden, 
glanchig  at  herself  in  a  neighbouring  mirror,  and  arranging 
the  ribbon  of  her  cap  in  a  more  becoming  fashion — mere 
worms  and  grovellers  as  we  are  !  " 

"  I  did  not  intend,  mim,  if  you  please,  to  give  offence," 
said  Miggs,  confident  in  the  strength  of  her  compliineiit,  and 
developing  strongly  in  the  throat  as  usutil,  and  I  did  not 
expect  it  would  be  took  as  such.  I  hope  I  know  my  o\sn 
unworthiness,  and  that  I  hate  and  d(^spise  myself  and  all  my 
fellow-creaturt 'S  as  every  practical  Cliri.stian  should." 

"You'll  have  tliu  goo(biess,  if  you  ])lease,"  said  Mrs. 
Varden  loftily,  "  to  step  up-stairs  and  see  if  Dolly  has  fiuislied 
drf'ssiiig,  and  to  tell  her  that  the  chair  that  was  ordered  for 
her  wiU  be  here  in  a  minute,  and  that  if  she  keeps  it  waiting, 
1  shall  send  it  away  that  instant. — I  'm  sorr}^  to  see  that  you 
don't  take  your  tea»  Varden,  and  that  you  don't  take  yours, 
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Mr.  Joseph ;  though  of  course  it  would  be  foolish  of  me  to 
expect  that  anj-thing  that  can  be  had  at  home,  and  in  the 
company  of  females,  would  please  you.** 

This  pronoun  was  understood  in  the  plural  sense,  and 
included  both  gentlemen,  upon  both  of  whom  it  was  rather 
hard  and  undeserved,  for  Galjriel  had  applied  himself  to  the 
meal  with  a  very  promising  appetite,  until  it  was  spoilt  by 
Mrs.  Varden  herself,  and  Joe  had  as  great  a  liking  for  the 
female  society  of  the  locksmith's  house — or  for  a  part  of  it  at 
all  events — as  man  could  weU  entertain. 

But  lie  had  no  opportimity  to  say  an}i^hing  in  his  own 
defence,  for  at  that  moment  Dolly  herself  appeared,  and 
struck  him  quite  dumb  with  her  beauty.  Never  had  Dolly 
locked  so  handsome  as  she  did  ihea,  in  all  the  glow  and 
grace  of  youth,  with  all  her  charms  increased  a  hundred  fold 
by  a  most*  becoming  dress,  by  a  thousand  little  ooquettisli 
ways  which  nobody  oouH  assume  with  a  bettor  grace,  and  all 
the  sparkling  expectation  of  that  accursed  party.  It  is  im- 
possible to  tell  how  Joe  hated  that  party  wherever  it  was,  and 
all  the  other  people  who  were  going  to  ik,  whoever  they 
were* 

And  she  hardly  looked  at  him — no,  hardly  looked  at  him. 
And  when  the  chair  was  seen  through  the  open  door  coming 
blundering  into  the  workshop,  she  actually  clapped  her  hands 
and  seemed  glad  to  go.  But  Joe  gave  her  his  arm — there 
was  some  comfort  in  that — and  handed  her  into  it.  To  see 
her  seat  herself  inside,  with  her  laughing  eyes  brighter  than 
diamonds,  and  her  hand — surely  she  had  the  prettiest  hand 
in  the  world — on  the  ledge  of  tlie  open  window,  and  her  little 
finger  provokingly  and  pertly  tilted  up,  as  if  it  wondered  why 
Joe  didn't  squeeze  or  kiss  it !  To  think  how  well  one  or  two 
of  the  modest  snowdrops  would  have  become  that  delicate 
bodice,  and  how  they  were  lying  nojf^lcH  ted  outside  the 
parlour  window !  To  see  how  Miggs  lookod  on,  with  a  face 
expressive  of  knowing  how  all  this  lovelint'ss  was  got  up,  and 
of  being  in  the  secret  of  every  string  and  pin  and  liook  and 
eye,  and  of  saying  it  ain't  half  as  real  as  you  think,  and  I 
Qould  look  quite  as  well  myself  if  I  took  the  pains !  To  hear 
that  provoking  precious  little  scream  when  the  chair  was 
hoisted  on  its  poles,  and  to  catch  that  transient  but  not-to-be- 
fivgotten  yision  of  the  happy  face  within — what  torments 
and  aggravations,  and  yet  what  delights  were  these!  The 


Digitized  by 


BAIKNABY  &in>aB. 


▼ery  chairmeu  seemed  favoured  nyaU  aa  they  boie  her  down 

the  street. 

There  never  was  such  an  alteration  in  a  small  room  in  a 
imall  time  as  in  that  parlour  when  they  went  back  to  finish 
im>  So  dark,  80  deserted,  so  perfectly  disenchanted.  It 
seemed  such  sheer  nonsense  to  be  sitting  tamely  there,  when 
she  was  at  a  dance  with  more  lovers  than  man  could  calculate 
fluttering  about  her — ^with  the  whole  paHy  doting  on  and 
adoring  her,  and  waning  to  many  her.  Miggs  was  hovering 
about  too;  and  the  &ot  of  her  existence,  ti^  mere  circum* 
stance  of  her  ever  having  been  bom,  appeared,  after  Dolty, 
such  an  unaccountable  practical  joke.  It  was  impossible  to 
talk.  It  couldn't  be  dcme.  He  had*  nothing  left  for  it  but 
to  stir  his  tea  round,  and  round,  and  round,  and  ruminate 
on  all  the  Hucinations  of  the  lodoBndth's  lovely  daughter. 

Gabriel  was  dull  too.  It  was  a  part  of  the  certain  un- 
certainty of  Mrs.  Varden's  temper,  that  when  they  were  in 
this  condition,  she  should  be  ^ay  and  sprightly. 

**  I  need  have  a  cheerful  disposition,  I  am  sure,''  said  the 
smiling  housewife,  to  preserve  any  spirits  at  all ;  and  how  I 
do  it  I  can  scarcely  tell.** 

**  Ah,  mim,"  sighed  Miggs,  "begging  your  pardon  for  the 
interruption,  there  an't  a  many  like  you." 

**Take  away,  Miggs,**  said  Mrs.  Varden,  rising,  ''take 
away,  pray.  I  know  I*m  a  restraint  here,  and  as  I  wish 
ever}'body  to  ei\joy  themselves  as  they  best  can,  I  feel  I  had 
better  go.'* 

"  No,  no,  Martha,*'  cried  the  locksmith.  "  Stop  here.  I  *m 
sure  we  shall  be  very  sozxy  to  lose  you,  eh  Joe  i  **  Joe  started 
and  said  "  Certainly.'* 

"  Thank  you,  Varden,  my  dear,**  returned  his  wife;  "but 
I  know  your  wishes  better.  Tobacco  and  beer,  or  spirits, 
have  much  greater  attractions  than  any  /  can.  boast  of,  and 
therefore  I  ediall  go  and  sit  up  stairs  and  look  out  of  window, 
my  love.  Good  night,  Mr.  Joseph.  I'm  very  glad  to  have 
seen  you,  and  only  wish  I  could  have  provided  something 
more  suitable  to  your  taste.  Eemember  me  veiy  kindly  if 
you  please  to  old  Mr.  Willet,  and  tell  him  that  whenetver  be 
comes  here  I  have  a  crow  to  pluck  with  him.    Good  nigkt ! " 

Having  uttered  thesd'words  witii  great  sweetness  of  manner 
the  good  lady  dropped  a  curtsey  remarkable  lisr  its  conde- 
scension, and  serenely  withdrew. 

V0&.  J,  I 
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And  it  was  for  this  Joe  had  looked  forward  to  the  twenty- 
fiftli  of  Marcli  for  weeks  and  weeks,  and  had  gathered  tlie 
flowers  with  so  much  care,  and  had  cocked  his  hat,  and  made 
himself  so  smart !  This  was  the  end  of  aQ  his  bold  determina- 
tion, resolved  upon  for  the  hundredth  time,  to  speak  out  to 
Dolly  and  tell  her  how  he  loved  her !  To  see  her  for  a  minute 
— for  but  a  minute — to  And  her  going  out  to  a  party  and 
glad  to  go ;  to  be  looked  upon  as  a  common  pipe-smoker, 
beer-bibber,  spirit-guzzler,  and  tosspot!  He  bade  farewell 
to  his  fHend  the  lockamith,  and  hastened  to  take  horse  at  the 
Black  Lion,  thinking  as  he  turned  towards  home,  as  many 
aQother  Joe  has  thought  before  and  sinoe,  that  here  was  an 
end  to  all  his  hopes — ^that  the  thing  was  impossible  and  never 
oould  be— that  i^e  didn't  care  £ar  him — that  he  was  wretched 
for  life — and  that  the  only  congenial  ptoepect  left  him,  was  to 
go  for  a  soldier  or  a  sailor^  and  get  some  obliging  enemy  to 
knock  his  brains  oat  as  soon  as  possible. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 
— * — 

Joe  Willet  rode  leisurely  along"  in  his  desponding  mood, 
picturing  tlie  locksmith's  daughter  go'ms;  down  long  country- 
dances,  and  poussetting  dreadiuJly  with  bold  strangers — which 
was  almost  too  much  to  bear — when  he  heard  the  tramp  of  a 
horse's  feet  behind  him,  and  looking  back,  saw  a  well-mounted 
gentleman  advanciug  at  a  smart  canter.  As  this  rider  pafised, 
he  checked  his  steed,  and  called  him  of  the  Maypole  by  his 
name.  Joe  set  spuxs  to  the  grey  mare,  and  was  at  his  side 
directly. 

"  I  thought  it  was  you,  sir,"  he  said,  touching  his  hat.  A 
fair  eveoisg,  sir.    Glad  to  see  you  out  of  doors  again/' 

The  g^tlaman  smiled  and  nodded.  ''What  gay  doings 
have  heai  going  on  to-day,  Joe  ?  Is  she  as  pretfy  as  ever  ? 
Nay,  don't  Unsh,  man." 

"HI  oolonied  at  all,  Mr.  Edward,"  said  Joe,  which  I 
didn't  know  I  did,  it  was  to  Hiihk  I  should  have  been  such  a 
fbol  as  ever  to  have  any  hope  of  her.  She 's  as  &r  out  of  my 
reach  as — as  Heaven  is." 

**  Well,  Joe,  I  hope  that 's  not  ^together  beyond  it,"  said 
Edward,  good-htmumiedly.    "  £h  ?  " 

"  Ah ! "  sighed  Joe.  "  It 's  all  very  fine  talking,  sir. 
Proverbs  are  easily  made  in  cold  blood.  But  it  can*t  be 
helped.    Are  you  bound  for  our  house,  sir  ?  " 

**  Yes.  As  I  am  not  quite  strong  yet,  I  shall  stay  there 
to-night,  and  ride  home  cooUy  in  the  morning." 

"  If  you  're  in  no  jiarticular  hurry,"  said  Joe,  after  a  short 
silence,  "  and  will  bcfir  with  the  pac(^  of  this  poor  jade,  I  shall 
be  glad  to  ride  on  with  you  to  the  Warren,  sir,  and  hold  your 
horse  when  you  dismount.  It  '11  save  you  having  to  ^\'alk 
from  the  MaA^yole,  tliere  and  back  again.  I  can  spare  the 
time  well,  sir,  for  I  am  too  soon." 

"And  so  am  I,"  retunKnl  Edward,  "though  I  was  un- 

^nsdoualy  riding  fast  just  now,  in  compliment  I  suppose  to 
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the  pace  of  my  thoughts,  which  were  traveling  poet.  We 
will  keep  togetiier,  Joe,  willingly,  and  be  as  good  company  as 
may  be.  And  cheer  up,  cheer  up,  think  of  the  lod^smitk'a 
daughter  with  a  stout  heart,  and  you  sliall  wiu  her  yet." 

Joe  shook  his  head ;  but  there  was  something  so  cheery  in 
the  buoyant  hopeful  manner  of  this  speech,  that  his  spirits 
rose  under  its  influence,  and  communicated  as  it  would  soem 
some  new  impulse  even  to  the  grey  mare,  who,  breaking  from 
her  sober  amble  into  a  gentle  trot,  emulated  the  pace  of 
Edward  Chester's  horse,  and  appeared  to  ^tter  heiself  that 
he  was  doing  his  very  best. 

It  was  a  fine  dxy  night,  and  the  light  of  a  young  moon, 
which  was  then  just  rising,  shed  around  that  peace  and  tran- 
quillity which  gives  to  evening  time  its  most  delicious  charm. 
The  lengthened  shadows  of  the  trees,  softened  as  if  reflected  in 
still  water,  threw  their  carpet  on  the  path  the  travellers  pur- 
sued, and  the  light  wind  stirred  yet  more  softly  than  befiore, 
as  though  it  were  soothing  Nature  in  her  sleep.  By  little  and 
little  they  ceased  talking,  and  rode  on  side  hy  side  in  a  pleasant 
silence. 

The  Maypole  lights  are  brilliant  to-night/'  said  Edward, 
as  they  rode  along  &e  lane  from  which,  while  the  intervening 
tiees  were  bare  of  leaves,  &at  hostehy  was  visible. 

Brilliant  indeed,  sir,"  returned  Joe,  rising  in  his  stirrups 

to  get  a  better  view.  Lights  in  the  large  room,  and  a  lii  o 
glimmering  in  the  best  bed-chamber  ?  Why,  what  company 
can  this  be  for,  I  wonder !  " 

"  Some  benighted  horseman  wending  towards  London,  and 
deterred  from  going  on  to-night  by  the  marvellous  tales  of 
my  friend  the  highwajTuan,  I  suppose,'*  said  Edward. 

He  must  be  a  horseman  of  good  quality  to  have  such, 
accommodations.    Your  bed  too,  sir —  !  ** 

No  matter,  Joe.  Any  other  room  will  do  for  me.  But 
come — there 's  nine  striking.    We  may  push  on." 

•  They  cantered  forward  at  as  brisk  a  pace  as  Joe*s  charger 
could  attain,  and  presently  stopped  in  the  little  copse  wh^re  he 
had  left  her  in  the  morning.  Edward  dismounted,  gave  his 
bridle  to  his  companion,  and  walked  with  a  light  step  towards 
the  house. 

A  female  servant  was  waiting  at  a  side  .gate  in  the  garden- 
wall,  and  admitted  him  without  delay*  He  hurried  along  the 
terraoe-walk,  and  darted  up  a  flight  of  broad  steps  -leading^ 
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into  an  old  and  gloomy  hall,  whose  walls  werfi  ornamented 
with  nisty  suits  of  armour,  antlers,  weapons  of  the  chase,  and 
such  like  garniture.  Here  he  paused,  hut  not  long  ;  for  as  he 
looked  round,  as  if  expecting  the  attendant  to  have  followed, 
and  wondering  she  had  not  done  so,  a  lovely  girl  appeared, 
whose  dark  hair  next  moment  rested  on  his  breast.  Almost 
at  the  same  instant  a  heavy  hand  was  laid  upon  her  arm, 
Edward  Mt  himaelf  thrust  away,  and  Mr.  Haredale  stood 
between  them. 

He  regarded  the  young  man  sternly  without  removing  his 
hat ;  with  one  hand  clasped  liis  nieoe,  and  with  the  other,  in 
which  he  held  his  liding-whipy  motioned  him  towards  the 
door.  The  young  man  drew  himself  up,  and  xetumed  his 
ga»e. 

**  Hub  is  well  done  of  you,  sir,  to  oomipt  my  servants^  and 
enter  my  house  unbidden  and  in  secret^  like  a  thief!"  said 
Mr.  Haredale.    **  LeaTS  it,  sir,  and  zetum  no  more." 

Miss  Haredale's  ptresenoe,"  returned  the  young  man,  "  and 
your  relatioDshxp  to  her,  give  you  a  licence  whi<^  if  you  are 
a  brare  man,  you  wiU  not  abuse.  You  haye  compelled  me  to 
this  course,  and  the  fkult  is  yours — ^not  mine." 

It  is  neither  generous,  nor  honourable,  nor  the  act  of  a 
true  man,  sir,"  retorted  the  other,  to  tamper  with  the  affec- 
tions of  a  weak,  trusting  girl,  while  you  slirink,  in  your 
.  unworthiness,  from  her  guardian  and  protector,  and  dare  not 
meet  the  light  of  day.  More  than  this  I  will  not  say  to  you, 
save  that  I  forbid  you  this  house,  and  require  you  to  be  gone." 

It  is  neither  generous,  nor  honourable,  nor  the  act^of  a 
trae  man  to  play  the  spy,"  said  Edward.  "  Your  words  imply 
dishonour,  and  I  reject  them  with  the  scorn  they  merit." 

You  will  find,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  ofilmly,  "your  trusty 
go-between  in  waiting  at  the  gate  by  which  you  entered.  I 
have  played  no  spy's  part,  sir.  I  chanced  to  see  you  pass  the 
gate,  and  followed.  You  might  have  heard  me  knocking  for 
admission,  had  you  been  less  swiCib  of  foot,  or  lingered  in  the 
garden.  Please  to  withdraw.  Your  presence  here  is  offensive 
to  me  and  distressful  to  my  niece."  As  he  said  these  words, 
he  passed  his  arm  about  the  waist  of  the  terrified  and  weeping 
girl,  and  drew  her  doeer  to  him ;  and  though  the  habitual 
severity  of  his  manner  was  scarcely  changed,  there  was  yet 
apparent  in  the  action  an  air  of  kindness  and  qrmpathy  fbir 
her  distress. 
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"  Mr.  Haredale,"  said  Edward,  "  your  arm  encircles  her  on 
whom  I  have  set  my  every  hope  and  thought,  and  to  purchase 
one  minute's  happiness  for  whom  I  would  gladly  lay  down  my 
life ;  this  house  is  the  casket  that  holds  the  precious  jewel  of 
my  exifltence.  Your  niece  has  plighted  her  faith  to  me,  and 
I  have  plighted  mine  to  her.  What  have  I  done  that  you 
should  hold  me  in  this  light  esteem,  and  give  me  these 
discourteous  words  ?  '* 

"You  have  done  that,  sir/*  answered  Mr.  Haredale,  "which 
must  be  undone.  You  have  tied  a  lover' s-knot  here  which 
must  be  cut  asunder.  Take  good  heed  of  what  I  say.  Must 
I  cancel  the  bond  between  ye.  I  reject  you,  and  all  of  your 
kilih  and  Idn — all  the  fialse,  hoUow,  heartless  stock." 
^  "  High  words,  sir,"  said  Edward,  scomftiUy. 

"Words  of  purpose  and  meaning,  as  you  wiU  find," 
replied  the  other.    "  Lay  them  to  heart" 

"  Lay  you  then,  these,"  said  Edward.  "  Your  odd  and 
sullen  temper,  which  chills  every  breast  about  you,  which 
turns  aSbetion  into  fear,  and  changes  duty  into  dread,  has 
forced  us  on  this  secret  course,  repugnant  to  our  nature  and 
our  vrish,  and  far  more  foreign,  sir,  to  us  than  you.  I  am 
not  a  false,  a  hollow,  or  a  heartless  man  ;  the  character  is 
yours,  who  poorly  venture  on  tliese  injurious  terms,  against 
the  truth,  and  under  the  shelter  whereof  I  reminded  you  just 
now.  You  shall  not  cancel  the  bond  between  us.  I  will  not 
abandon  this  pursuit.  I  rely  upon  your  niece's  truth  and 
honour,  and  set  yoiu*  influen(;e  at  nought.  I  leave  her  with  a 
confidence  in  her  pure  faith,  which  you  will  never  weaken, 
and  w  ith  no  ooucem  but  that  I  do  not  leave  her  in  some 
gentler  care." 

With  that,  he  pressed  her  cold  hand  to  his  lips,  and  once 
more  encountering  and  returoing  Mr.  HaredaLe's  steady  look, 
withdrew. 

A  £&w  words  to  Joe  as  he  mounted  his  horse  sufi^ently 
explained  what  had  passed,  and  rrnowed  all  that  young 
gentleman's  despondency  with  tenfold  aggravation.  They 
rode  back  to  the  Maypole  without  exchanging  a  syllable,  and 
arrived  at  tlie  door  with  heavy  hearts. 

Old  John,  who  had  peeped  from  behind  the  red  curtain  as 
they  rode  up  shouting  for  Hugh,  was  out  directly,  and  said 
with  great  importance  as  he  held  the  young  man's  stirrup, 

"He's  oom&rtable  in  bed — the  best  bed.   A  thorough 
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gentLeman ;  the  smilingest,  a&blest  gentleman  I  ever  had  to 
do  with.'' 

''Who,  Willet?"  fl&id  Edward  carelessly,  as  he  dismounted. 

"  Your  worthy  father,  sir,"  replied  John.  '*  Your  honour- 
able, venerable  father." 

"What  does  he  mean?"  said  Edward,  looking  with  a 
mixture  of  alarm  and  doubt  at  Joe. 

"WTiat  do  you  mean?"  said  Joe.  ''Don't  you  see  Mr. 
Edward  doesn't  imderstand,  father  ?  " 

"Why,  didn't  you  know  of  it,  sir?"  said  John,  opening 
his  eyes  wide.  "  How  very  singular  !  Bless  you,  he  's  been 
here  ever  since  noon  to-day,  and  Mr.  Haredale  has  been 
having  a  long  taLk  with  him,  and  haan't  been  gone  an 
hour." 

*'  My  father,  Willet !  "  ^ 
"  Yes,  air,  he  told  me  so — a  handsome,  slim,  upright 
gentleman,  in  green-and-gold.  In  your  old  room  up  yonder, 
sir.  No  doubt  you  can  go  in,  sir,"  said  John,  walking 
backwards  into  the  road  and  looking  up  at  the  window. 
**.He  hasn't  put  out  his  candles  yet,  I  see." 

Edward  glanced  at  the  window  also,  and  hastily  murmuring 
that  he  had  changed  his  mind — ^forgotten  something — and 
must  retom  to  London,  mounted  his  horse  again  and  rode 
away;  learing  the  Willets,  fither  and  son,  looking  at  each 
other  in  mute  agtonishment. 
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CHAPTER  XY. 

At  noon  next  day,  John  Willet's  guest  sat  lingering  over 
his  breakfast  in  his  own  home,  surrounded  by  a  variety  of 
comforts,  which  left  the  Maypole's  highest  flight  and  utmost 
stretch  of  aooomiiiodatioDL  at  an  inflnite  distance  behind,  and 
Buggested  compaziflons  veiy  mubh  to  the  disadvantage  and 
disfayour  of  that  venerable  tavern. 

In  the  broad  old  fashioned  window-8eet--a8  oi^pacionB  as 
many  modem  sofas,  and  cushioned  to  serve  the  pnzpoee  of  a 
luzorioos  settoe — in  the  broad  old-fiiahioned  window-seat  of  a 
zoomj  ohamber,  Mr.  Chester  lounged,  veiy  modi  at  his  ease, 
over  a  weU-fionished  break&st-table.  He  had  ezcihanged  his 
riding-coat  icxt  a  handsome  morning-gown,  his  boots  for 
slippers ;  had  been  at  great  pains  to  atone  for  the  having  been 
obl^ed  to  make  his  toilet  when  he  rose  without  the  aid  of 
dressing-case  and  tiring  equipage;  and,  having  gradually 
forgotten  through  these  means  the  discomforts  of  an  in- 
different night  and  an  early  ride,  was  in  a  state  of  perfect 
complacency,  indolence,  and  satisfaction. 

The  situation  in  which  he  found  himself,  indeed,  was 
particularly  favourable  to  the  growth  of  tliese  feelings ;  for, 
not  to  mention  the  lazy  influence  of  a  late  and  lonely  breakfast, 
with  the  additional  sedative  of  a  newspaper,  there  waa  an  air 
of  repose  about  his  place  of  residence  peculiiir  to  itself,  and 
which  hangs  about  it,  even  in  these  times,  when  it  is  more 
bustling  and  busy  than  it  was  in  days  of  yore. 

There  are,  still,  worse  places  than  the  Temple,  on  a  sultry 
day,  for  basking  in  the  sun,  or  resting  idly  in'  the  shade. 
There  is  yet  a  drowsiness  in  its  courts,  and  a  dreamy  dullness 
in  its  trees  and  gardens ;  those  who  pace  its  lanes  and  squares 
may  yet  hear  the  echoes  of  their  footsteps  on  the  sounding 
stones,  and  read  upon  its  gates,  in  passing  from  the  tumult  of 
the  Strand  or  Fleet  Street,  "Who  enters  here  leaves  noise 
behind."   There  is  still  the  plash  of  Ming  water  in  Mr 
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Fonntaia  Court,  and  there  are  yefc  nooks  and  comers  Irhere 

dun-hannted  students  may  look  down  from  their  dusty  garrets, 
on  a  vagrant  ray  of  sunlight  patching  the  shade  of  the  tall 
houses,  and  seldom  troubled  to  reflect  a  passing  stranger's 
form.  There  is  yet,  in  the  Temple,  something  of  a  clerkly 
monkish  atmosphere,  which  public  offices  of  law  have  not 
disturbed,  and  even  legal  firms  have  failed  to  scare  away.  In 
summer  time,  its  pumps  suggest  to  thirsty  idlers,  springs 
cooler,  and  more  sparkling,  and  deeper  than  other  wells ;  and 
as  they  trace  the  spillings  of  full  pitchers  on  the  heated 
ground,  they  muM  the  j&eshness,  and,  sighing,  cast  sad  looks 
towards  the  Thames,  and  think  of  hatha  aiid  boats,  and 
saunter  on,  despondent. 

It  was  in  a  room  in  Paper  Buildings — a  tow  of  goodly 
tenements,  shaded  in  front  by  ancient  trees,  and  looking,  at 
the  hook,  upon  tiie  Temple  Chodens — that  this,  our  idler, 
lounged;  now  taking  up  again  ihe  paper  he  had  laid  down  a 
hundbred  times ;  now  trifling  with  ^  fragments  of  his  meal; 
now  polling  florth  his  golden  toothpick,  and  glancing  kisniely 
about  the  zoom,  or  out  at  window  into  the  trim  garden  walks, 
where  a  few  early  loiterers  were  already  pacing  to  and  6o. 
Here  a  pair  of  lovers  met  to  quairel  and  make  up ;  there  a 
daik-eyed  nurseiy-maid  had  better  eyes  for  Templars  than  her 
charge  ;  on  this  hand  an  ancient  spinster,  with  her  lapdog  in 
a  string,  regarded  bqth  enormities  wdth  scornful  sidelong 
looks ;  on  that  a  weazen  old  gentleman,  ogling  the  niusery- 
maid,  looked  with  like  scorn  upon  the  spinster,  and  w^ondered 
she  didn't  know  she  was  no  longer  young.  Apart  fi'om  all 
these,  on  the  river's  margin  two  or  three  couple  of  business- 
talkers  walked  slowly  up  and  down  in  earnest  conversation; 
and  one  young  man  sat  thoughtfully  on  a  bench,  alone. 

"  Ned  is  amazingly  patient !  "  said  Mr.  Chester,  glancing 
at  this  last-i^amed  person  as  he  set  down  his  teacup  and  plied 
the  golden  toothpick,  'immensely  patient  I  He  was  sitting 
yonder  when  I  b^^an  to  dress,  and  has  scarcely  johanged  his 
posture  since.    A  most  eccentric  dog !  ** 

As  he  Bgohd,  the  flgnie  rose,  and  came  towards  him  with  a 
sapid  pace. 

"Beally,  as  if  he  had  heaxd  me**  said  the  fftther,  xesoming 
his  newspaper  with  a  yawn.    "  Dear  Ned ! " 

PresentLy  the  room-door  opened,  and  the  young  man  en- 
tered; to  whom  his  &ther  gently  waved  his  hand,  and  smiled. 

* 

I 
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"Are  you  at  leisure  for  a  litfle  oonverBation,  sir?"  said 
Edward. 

"  Surely,  Ned.    I  am  always  at  leisure.    You  know  my 
constitution. — Have  you  breaJsfasted  ?  *' 
"Three  hours  ago." 

"  "WTiat  a  very"  early  dog !  "  cried  his  father,  contemplating 
him  from  behind  the  toothpick,  with  a  languid  smile. 

"The  truth  is,"  said  Edward,  bringing  a  chair  forward, 
and  seating  himself  near  the  table,  that  I  slept  but  ill  last 
night,  and  was  glad  to  rise.  The  cause  of  my  uneasiness 
cannot  but  be  known  to  you,  sir ;  and  it  is  upon  that^  I  wish 
to  speak." 

"  My  dear  boy,"  returned  his  father,  "confide  in  me,  I  beg. 
But  you  know  my  oonstitution — don't  be  prosy,  Ned." 
I  will  be  plaixt,  and  brie^"  said  Edward. 

"  Don't  say  you  wiD,  my  good  fellow,"  returned  ids  father, 
crossing  his  lega^  "or  you  certainly  will  not  Yon  axe  going  to 
tell  me  " 

"  Plainly  this,  then,"  said  the  son,  with  an  air  of  great 
conoem,  "that  I  know  where  you  were  last  night — from 
being  on  the  spot,  indeed — and  whom  yon  saw,  and  what 
your  purpose  was." 

"You  don't  say  so ! "  cried  his  father.  "  I  am  delighted 
to  hear  it  It  saves  us  the  worry,  and  terrible  wear  and  tear 
of  a  long  explanation,  and  is  a  great  relief  for  both.  At  the 
Tery  house !  Why  didn't  you  come  np  ?  I  should  have  been 
diaimed  to  see  yon." 

"  I  knew  that  what  I  had  to  say  would  be  better  said  after 
a  nighfs  reflection,  when  both  of  us  were  cool,"  returned 
the  son. 

"'Fore  Gad,  Ned,"  rejoined  the  fatlier,  "I  was  cool  enough 
last  night.  That  detestable  Maypole !  By  some  infernal 
contrivance  of  the  builder,  it  holds  the  wind  and  keeps  it 
fresh.  You  remember  the  sharp  east  wind  that  blew  so  hard 
five  weeks  ago  ?  I  give  you  my  honour  it  was  rampant  in 
that  old  house  last  night,  tliough  out  of  doors  there  was  a 
dead  ctilm.    But  you  were  saying  " 

"  I  was  about  to  say.  Heaven  knows  how  seriously  and 
earnestly,  that  you  have  made  me  wretched,  sir.  Will  you 
hoar  me  gravely  for  a  moment  ?  " 

"  My  dear  Ned,"  said  his  father,  "  I  will  hear  you  with 
the  tpatience  of  an  anchorite.    Oblige  me  with  the  milk." 
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"  T  saw  Miss  Haredale  last  night,"  Edward  resumed,  when, 
he  had  complied  with  this  request ;  "  her  imcle,  in  her 
presence,  immediately  after  your  interview,  and,  as  of  course 
I  know,  in  consequence  of  it,  forbade  me  the  house,  and,  with 
GUCumstaiiceB  of  indignity  which  are  of  your  creation  I  am 
sore,  commaaded  me  to  leave  it  on  the  instant." 

"  For  his  maimer  of  doing  so,  I  give  you  my  honoar,  Ned, 
I  am  not  accoontable,"  aaid  his  father.  ''That  you  must 
excuse.  He  is  a  mere  boor,  a  log,  a  brute,  with  no  address 
in  life. — ^Positively  a  fly  in  the  jug.  The  first  I  have  seen 
this  year." 

Edward  rose,  and  paced  the  room.  His  imperturbable 
parent  sipped  his  tea. 

"  Father/'  said  the  young  man,  stopping  at  length  before 
hkn,  ^'we  must  not  trifle  in  tibis  matter.   We  must  not 

deceive  each  other,  or  ourselves.  Let  me  pursue  the  manly 
open  part,  I  wish  to  take,  and  do  not  repel  mo  by  this  imkind 
indifierence." 

"  ^Vhether  I  am  indifferent  or  no,"  returned  the  other,  "  I 
leave  you,  my  dear  boy,  to  judge.  A  ride  of  twenty-five  or 
thirty  miles,  through  miry  roads — a  Maypole  dinner — a  tete-a- 
tete  with  Haredale,  which,  vanity  apart,  was  quite  a  Valentine 
and  Orson  business — a  Maypole  bed — a  Maypole  landlord, 
and  a  Majrpole  retinue  of  idiots  and  centaurs  ; — whether  the 
voluntary  endurance  of  these  things  looks  like  indifference, 
dear  Ned,  or  like  the  excessive  aoxiety,  and  devotion,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing,  of  a  parent,  you  shall  determine  for 
yourself." 

"  I  wish  you  to  consider,  sir,**  said  Edward,  "  in  what 
a  cruel  situation  I  am  plaeed.  Loving  Miss  Haredale  as 
I  do  " 

''My  dear  fellow,"  interrupted  his  father  with  a  oom- 
passionaie  smile,  ''yon  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  You  don't 
know  anything  about  it.  There 's  no  such  thing,  I  assure 
you.  Now,  do  take  my  word  for  it.  You  have  good  sense, 
Ned, — ^great  good  sense.  I  wonder  yon  should  be  guilty  of 
such  amazing  absurdities.   You  really  surprise  me." 

"  I  repeat,"  said  his  son  firmly,  "  that  I  love  her.  You  have 
interposed  to  part  us,  and  have,  to  tlie  extent  I  have  just  now 
told  you  of,  succeeded.  May  I  induce  you,  sir,  in  time,  to  think 
more  favourably  of  our  attachment,  or  is  it  your  intention  and 
your  fixed  design  to  hold  us  asunder  if  you  can  ?  " 
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"  My  dear  Ned,"  returned  his  father,  taking  a  pinch  of 
eoDLTiff  and  pushing  his  box  towards  him,  "  that  is  my  purpose 
most  undoubtedly.** 

"The  time  that  has  elapsed,"  rejoined  his  son,  "  sincie  I 
began  to  know  her  wortli,  has  flown  in  such  a  dream  that 
imtil  now  I  have  hardly  once  paused  to  reflect  upon  my  true 
position.  WTiat  is  it?  From  my  childhood  I  have  been 
accustomed  to  luxury  and  idleness,  and  have  been  bred  as 
though  my  fortune  were  large,  and  my  expectations  almost 
without  a  limit.  The  idea  of  wealth  has  been  familiarised  to 
me  from  my  cradle.  I  have  been  taught  to  look  upon  those 
means,  by  which  mea  raise  themseLves  to  riches  and  dis- 
tinction, as  being  beyond  mj  heeding,  and  beneath  my  case. 
I  have  been,  as  the  phrase  is,  liberally  educated,  and  am  fit 
fbr  nothing.  I  find  myself  at  last  wholly  dependent  upon  you, 
wilh  no  lesonrce  but  in  your  favour.  In  this  momentous 
question  of  my  life  we  do  not,  and  it  would  seem,  we  never 
can,  agree.  I  have  shrunk  instinctively  alike  from  those  to 
whom  you  have  urged  me  to  pay  court,  and  from  the  motives 
of  interest  and  gain  which  have  rendered  them  in  your  eyes 
▼iflible  olijects  Ibr  my  suit.  If  there  never  has  been,  thus 
much  plain-speaking  between  us  before,  sir,  tiie  &ult  has  not 
been  mine,  indeed.  If  I  seem  to  speak  too  plainly  now,  it  is, 
believe  me  fiither,  in  the  hope  thaik  there  may  be  a  franker 
spirit^  a  worlhier  reliance,  and  a  kinder  oonfidanoe  between  us 
in  time  to  oome" 

*'My  good  fellow,'*  said  his  smiling  father,  "you  quite 
affect  me.  Go  on,  my  dear  Edward,  I  beg.  But  remember 
your  promise.  Thero  is  great  eiimestness,  vast  candour,  a 
manifest  sincerity  in  all  you  say,  but  I  fear  I  observe  the 
faintest  indications  of  a  tendency  to  prose.** 
I  am  very  sorry,  sir.*' 

"  I  am  very  sorry  too,  Ned,  but  you  know  that  I  cannot  fix 
my  mind  for  any  long  period  upon  one  8u>)ject.  If  you  'U 
come  to  the  point  at  once,  I  '11  imagine  all  that  ought  to  go 
before,  and  conclude  it  said.  Oblige  me  with  the  milk  again* 
Listening  invariably  makos  me  feverish." 

WTiat  I  would  say  then,  tends  to  this,"  said  Edward.  "  I 
cannot  bear  this  absolute  dependence,  sir,  even  upon  you. 
Time  has  been  lost  and  opportunity  thrown  away,  but  I  am 
yet  a  young  man,  and  may  retrieve  it.  Will  you  give  me 
the  means  of  devoting  such  abilities  and  eneigies  as  I  possessy 
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to  some  worthy  pursuit  ?  Will  you  let  me  try  to  make  for 
myself  an  honourable  path  in  life  ?  For  any  term  you  please 
to  name — say  for  five  years  if  you  will — I  will  pledge  myself 
to  moTe  no  fiirther  in  the  matter  of  our  difference  witlioat 
your  full  concurrence.  During  that  period,  I  will  endeavoiir 
eamestly  and  patiently,  if  ever  man  did,  to  open  some 
prospect  for  myself,  and  free  you  from  tiie  burden  you  fear  I 
dioidd  become  if  I  mazried  one  whose  worth  and  beauty  are 
her  chief  endowments.  Will  you  do  this,  sir  ?  At  the  ez- 
piratioii  of  the  tena  we  agree  upon,  let  ns  disouss  thia  salijeot 
again.  TQl  then,  unleaa  it  is  remed  hy  you,  let  it  never  be 
renewed  between  na." 

''My  dear  Ned,''  returned  his  iktiber,  laying  down  the 
newspaper  at  which  he  had  been  glandng  oaielesaly,  and 
throwing  himeeilf  back  in  the  window-Beat^  I  belieye  yoa 
know  how  yery  much  I  dialihe  what  axe  caUed  fkmily  afE^drg, 
which  are  only  fit  to  plebeian  ChnBtmas  days,  and  have  no 
manner  of  business  with  people  of  our  condition.  But  as  yon 
are  proceeding  upon  a  mistake,  Ned — altogether  upon  a 
mistake — I  will  conquer  my  repugnance  to  entering  on  such 
matters,  and  give  you  a  perfectly  plain  and  candid  answer,  if 
you  will  do  mo  the  favour  to  shut  the  door." 

Edward  having  obeyed  him,  he  took  an  elegant  little  knife 
from  his  pocket,  and  paring  his  nails,  continued : 

"You  have  to  thank  me,  Ned,  for  being  of  good  family; 
for  your  mother,  charming  person  as  she  was,  and  almost 
broken-hearted,  and  so  forth,  as  she  left  me,  when  she  was 
prematurely  compelled  to  become  immortal — had  nothing  to 
boast  of  in  that  respect." 

''Her  f&ther  was  at  least  an  eminflnt  lawyer,  sir,"  eaid 
Edward. 

''Quite  right,  Ned;  perfectly  so*  He  stood  high  at  the 
bar,  had  a  great  name  and  great  wealth,  but  having  risen 
ftooL  nothing — I  have  always  closed  my  eyes  to  the  circum- 
stance and  steadily  resisted  its  contemplation,  but  I  fear  his 
liEtther  dealt  in  pork,  and  that  his  business  did  once  involve 
eoidieel  and  sausages — he  wished  to  many  his  daughter  into 
a  good  family.  He  had  his  hearths  desbe,  Ned.  I  was  a 
younger  son's  younger  son,  and  I  married  her.  We  each 
had  our  object,  and  gained  it.  She  stepped  at  once  into 
the  politest  and  best  ciroles,  and  I  stepped  into  a  fixrtune 
whidi  I  assure  you  was  very  neoessaiy  to  my  comfort— ^uite 
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indispensable.    Now,  my  good  fellow,  that  fortune  is  amoii^ 
the  things  that  have  been.    It  is  gone,  Ned,  and  has  been 
gone — how  old  are  you  ?    I  always  forget." 
Seven-and- twenty,  sir." 

"Are  you  indeed?"  cried  his  father,  raising  Ws  eyelids  in 
a  languisliing  surprise.     "  So  much !    Then  I  should  say, 
Ned,  tliat  as  nearly  as  I  romembor,  its  skirts  vanished  from 
human  knowledge,  about  oightoon  or  iiinotcen  years  ago.  It 
was  about  that  time  when  I  came  to  live  in  these  chambers 
(once  your  graud&Uiier's,  and  bequeathed  by  that  eztremely 
respectable  person  to  me),  and  commenced  to  liye  upon  an 
inconsiderable  annuity  and  my  past  reputation." 
You  are  jesting  with  me,  sir,"  said  Edward. 
Not  in  the  slightest  degree,  I  assure  you,"  retumed  his 
father  with  great  composure.    "These  iiEanily  topics  are  so 
extremely  dry,  that  I  am  sorzy  to  say  fhej  don't  admit  of  any 
such  relief.    It  is  Ibr  that  reason,  and  because  th^  have  an. 
appearance  of  business,  that  I  dislike  them  so  'very  much. 
Well!   Tou  know  the  rest   A  son,  Ned,  unless  he  is  oUL 
enough  to  be  a  companion — that  is  to  say,  unless  he  is  some 
*  two  or  three  and  twenty — is  not  the  kind  of  thing  to  ha^e 
about  one.    He  is  a  restraint  upon  his  father,  his  father  is  a 
restraint  upon  him,  and  they  make  each  other  mutually 
imcomfortable.    Therefore,  imtil  witliin  the  last  four  years  or 
BO — I  have  a  poor  memory  for  dates,  and  if  I  mistake,  you 
will  correct  me  in  your  o^\^l  mind — you  pursued  your  studies 
at  a  distance,  and  picked  up  a  great  variety  of  accomplish- 
ments.   Occasionally  we  passed  a  week  or  tvvo  together  here, 
and  disconcerted  each  other  as  only  such  near  relations  can. 
At  last  you  came  home.    I  candidly  tell  you,  my  dear  boy, 
that  if  you  had  been  awkward  and  overgro\vn,  I  should  have 
exported  you  to  some  distant  part  of  the  world." 

"  I  wirfi  with  aU  my  soul  you  had,  sir,"  said  Edward. 

"No,  you  don%  Ned,"  rejoined  his  father  coolly;  "you 
are  iniBtiaken,  I  assure  yon.  I  found  you  a  handsome, 
prepossessiDg,  elegant  fellow,  and  I  threw  you  into  the  society 
I  can  stOl  command.  Having  done  that,  my  dear  feUow,  I 
consider  that  I  have  provided  for  you  in  life,  and  rely  on  your 
doing  something  to  provide  for  me  in  return." 

**  I  do  not  understiuid  your  meaning,  sir." 

"  My  meaning,  Ned,  is  obvious — observe  another  fly  in 
the  cream-jug,  but  have  the  goodness  not  to  take  it  out  as 
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ytm  did  the  firsts  for  their  walk  when  thieir  legs  axe  miUy,  is 
extremely  ungraceful  and  disagreeable — mj  meaning  is,  that 
you  must  do  as  I  did ;  that  you  must  mBoery  well  and  make 
the  most  of  yourself." 

"  A  mere  fortune-hunter !    cried  the  son,  indignantly. 

"  What  in  the  devil's  money  Ned,  would  you  be !"  returned 
the  father.    ^'AU  men  are  fortone-himters,  are  they  not? 
The  law,  the  chuioh,  the  court,  the  camp — see  how  they  are 
all  crowded  with  fortime-hmiters,  jostling  each  other  in  the 
pfnrsuii.   The  Stock-exchange,  the  pulpit,  the  counting-house,    .  /'^ 
the  royal  drawing-room,  the  Senate, — what  but  Ibrtuoe-  ^ 
hunters  are  they  fiUed  willi?  A  fortune-hunter !   Yes.   You  ^ 
ore  one ;  and  you  would  be  nothing  else,  my  dear  Ned,  if  you 
were  fObe  greatest  courtier,  lawyer,  legislator,  prelate,  or 
merchant,  in  existence.    If  you  are  squeamish  and  moral, 
Ned,  console  yourself  with  tiie  reflection  that  at  the  worst 
your  fortune-luintint:^  can  make  but  one  pC3i;5on  miserable  or 
unhappy.    How  man}'  peojile  do  you  suppose  these  other 
kinds  of  huntsmen  crush  in  following  their  sport — hundreds  / 
at  a  step?    Or  thousands?"  , 

The  young  man  leant  his  head  upon  his  hand,  and  made  no 
answer. 

"  I  am  quite  charmed,"  said  the  father  rising,  and  walking 
slowly  to  and  fro — stopping  now  and  then  to  glance  at 
himself  in  a  mirror,  or  survey  a  picture  throiip^h  his  glass, 
with  the  air  of  a  connoisseur,  that  we  have  had  this 
conversation,  Ned,  unpromising  as  it  was.  It  establishes  a 
confidence  between  us  which  is  quite  delightful,  and  was 
certainly  necessary,  though  how  you  can  ever  have  mistaken 
our  position  and  designs,  I  confess  I  cannot  understand.  I 
conceived,  imtil  I  found  your  femcy  for  this  girl,  that  all  these 
points  were  tadtiy  agreed  upon  between  us." 

**l  knew  you  were  embarrassed,  sir,"  returned  the  son, 
raising  his  head  for  a  moment,  and  then  f allmg  into  his 
finmer  attitude,  ''but  I  had  no  idea  we  were  the  beggared 
wretches  you  describe.  How  could  I  suppose  it,  bred  as  I 
have  been;  witnessing  the  life  you  have  aLways  led;  and  the 
appearance  you  have  always  made  7" 

"  My  dear  child,"  said  the  father — "for  you  really  talk  so 
like  a  child  that  I  must  call  you  one — you  were  bred  upon  a 
careful  principle ;  the  very  manner  of  your  education,  I  assure 
you,  maintained  my  credit  surprisingly.    As  to  the  lifb  I  lead. 
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I  mnsfc  lead  it,  Ned.  I  must  liave  these  little  refinements 
about  me.  I  hare  always  been  used  to  them,  and  I  cannot 
exist  without  them.  They  must  surround  me,  you  observe^ 
and  therefore  they  are  here..  With  regard  to  our  drcnm- 
stances,  Ned,  you  may  set  your  mind  at  rest  upon  that  score. 
They  are  desperate.  Your  own  appearance  is  1^  no  means 
despicable,  and  our  joiat  pocket-money  alone  devours  our 
income.    That 's  the  truth." 

"Why  have  I  never  known  this  before?  Why  have  yom 
encouraged  me,  sir,  to  an  expenditure  and  mode  of  life  to 
which  we  have  no  riglit  or  title  ?" 

"My  good  fellow,"  returned  his  father  more  compassion- 
ately than  ever,  if  you  made  no  appearance  how  could  you 
possibly  succeed  in  the  pursuit  for  which  I  destined  you  ?  As 
to  our  mode  of  life,  every  man  has  a  right  to  live  in  the  best 
way  he  can ;  and  to  make  himself  as  comfortable  as  he  can, 
or  he  is  an  imnatural  scoundrel.  Our  debts,  I  grant,  are  very 
greats  and  therefore  it  the  more  behoves  you,  as  a  young  man 
of  principle  and  honour,  to  pay  them  off  as  speedily  as 
possible." 

"The  "villain's  part,"  muttered  Edward,  "that  I  have 
unconsciously  played !  I  to  win  the  heart  of  Emma  Haie- 
dale !    I  would,  for  her  sake,  I  had  died  first ! " 

"I  am  glad  you  see,  Ned,"  returned  his  father,  "how 
perfectly  self-evident  it  is,  that  nothing  can  be  done  in  that 
quarter.    But  apart  fiom  this,  and  the  necessity  of  your 
speedfly  bestowing  yourself  in  another  (as  you  know  you 
could  to-morrow,  if  you  chose),  I  wish  you'd  look  upon  it 
pleasantly.    In  a  religious  point  of  Tiew  alone,  bow  could  you 
^  enrer  think  of  uniting  yourself  to  a  Catholic,  unless  she  was 
^azingly  rich?   You  who  ought  to  be  so  Teiy  Protestant, 
coming  of  such  a  Protestent  femily  as  you  do.    Let  us  be 
moral,  Ned,  or  we  are  no&ing.   Even  if  one  could  set  that 
objection  aside,  which  is  impossible,  we  come  to  anoCherwhich 
is  quite  conclusive.    The  very  idea  of  marrying  a  girl  wbose 
father  was  killed,  like  meat !    Good  God,  Nod^  how  disagree- 
able !    Consider  the  impossibility  of  having  any  respect  for 
your  father-iu-law  imder  such  unpleasant  cii'cum stances — 
think  of  his  having  been  *  viewed'  by  jurors,  and  *  sat  upon' 
by  coroners,  and  of  his  very  doubtful  position  in  the  family 
ever  afterwards.    It  seems  to  me  surh  an  indelicate  sort  of 
thing  that  I  really  think  the  girl  ought  to  have  been  put  to 
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death  by  the  state  to  prevent  its  happening.  But  I  tease  you 
perhaps.  You  would  rather  be  alone  ?  ^ly  dear  Ned,  most 
willingly.  God  bless  you.  I  shall  be  going  out  presently, 
but  we  shall  meet  to-night,  or  if  not  to-night,  certainly  to- 
morrow. Take  care  of  yourself  in  the  mean  time  for  both  our 
sakes.  You  are  a  person  of  great  consequence  to  me,  Ned — 
of  vast  consequence  indeed.    God  bless  you ! " 

With  these  words,  the  father,  who  had  been  arranging  his 
crayat  in  the  glass,  while  he  uttered  them  in  a  disconnected 
caxelees  manner,  withdrew,  humming  a  tune  as  he  went. 
The  son,  who  had  appeared  so  lost  in  thought  as  not  to  hear 
or  uoderstand  them,  remained  quite  still  and  silent.  After 
the  lapse  of  half  an  hour  or  so,  the  elder  Chester,  gaily 
dressed,  went  out.  The  younger  stOl  sat  with  his  head 
resting  on  his  hands^  in  what  appeared  to  he  a  kind  of 
stupor. 
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CHAPTER  XTI. 

A  SERIES  of  pictures  repreBenting  the  streets  of  London  in 
the  nighty  even  at  the  oomparatiTely  reoeat  date  of  tliis  tale^ 
would  present  to  the  eye  something  so  very  different  in 
character  from  the  reality  which  is  witnessed  in.  these  timos, 
that  it  would  he  difficult  for  the  beholder  to  reoognise  his 
most  iieuniliar  walks  in  the  altered  aspect  of  little  more  than 
half  a  century  ago* 

They  were,  one  and  ally  frctm  the  broadest  and  best  to  the 
•vanowest  and  least  frequented,  veiy  dark«  The  oil  and 
cotton  lamps,  though  regidarly  trimmed  twice  or  thrice  in  the 
long  winter  nights,  burnt  feebly  at  the  best;  and  at  a  late 
hour,  when  they  were  unassisted  by  the  lamps  and  candles  in 
the  shops,  cast  but  a  narrow  track  of  doubtful  light  upon  the 
footway,  leaving  the  projecting  doors  and  house-fronts  in  the 
deepest  gloom.  Many  of  the  courts  and  lanes  were  left  in 
tottil  darkness ;  those  of  the  meaner  sort,  where  one  glimmer- 
ing hght  twiidtled  for  a  score  of  houses,  being  favonrod  in  no 
slight  degree.  Even  in  these  places,  tlie  inliabitants  had 
often  good  reason  for  extinguisliing  their  lamp  as  soon  as  it 
was  lighted;  and  tlie  watch  being  utterly  inefficient  and 
powerless  to  prevent  them,  they  did  so  at  their  pleasure. 
Thus,  in  the  lightest  thoroughfares,  there  was  at  every  turn 
some  obscure  and  dangerous  spot  whither  a  thief  might  fly 
for  shelter,  and  few  would  care  to  follow ;  and  the  city  being 
belted  round  by  fields,  green  lanes,  waste  grounds,  and  lonely 
roads,  dividing  it  at  that  time  from  the  suburbs  that  have 
joined  it  since,  escape,  even  where  the  pmsoit  was  hob,  was 
rendered  easy. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  with  these  £svouxftig  drcamstanoes  in 
full  and  constant  operation,  street  robberies,  often  accompanied 
^  by  cruel  wounds,  and  not  unfrequently  by  loss  of  life,  shoiUd 
have  been  of  nightly  occurrence  in  the  very  heart  of  London, 
or  that  quiet  folks  diould  have  had  great  dread  of  traversing 
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its  streets  after  tlie  shops  were  closed.  It  was  not  unusual 
for  those  who  wended  home  alone  at  midnight,  to  keep  the 
middle  of  the  road,  the  liotter  to  guard  against  surpi  ise  from 
lurking  footjmds ;  few  would  venture  to  repair  at  a  late  li(jur 
to  Kentish  Town  or  Ilampstead,  or  even  to  Kensinf^ton  or 
Chelsea,  unarmed  and  unattended;  whUe  lie  who  liad  been 
loudest  and  most  valiant  at  the  supper-taLle  or  the  tavern, 
and  had  but  a  mile  or  80  to  go,  was  glad  to  fee  a  link-boy  to 
escort  liim  home. 

There  were  many  other  characteristics — ^not  quite  so 
disagreeable — about  the  thoroughfares  of  London  then,  with 
which  they  had  been  long  familiar.  Some  of  the  shops, 
especially  those  to  the  eastward  of  Temple  Bar,  still  adhered 
to  the  old  practice  of  hanging  out  a  sign ;  and  the  ereaking 
and  Bwinging  of  these  boards  in  their  iron  frames  on  windy 
nights^  formed  a  strange  and  mournful  conoert  for  the  ears  ci 
those  who  lay  awake  in  hed  or  hurried  through  the  streets. 
Lon^  stands  of  haduey-ohairs  and  groups  of  chairmen^ 
oompa3»d  with  whom  the  coachmen  of  our  day  are  gentle  and 
poHte,  obstructed  the  way  and  filled  the  air  with  clamour; 
night-cellars,  indicated  by  a  little  stream  of  light  crossing  the 
pavement,  and  stretching  out  half-way  into  the  road,  and  by 
the  stided  rojir  of  voices  from  Lolow,  ya\vned  for  the  reception 
and  entertainment  of  the  most  abandoned  of  both  sexes; 
under  every  shed  and  bidk  small  groups  of  link-boys  gamed 
away  the  earnings  of  the  day ;  or  one  more  weary  than  the 
rest,  gave  way  to  sleep,  and  let  the  fragment  of  his  torch  iall 
hissing  on  the  puddled  ground. 

Then  there  was  the  watch  with  staff  and  lantliorn  cr}dng 
the  hour,  and  the  kind  of  weather ;  and  those  who  wok(i  uj) 
at  his  voice  and  turned  them  roimd  in  bed,  were  glad  to  hear 
it  rained,  or  snowed,  or  blew,  or  froze,  for  very  comfort's  sake. 
The  solitary  passenger  was  startled  by  the  chairmen's  cry  oi 
"By  your  leave  there!"  as  two  came  trotting  past  him  with 
their  empty  vehicle — carried  backwards  to  show  its  being 
disengaged — and  hurried  to  the  nearest  stand.  INIany  a 
piiyate  chair  too,  inclosing  some  fine  Isdy,  monstrously  ho^>ed 
and  furbebwed,  aA  preceded  running-footmen  bearing 
flambeaux — for  which  extinguiahm  are  yet  suspended  before 
'  the  doors  of  a  fiaw  houses  of  the  bqitter  sort — made  the  way 
gay  and  light  as  it  danced  along^  and  darker  and  more 
dinnal  when  it  had  passed.   It  was  not  unusual  for  these 

K  2 


Digitized  by 


132  BARNABY  EUDGK 

ninning  gentry,  who  carried  it  with  a  very  high  hand,  to 
quarrel  in  the  servants'  hall  while  waiting  for  their  masters 
and  mistresses;  and,  falling  to  blows  either  there  or  in  the 
street  ^-itliout,  to  strew  the  place  of  skirmish  with  hair- 
powder,  fragments  of  bag-wigs,  and  scattered  nosegays. 
Gaming,  the  vice  whicli  ran  so  higli  among  all  classes  (the 
fashion  being  of  course  set  by  the  upper),  was  generally  the 
cause  of  these  disputes ;  for  cards  and  dice  were  as  openly 
used,  and  worked  as  much  mischief,  and  yielded  as  much 
excitement  below  stairs,  as  alxjve.  While  incidents  like  these, 
arising  out  of  drums  and  masquerades  and  parties  at  quadrille, 
were  passing  at  the  west  end  of  the  town,  heavy  stage-coaches 
and  scarce  heavier  waggons  were  lumbering  abwlj  towards 
the  city,  the  ooachmen,  guard,  and  passengers  armed  to  the 
teeth,  and  the  coach — a  day  or  so,  perhaps^  behind  its  time, 
but  that  was  nothing — despoiled  by  highwa}nDaen ;  who  made 
no  scruple  to  attack,  alone  and  single-handedi  a  whole  oanmm 
of  goods  and  men,  and  sometimes  shot  a  passenger  or  two, 
and  were  sometimes  shot  themselTes,  just  as  the  case  might 
be.  On  the  morrow,  rumours  of  this  new  act  of  daring  on 
the  road  yielded  matter  for  a  fbw  hours'  couTersatioii  through 
the  town,  and  a  Publio  Ftogress  of  some  fine  gentleman  (half 
drunk)  to  lybum,  dressed  in  the  newest  fiuahion  and  damning 
the  ordinary  with  unspeakable  gallantly  and  grace,  furnished 
to  the  populace,  at  <moe  a  pleasant  excitement  fmd  a  wholesome 
and  profound  example. 

Among  all  the  dioigetoos  diaraotas  idio,  in  such  a  state  of 
society,  prowled  and  skulked  in  the  metropolis  at  night,  there 
was  one  man,  firom  whom  many  as  uncouth  and  fierce  as  he, 
slirunk  with  an  involuntary  dread.  Who  he  was,  or  whence 
ho  came,  was  a  question  often  asked,  but  which  none  could 
answer.  His  name  was  imknown,  he  had  never  been  seen 
until  within  eight  days  or  thereabouts,  and  was  equally  a 
stranger  to  the  old  ruliians,  iqion  wliose  haunts  he  ventured 
fearlessly,  as  to  the  young.  Ho  could  be  no  spy,  for  he  never 
removed  his  slouched  hat  to  look  about  him,  entered  into  con- 
versation with  no  man,  heeded  nothing  that  passed,  listened 
to  no  discourse,  regarded  nobody  that  came  or  went.  But  so 
surely  as  the  dead  of  night  set  in,  so  surely  this  man  was  in 
the  midst  of  the  loose  concourse  in  the  night-ceUar  where 
outcasts  of  eveiy  grade  resorted ;  and  there  he  sat  till 
morning. 
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He  was  not  only  a  spectre  at  their  licentious  feasts ;  a 
Bometliing  in  the  midst  of  their  revelxy  and  riot  that  chilled 
and  haunted  them ;  but  out  of  doors  he  was  the  same. 
Directly  it  was  dark,  he  was  abroad — never  in  company  with 
any  one,  but  always  alone ;  never  lingering  or  loitering,  but 
always  walking  swiftly ;  and  looking  (so  they  said  who  had 
seen  him)  over  his  shoulder  from  time  to  time^  and  as  he  did 
BO  quickening  his  pace.  In  the  fields,  the  lanes,  the  roads,  in 
all  .quarters  of  the  town— east,  west,  north,  and  south — ibsA 
man  was  seen  gliding  on,  like  a  shadow.  He  was  always 
hurr}^ing  away.  Those  who  encountered  him,  saw  him  steml 
past,  caught  sight  of  the  backward  glance,  and  so  lost  him  in 
the  darkness. 

This  constant  restlessness  and  flitting  to  and  fro,  gave  rise 
to  strange  stories.    He  was  seen  in  such  distant  and  remote 

places,  at  times  so  nearly  tallying  with  each  other,  that  some 
doubted  whether  there  were  not  two  of  them,  or  more — some, 
whether  he  had  not  unearthly  means  of  travelling  from  spot 
to  spot.  The  footpad  hiding  in  a  ditch  had  marked  him 
passing  like  a  ghost  along  its  brink ;  the  vagrant  had  met 
liim  on  the  dark  high-road ;  the  beggar  had  seen  him  pause 
upon  the  bridge  to  look  dowTi  at  the  water,  and  then  sweep 
on  again  ;  they  who  dealt  in  bodies  with  the  surgeons  coiM 
swear  he  slept  in  churchyards,  and  that  they  had  beheld  liira 
glide  away  among  the  tombs,  on  their  approach.  And  as 
they  told  these  stories  to  each  other,  one  who  had  looked 
about  him  would  pull  his  neighbour  by  the  sleeve,  and  there 
he  woidd  be  among  them. 

At  last,  one  man — he  was  of  those  whose  commerce  lay 
among  the  graves — ^resolved  to  question  this  strange  com- 
panion. Next  night,  when  he  had  eat  his  poor  meal  vora- 
ciously (he  was  accustomed  to  do  that,  they  had  observec^  as 
though  he  had  no  other  in  the  day),  this  follow  sat  down  at 
his  elbow. 

''A  black  night,  master!" 

"Itisablacknie^t." 

"  Blacker  than  last,  though  that  was  pitchy  too.  Didn't  I 
pass  you  near  the  turnpike  in  the  Qzford-road?  " 

"  It 's  like  you  may.    I  don't  know." 

"  Come,  come,  master,"  cried  the  fellow,  urged  on  by  the 
lookB  o£  his  comrades,  and  slapping  him  on  the  shoulder; 
*'  be  mote  oompamonAble  and  communicatiYe.   Be  more  the 
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genileman  in  this  good  oompany.  There  are  tales  among  us 
that  you  haw  sold  younelf  to  the  devil,  and  I  know  not 
what." 

"We  aJl  have,  have  we  not?"  xetuzned  the  stranger, 
looking  up.  "If  we  were  t&wer  in  nnmber,  perhaps  ho 
would  give  better  wages." 

"  It  goes  rather  hard  with  you,  indeed,"  said  the  fellow,  as 
the  stranger  disclosed  his  haggard  nnmahed  feoe,  and  torn 
clothes.  "  What  of  that  ?  Be  merry,  master.  A  stave  of  a 
roaring  song  now  " — 

**  Siug  you,  if  you  desire  to  hear  one/'  replied  the  oilier, 
shaking  him  rouglJy  off;  ''and  don't  touch  me  if  you're  a 
prudent  man ;  I  carry  arms  whicli  go  off  easily — they  have 
done  so,  More  now — and  make  it  dangerous  for  strangers 
who  don't  know  the  trick  of  them,  to  lay  hands  upon  me." 
Do  you  thi-eaten      said  the  fellow. 

Yes,"  returned  the  other,  rising  and  turning  upon  him, 
and  looking  fiercely  round  as  if  in  apprehension  of  a  general 
attack. 

.  His  voice,  and  look,  and  bearing — all  expressive  of  the 
wildest  recklessness  and  desperation — daunted  while  they 
repelled  the  bystanders.  Although  in  a  very  different  sphere 
of  action  now,  they  were  not  without  much  of  the  eSect  they 
had  wrought  at  the  Maypole  Inn. 

"  I  am  what  you  all  are,  and  Hve  as  you  all  do,"  said  the 
man  sternly,  after  a  short  silence.  "I  am  in  hiding  heze 
like  the  rest,  and  if  we  were  surprised,  would  perhaps  do  my 
part  with  the  hest  of  ye.  If  it 's  my  humour  to  be  left  to 
myself  let  me  have  it.  Otherwise," — and  here  he  swofre  a* 
tremendous  oatib. — "  these  'U  be  mischief  done  in  this  place, 
though  there  ar§  odds  of  a  score  against  me." 

A  low  murmur,  having  its  origin  perhaps  in  a  dread  of  the 
man  and  the  myst^  that  surrounded  him,  or  perhaps  in  a 
sincere  opinion  on  the  part  of  some  of  those  present,  that  it 
would  be  an  inconvenient  precedent  to  meddle  too  cui'iously 
"with  a  gentleman's  private  affairs  if  he  saw  reason  to  conceal 
them,  warned  the  fellow  who  had  occasioned  this  discussion 
that  he  had  best  pursue  it  no  further.  After  a  short  time  the 
strange  man  lay  down  upon  a  bench  to  sleep,  and  when  they 
thought  of  him  again,  they  found  that  he  was  gone. 

Next  night,  as  soon  as  it  was  dark,  ho  was  abroad  again 
and  traversing  the  streets;  he  was  before  the  lockamith's 
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house  more  than  once,  but  tke  family  were  out,  and  it  was 
close  shut.  This  night  he  crossed  London  Bridge  and  passed 
into  Southwark.  As  he  glided  down  a  bye-street,  a  woman 
wiiih.  a  little  basket  on  her.  arm,  turned  into  it  at  the  other 
end.  Directly  he  observed  her,  he  sought  the  shelter  of  an 
axchwi^,  and  stood  aside  nntil  she  had  passed.  Ihen  he 
emerged  cautiously  fiom  his  hiding-plaoe,  and  IbDowed. 

She  went  into  several  shops  to  pnxofaase  varions  kinds  of 
household  necessaries^  and  round  every  place  at  which  she 
stopped  he  hovered  like  her  evil  spirit ;  IbUowing  her  when 
she  reappeared.  It  was  nigh  elevieai  o'clock,  and  the  pas- 
sengers in  the  streets  w^  thinning  ftist,  when  she  turned, 
doubtless  to  go  home.    The  phantom  still  followed  her. 

She  turned  into  the  mme  bje-street  in  which  he  had  seen 
her  first,  which,  l>eing  free  from  shops,  and  narrow,  was 
extremely  dark.  She  quickened  her  pace  liere,  as  though 
distrustful  of  being  stopped,  and  robbed  of  Biich  tritling  pro- 
perty as  she  carried  with  her.  He  crept  along  on  the  other 
side  of  the  road.  Had  she  been  gifted  with  the  speed  of 
wind,  it  seemed  as  if  his  terrible  shadow  would  have  tracked^ 
her  doTNTi. 

At  length  tlie  Tvidow — ^for  she  it  was — reached  her  own 
door,  and,  panting  for  breath,  paused  to  take  the  key  fit)m 
her  haaket.  In  a  flush  and  glow,  with  the  haste  she  had 
made,  and  the  pleasure  of  being  safe  at  home,  she  stooped  to 
draw  it  out,  when,  raising  her  head,  she  saw  him  standing 
ailently  beside  her;  the  apparition  of  a  dream. 

His  hand  was  on  her  mouth,  but  that  was  needless,  fbr  her 
tongue  clove  to  ite  rocf,  and  h^  power  of  utterance  was  gone. 
**  I  have  been  looking  for  you  many  nights.  Is  the  house 
empty  ?   Answer  me.    Is  any  one  indde  ?  " 

She  oould  only  answer  by  a  ratHe  in  her  throat 
Make  me  a  sign/' 

She  seemed  to  indicate  that  there  was  no  one  there.  He 
took  the  key,  unlocked  the  door,  carried  her  in,  and  secured 
it  carofiilly  buliind  them. 
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CHAPTEE  XVn. 

It  WftS  ft  diilly  night,  and  the  fire  in  tiie  widow's  parlour 
had  burnt  low.     Her  strange  companion  placed  her  in  a 

chair,  and  stooping  down  before  the*  half-extinguished  ashes, 
raked  them  together  and  fanned  thorn  with  his  hat.  From 
time  to  time  he  glanced  at  her  over  liis  shoulder,  as  though 
to  assure  himself  of  her  remaining  quiet  and  making  no  effort 
to  depart ;  and  that  done,  busied  himself  about  the  fire  again. 

It  was  not  without  reason  that  he  took  these  pains,  for  his 
dress  was  dank  and  drenched  with  wet,  his  jaws  rattled  with 
cold,  and  he  shivered  from  head  to  foot.  It  had  rained  hard 
during  the  previous  night  and  for  some  hours  in  tlie  morning, 
but  since  noon  it  had  been  fine.  Wlieresoever  he  had  passed 
the  hours  of  darkness,  his  condition  sufficiently  betokened 
that  many  of  them  had  been  spent  beneath  the  open  sky. 
Btismeared  with  mire ;  his  saturated  clothes  clinging  with  a 
damp  embrace  about  his  limbs ;  his  beard  unshaven,  his  face 
unwashed,  his  meagre  cheeks  worn  into  deep  hollows, — a 
more  miserable  wretch  could  hardly  be,  than  this  man  who 
now  cowered  down  upon  the  widow's  hearth,  and  watched  the 
struggling  flame  with  bloodshot  eyes. 

She  had  coTeied  her  jfooe  with  her  hands,  fearing,  as  it 
seemed,  to  look  towards  him.  So  they  remained  iwp  some 
short  time  in  silenoe.  Glandng  round  again,  h^  aaked  at 
length: 

"  Is  this  your  house  ?  " 

"  It  is.    Why,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  do  you  darken  it  ?  " 

**  Give  me  meat  and  drink,"  lie  answered  sullenly,  or  I 
dare  do  more  than  that.  The  very  marrow  in  my  bones  is 
cold,  with  wet  and  hunger.  I  must  have  warmth  and  food, 
and  I  will  have  them  here." 

"  You  were  the  robber  on  the  ChigweU  road.'* 

"  I  was." 
And  nearly  a  murderer  then." 
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"  Tlie  will  was  not  wanting.  There  was  one  came  upon 
me  and  raised  the  hue-and-cry,  that  it  would  have  gone  hard 
with,  but  for  his  nimbleness.    I  made  a  thrust  at  him." 

"  You  thrust  your  sword  at  him! "  cried  the  widow,  loakiug 
upwards.    "  You  hear  this  man  !  you  hear  and  saw  !  " 

He  looked  at  her,  as,  with  her  head  thrown  back,  and  her 
hands  tight  clenched  together,  she  uttered  these  words  in  an 
agony  of  appeal.  Then,  staiting  to  his  feet  as  she  had  done^ 
he  adyanoed  towards  her. 

*'  Beware !  "  she  cried  in  a  suppressed  yoioB,  whose  firmness 
stopped  him  midway.  Do  not  so  much  as  toueh  me  with 
a  finger,  or  you  are  lost ;  body  and  soul,  yon  are  lost." 

"Hear  me/'  he  re^ed,  menacing  her  with  his  hand. 
*'  1,  that  in  the  form  6f  a  man  liYe  the  life  of  a  hunted  beast ! 
that  in  the  body  am  a  spirit^  a  ghost  upon  the  earthy  a  thing 
from  which  all  creatures  shrink,  saye  those  curst  beings  of 
anoHier  world,-  who  will  not  leave  me ; — I  am,  in  my  despera- 
tion of  this  night,  past  all  fear  but  that  of  ^e  hell  in  which 
I  exist  from  day  to  day.  Give  Ihe  alarm,  cry  out,  refose  to 
shelter  me.  I  wiU  not  hurt  you.  But  I  will  not  be  taken 
alive ;  and  so  surely  as  you  threaten  me  above  your  breath, 
I  fall  a  dead  man  on  tliis  floor.  The  blood  with  which  I 
sprinkle  it,  be  on  you  and  yours,  in  the  name  of  the  Evil 
Spirit  that  tempts  men  to  their  ruin  !  "  ^ 

As  he  spoke,  he  took  a  pistol  from  his  breast,  and  firmly 
cIuIcIkmI  it  in  his  hand. 

'*  Remove  this  man  from  me,  good  Heaven  ! "  cried  the 
widow.  "  In  thy  grace  and  mercy,  give  him  one  minute's 
penitence,  and  strike  him  dead ! " 

It  has  no  such  purpose,"  he  said,  confronting  her.  "  It 
is  deaf.  Give  me  to  eat  and  drink,  lest  I  do  that,  it  cannot 
help  my  doing,  and  will  not  do  for  you." 

"  Will  you  leave  me,  if  I  do  thus  much?  Will  you  leave 
me  and  return  no  more  ?  " 

*'  I  will  promise  nothing,"  he  rejoined,  seating  himself  at 
the  table,  nothing  but  this — ^1  will  execute  my  threat  if  you 
betray  me." 

She  rose  at  length,  and  going  to  a  closet  or  pantry  in  the 
room,  brought  out  some  fragments  of  cold  meat  and  bread 
and  pot  them  on  &e  table.  He  asked  for  brandy,  and  for 
water.  These  she  produced  likewise ;  and  he  ate  and  drank 
with  the  Toracify  of  a  femished  hound.   ALL  the  time  he  waa 
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SO  engaged,  she  kept  at  the  uttermost  distance  of  the  chamber, 
and  sat  there  shuddering,  but  with  her  face  towards  him. 
She  never  turned  her  back  upon  him  once ;  and  although 
when  she  passed  him  (as  slie  was  obliged  to  do  in  going  to 
and  from  the  cupboard)  she  gathered  the  skirts  of  her  gar- 
ment about  her,  as  if  even  its  touching  his  by  chance  were 
horrible  to  think  of,  still,  in  the  midst  of  all  this  dread  and 
texror,  she  k^t  her  face  directed  to  his  owii|  and  waiched 
evGty  xDoyemeiit. 

His  repast  ended — if  that  can  be  called  one,  which  was  a 
mere  ravenous  satisf}dng  of  the  calls  of  hunger — ^he  moved 
his  chair  towards  the  fire  again,  and  warming  himself  before 
the  blase  if hich  had  now  sprung  brightij  up,  accosted  her 
once  more.  ^r«, 

I  am  an  o^iqas^  to  whom  a  roof  above  his  head  is  oBm 
an  imcommon  Inxi^,  and  the  food  a  beggar  would  reject 
is  delicate  &re.  Yoa  live  hero  ai  your  ease.  Do  jou  live 
alone?" 

I  do  not^"  she  made  answer  with  an  effixrt. 
Who  dwells  here  besides?" 
«  One — it  is  no  matter  who.   You  had  best  begone,  or  ha 

may  find  you  here.    Why  do  you  linger  ?  " 

For  warmth,"  he  replied,  spreading  out  his  hands  before 
the  fire.     '*  For  warmth.    You  arc  rich,  perhaps  ?  " 

Very,"  she  said  faintly.  Very  rich.  No  doubt  I  am 
very  rich." 

**At  least  you  are  not  penniless.  You  have  some  money. 
You  were  makinp:  purchases  to-night." 

I  have  a  little  left.    It  is  but  a  few  shillincrs." 
Give  me  your  purse.    You  had  it  in  your  hand  at  the 
door.    Give  it  to  me." 

She  stepped  to  the  table  and  laid  it  down.  He  reached 
across,  took  it  up,  and  told  the  contents  into  his  hand.  As 
he  was  counting  them^  she  .  listened  for  a  moment^  and  sprung 
towards  him. 

"Take  what  there  is,  take  all,  take  more  if  more  were 
there,  but  go  before  it  is  too  late.  I  have  heard  a  way- 
ward step  without^  I  know  full  welL  It  will  return  directly. 
Begone." 

What  do  you  mean?" 

''Do  not  stop  to  ask.  I  will  not  answer.  Mudi  as  I 
dread  to  touch  you,  I  would  drag  you  to  the  door  if  I  possessed 
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the  strength,  rather  than  you  should  lofle  an  instant.  Miser- 
able wretch!  fly  ftam  this  place." 

**  If  there  are  spies  without,  I  am  safer  here/'  replied  the 
man,  standing  aghaat  ''I  will  remain  here,  and  will  not 
fly  till  the  danger  is  past." 

"  It  is  too  late ! "  cried  the  widowi  who  had  liatened  for 
the  step,  and  not  to  him.  "Hark  to  lhat  foot  upon  the 
ground.    Do  yon  tiemhie  to  hear  it !    It  is  mj  mm,  my  idiot 

As  she  said  this  wildly,  there  oame  a  heavy  knocking  at 
the  door.    He  looked  at  her,  and  she  at  him. 

"  Let  him  come  in,''  said  the  man,  hoarsely.  I  fear  him 
lees  than  the  dark,  houseless  night.    He  knocks  again.  Let 

him  come  in  !  " 

"  The  dread  of  this  hour/'  returned  the  \ddow,  "  has  been 
upon  mo  all  my  life,  and  I  will  not.  Evil  will  fall  upon  him, 
if  you  stand  eye  to  eye.  My  blighted  boy !  Oli !  all  good 
angels  who  know  the  truth — hear  a  poor  mother's  prayer, 
and  spare  my  boy  from  knowledge  of  this  man  !  " 

"  He  rattles  at  the  shutters  !  "  cHed  the  man.  lie  calls 
you.  That  voice  and  cry !  It  was  he  who  grappled  with  me 
in  the  road.    Was  it  he  ?  " 

She  had  simk  upon  her  knees,  and  so  knelt  down,  moving 
her  lips,  but  uttering  no  sound.  As  he  gazed  upon  her, 
uncertain  what  to  do  or  where  to  turn,  the  shutters  flew  open. 
He  had  barely  time  to  catch  a  knife  from  the  table,  sheathe  it 
in  the  loose  sleeve  of  his  coat,  hide  in  the  doset,  and  do  all 
with  the  lightning^s  speed,  when  Bamabj  tapped  at  the  hare 
glass,  and  raised  Ihe  sash  eznitingly. 

Why,  who  can  keep  out  Grip  and  me ! he  cried,  thrust- 
ing in  his  heady  and  staring  round  the  room.    ''Are  you 
there,  mother?   How  long  you  keep  us  from  the  fire  and  , 
light." 

She  stammered  some  excuse  and  tendered  him  her  hand. 

But  Bamaby  sprung  lightly  in  without  assistance,  and  putting 
Lis  arms  about  her  neck,  kissed  her  a  hundi-ed  times. 

"  We  have  been  alir'ld,  mother — leaping  ditches,  scrambling 
through  hedges,  ruiuiing  down  steep  banks,  up  and  away, 
and  lnin'}ing  on.  Tlio  wind  has  been  blowing,  and  tlie 
rushes  and  young  plants  bowing  and  bending  to  it,  lest  it 
should  do  them  harm,  the  cowards — and  Grip — ha  lui  ha! — 
br%Te  Grip,  who  cares  for  nothing,  and  when  the  wind  roUa 


Digitized  by  Gopgle 


HO 


BAENABY  KUDQS. 


liiin  over  in  the  dust,  turns  manfully  to  bite  it — Grip,  bold 
Grip,  has  quarrelled  with  every  little  bowing  twig — thinking, 
he  told  me,  tliat  it  mocked  him — ^aad  haa  worried  it  like  a 
bull-dog.    Ila  ha  ha  !  " 

The  raven,  in  liis  little  basket  at  his  master's  back,  hearing 
this  frequent  meatio&  of  his  name  in  a  tone  of  exultation, 
expressed  his  sympathy  by  crowing  like  a  oook,  and  aflber- 
wards  mxming  over  his  vaiions  phrases  of  Bpeech  with  such 
rapidity,  and  in  so  many  varieties  of  hoarseness^  that  they 
sounded  like  the  murmurs  of  a  crowd  of  people. 

He  takes  such  care  of  me  besides ! said  Bainaby. 

Such  care,  mother !  He  watches  all  the  time  I  sleep,  and 
when  I  shut  my  eyes  and  make-beHere  to  slumber,  he 
practises  new  Ifwming  sQMy;  but  he  keeps  his  eye  on  me 
the  while,  and  if  he  sees  me  laugh,  Ihongh  never  so  little, 
stops  directly.   He  won't  surprise  me  till  he 's  perH^ct" 

The  raven  crowed  again  in  a  rapturous  manner  which 
plainly  said,  "  Those  are  certainly  some  of  my  characteristics, 
and  I  glory  in  them."  In  the  meantime,  Bamaby  closed  the 
window  and  secured  it,  and  coming  to  the  fire-place,  prepared 
to  sit  down  with  his  face  to  the  closet.  But  his  mother 
prevented  this,  by  hastily  taking  that  side  herself,  and 
motioning  him  to\\'ar(Is  the  other. 

How  pale  you  are  to-night ! "  said  Bamaby,  leaning  on 
his  stick.  "We  have  been  cruel.  Grip,  and  made  her 
anxious ! " 

Anxious  in  g<:)od  truth,  and  sick  at  heart !  The  listener 
held  the  door  uf  his  hiding-place  open  with,  liis  hand,  and 
closely  watched  lier  son.  Grip  —  alive  to  everjthing  his 
master  was  unconscious  of — had  his  head  out  of  the  basket, 
and  in  return  was  watching  hjir^  intently  with  his  glistening 
eye. 

He  flaps  his  wings,"  said  Bamaby,  turning  almost 
quickly  enough  to  catch  the  retreating  form  and  dosing 
door,  as  if  there  were  strangers  here;  but  Grip  is  wiser 
than  to  iiancy  that.    Jump  then ! " 

Accepting  this  invitation  with  a  dignity  peculiar  to  himself^ 
the  bird  hopped  up  on  his  master's  shoulder,  from  that  to  his 
extended  hand,  and  so  to  the  ground.  Bamaby  unstrapping 
the  basket  and  putting  it  down  in  a  comer  with  the  lid  open, 
Grip's  first  care  was  4o  shut  it  down  with  all  possible 
deqwtch,  and  then  to  stand  upon  it   Believing^  no  dadbt, 
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that  lie  had  now  rendered  it  utterly  impossible,  and  beyond 
tlie  power  of  mortal  man,  to  shut  him  up  in  it  any  more,  ho 
di^ew  a  groat  many  corks  in  triumph,  and  uttered  a  correspond- 
ing number  of  hurrahs. 

Mother  !  "  said  Bamaby,  laying  aside  his  hat  and  stick, 
and  returning  to  the  chair  firom  which  he  had  risen,  I  'U 
tell  you  where  we  haTB  been  to  day,  and  what  we  have  been 
doing,— shaU  I?" 

She  took  his  hand  in  hers,  and  linMi'iig  it,  nodded  the  woid 
she  could  not  apeak. 

You  mustn't  tell,"  said  Baxnabgr,  holding  up  hie  finger, 
^'for  it's  a  secret,  mind,  and  only  known  to  me,  and  Grip, 
and  Hugh.  We  had  the  dog  with  us,  but  he 's  not  like  Grip, 
cleyer  as  he  is,  and  doesn't  guess  it  yet,  I  'U  wager. — Why 
do  you  look  behind  me  so  ?  " 

'<Did  I?"  she  answered &mtly.        didn't  knowl  did. 
Come  nearer  me." 

You  are  frightened ! "  said  Bai^by,  changing  colour. 
Mother— you  dont  see" — 
"See  what?" 

**  There 's — there 's  none  of  this  about,  is  there  ? "  he 
answered  in  a  whisper,  drawing  closer  to  her  and  chisping  the  j,**"' 
mark  upon  his  wrist."  "I  am  afraid  there  is,  somewhere.'*'*' 
You  make  my  hair  stand  on  end,  and  my  flesh  creep.  W^y 
do  you  look  like  that  ?  Is  it  in  the  room  as  I  have  seen  it  in 
my  dreams,  daahing  the  ceiling  and  the  walls  with  red  ?  Tell 
me.    Is  it  ?  " 

lie  fell  into  a  shivering  fit  as  he  put  the  questum^  and 
shutting  out  the  light  with  his  hands,  sat  shaking  in  every 
limb  until  it  had  passed  away.  After  a  time  he  raised  his 
head  and  looked  about  him. 

"Is  it  gone?" 

"There  has  been  nothing  here,"  rejoined  his  mother, 
Boothing  him.  ''Nothing  indeed,  dear  Bamaby.  Look! 
JYou  see  there  are  but  you  and  me." 

He  gazed  at  her  Taoantly,  and,  becoming  zeassured  by 
degrees,  burst  into  a  wild  laugh. 

''But  let  us  see,"  he  said,  thonghtftdly.  "Were  we 
talking?   Was  it  you  and  me?   Where  ha?e  we  been?" 

"  Nowhere  but  here." 

"Aye,  but  Hugh,  and  I,"  said  Barnaby,—"  That 's  it. 
Maypole  Hugh,  and  I,  you  know,  and  Grip — we  have  been 
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lying  in  the  forest,  and  among  the  trees  by  the  road  side, 
wdth  a  dark-laiithom  after  niglit  oanio  on,  and  the  dog  in  a 
noose  ready  to  slip  him  when  the  man  came  by/' 
'*  mat  man  ?  " 

"The  rol)ber;  him  that  the  stars  wiiiked  at.  We  have 
waited  for  him  after  dark  these  many  nights,  and  we  shall 
have  him.  I know  him  in  a  thousand.  Mother,  see  hare  I 
This  is  the  man.    Look  I  " 

He  twisted  his  handkerchief  round  his  head,  pulled  his  hat 
upon  his  brow,  wrapped  his  coat  about  him,  and  stood  up 
before  her:  so  like  original  he  coimteifiBited,  that  the 
dark  figure  peering  oat  behind  him  might  have  passed  for  his 
own  shadow. 

"Ha  ha  ha !  We  sihaU •have  him,"  be  eried,  ridding  him- 
self of  the  semblance  as  hastily  as  he  had  assumed  it.  Yon 
shall  see  him,  mother,  bound  hand  and  ioot,  and  brought  to 
London  at  a  saddle-girth ;  and  you  shall  hear  of  him  at  Tybnm 
Tree  if  we  have  luck.  ^  Hugh  says.  You're  pale  again,  and 
trembling.    And  why  do  you  look  behind  me  so  ? 

"  It  is  notliing,"  she  answered.  I  am  not  quite  well. 
Go  you  to  bod,  dear,  and  leave  mo  here." 

"To  bed!"  he  answered.  I  don't  like  bed.  I  like  to 
lie  before  the  fire,  watching  the  prospects  in  the  burning  coals 
— the  rivers,  liills,  and  delLs,  in  the  deep,  red  sunset,  and  the 
wild  faces.  I  am  hungry  too,  and  CI  rip  has  eaten  nothing 
since  broad  noon.  Let  us  to  supper.  Grip  !  To  supper,  lad !  ^' 

The  raven  flapped  his  wiuf^s,  and,  croaking  his  satisfaction, 
'  hopped  to  the  feet  of  his  master,  and  there  held  his  bill  open, 
ready  for  snapping  up  such  lumps  of  meat  as  he  should  throw 
him.  Of  these  he  received  about  a  sooro  in  rapid  suocessioa, 
without  the  smallest  discomposure. 

"That's  all,"  said  Bamaby. 

"More!"  cried  Grip.  "More!" 

But  it  appearing  far  a  oertainty  that  no  more  was  to  be 
had,  he  retreated  with  his  store ;  and  du^gorging  the  morsela 
one  bj  one  from  his  pouoh,  hid  them  in  various  oomers — 
taking  particular  care,  however,  to  avoid'  the  closet,  as  being 
doubtful  of  the  hidden  maa*s  propensities  and  power  of  resist- 
ing temptation.  "When  he  had  concluded  these  arrangements, 
he  took  a  turn  or  two  across  the  zoom  with  an  elaborate 
assumption  of  having  nothing  on  his  mind  (but  wiHi  one  eye 
hard  upon  his  treasure  all  the  time),  and  then,  and  not  till 
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then,  began  to  drag  it  out,  pieoe  by  pieoe^  and  eat  it  with  the 
utmost  leliflli. 

Bamabj;  ioft  his  part,  baving  pressed  bis  motber  to  eat»  in 
'vain,  made  a  beart}'  supper  too.  OncSy  duiing  ibe  progress 
of  bis  mealy  be  wanted  more  bread  from  the  doset  and  rose  to 
get  it.  Sbe  boniedly  interposed  to  prevent  bim,  and  sum- 
moning her  utmost  fjartLtude,  passed  into  the  recess,  and 
brought  it  out  herself. 

"  Mother,'*  said  Bamaby,  looking  at  her  stedfastly  as  she 
sat  down  beside  him,  after  doing  so;  *' is  to-day  my  birth- 
day?" 

"To-day!"  she  answered.  "Don't  you  recollect  it  was 
but  a  week  or  so  ago,  and  that  summer,  autumn,  and  winter 
have  to  pass  before  it  comes  again  ?  " 

remember  that  it  has  been  so  till  now,"  said  Bamaby. 
"But  I  think  to-day  must  be  my  birthday  too,  for  all  that." 

She  asked  him  why?  I 'U  teU  you  why,"  he  said.  ''I 
liave  always  seen  you — I  didn't  let  you  know  it,  but  I  have — 
on  the  evening  of  that  day  grow  very  sad.  I  have  seen  you 
cry  when  Qiip  and  I  were  most  glad ;  and  look  frightened 
with  no  reason ;  and  I  have  touebed  your  band,  and  felt  that 
it  was  cold — as  it  is  now.  Once,  mother  (©n  a  birthday  that 
was,  also)  Grip  and  I  thought  of  this  after  we  w^t  up  stairs 
to  bed,  and  when  it  was  midnight,  striking  one  o'clock,  we 
oame  down  to  your  door  to  see  ^  you  were  well.  You  were 
on  yoor  knees.  I  fbrget  what  it  was  yon  said.  Grip,  what 
was  it  we  beard  ber  say  that  nigbt  ?  " 

"I 'ma  devil!"  rejoined  the  raven  promptly. 

"No,  no,"  said  Baznabj.  "Bat  you  said  something  in  a 
prayer ;  and  when  yon  rose  and  walked  about,  you  k)oked  (as 
jou  have  done  enrar  since,  mother,  towards  nig^t  on  my  birth- 
day) just  as  yon  do  now.  I  have  fbund  that  out,  you  see, 
tbougb  I  am  sil^.  So  I  say  you  're  wrong;  and  this  must 
be  my  birthday — ^my  birthday,  Grip ! " 

The  bird  received  tliis  informuti(^ii  with  a  crow  of  such 
duration,  as  a  cock,  giiU-d  with  intelligence  beyond  all  others 
of  lus  kind,  might  usher  in  the  longest  day  with,  l  lien,  as 
if  lie  had  well  considered  the  sentiment,  and  regarded  it  as 
apposite  to  birthdays,  he  cried,  "  Never  say  die  I "  a  great 
many  times,  and  flajiped  liis  wings  for  emphasis. 

The  widow  tried  to  make  light  of  Barnaby's  remark,  and 
endeavoured  to  divert  bis  attention  to  some  new  subject ;  too 
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easy  a  task  at  all  times,  as  ahe  knew.  His  supper  done, 
Bainaby,  regardless  of  her  entreatieSi  stretchdd  himself  on  the 
mat  before  &e  fire ;  Qiip  peroihed  upon  his  log,  and  divided 
his  time  between  dozing  in  the  grateful  warmtii,  and  endea- 
vouring (aa  it  presently  appeared)  to  zeoal  a  new  aooompliBh- 
ment  he  had  been  studying  all  day. 

A  long  and  profound  silence  ensued,  broken  only  by  some 
change  of  position  on  the  x^art  of  Bamaby,  whose  eyes  were 
stiU  wide  open  and  intently  £xed  upon  the  fire;  or  by  an 
efibrt  of  reocdlection  on  the  part  of  Grip,  who  would  cry  in  a 
low  Toice  from  time  to  time,  "  Polly  put  the  ket —  "  and  there 
stop  short,  forgetting  the  remainder,  and  go  off  in  a  doze 
again. 

After  a  long  inten^al,  IJamaby's  Lreathing  grew  more  deep 
and  regular,  and  his  eyes  were  closed.  But  even  then,  the 
unquiet  spirit  of  the  raven  interjiosed.  "  Polly  put  the 
ket- —  "  cried  Grip,  and  his  master  was  broad  awake  again. 

At  length  Bamaby  slept  soundly ;  and  the  bird  with  his 
bill  sunk  upon  liis  breast,  liis  T)reast  itself  puffed  out  into  a 
comfortable  [ild(^rman-like  form,  and  his  bri<2:ht  eye  growing 
smaller  and  smuUer,  really  seemed  to  be  subsiding  into  a  state 
of  repose.    Now  and  then  he  muttered  in  a  sepulchral  voice, 

PoUy  put  the  ket — "  but  very  drowsily,  and  more  like  a 
drunken  man  than  a  reflecting  raven. 

The  widow,  scarcely  venturing  to  breathe,  rose  from  her 
seat.  The  man  glided  from  the  doset,  and  extinguished  the 
candle. 

« — tie  on,"  cried  Grip,  suddenly  struck  with  an  idea  and 
very  much  excited.  " — ^tle  on.  Hurrah!  Polly  put  tlie 
ket-tle  on,  we  'U  all  have  tea ;  Polly  put  the  ket-tle  on,  we  'U 
all  have  tea.  Hurrah,  huxxah,  hurrah !  I 'm  a  devil,  I 'm  a 
devil,  I 'm  a  ket-tle  on.  Keep  up  your  spirits,  Never  say  die. 
Bow  wow  wow,  I 'm  a  devil,  I 'm  a  ket-tle,  I 'm  a — ^Pol^  put 
the  ket-tle  on,  we  11  all  have  tea.'' 

They  stood  rooted  to  the  ground,  as  though  it  had  been  a 
voice  from  the  grave. 

But  even  Ods  fruled  to  awaken  the  deeper.  He  turned 
over  towards  the  fire,  lus  arm  fell  to  the  ground,  and  his  head 
drooped  heavily  upon  it.  The  widow  and  her  unwelcome 
visitor  gazed  at  h&n  and  at  each  other  fbr  a 'moment,  and 
then  she  motioned  him  towards  the  door. 

Stay,"  he  whispered.    "  You.  toach  your  son  welL'* 
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"I  have  taught  him  nothing  that  you  heard  to-night. 
Depart  instantly,  or  I        rouse  him." 

*'  You  are  free  to  do  so.    Shall  I  rouse  him  ?  ** 

"  You  dare  not  do  that." 
I  dare  do  an}i;hing,  I  have  told  you.    He  knows  me  well, 
it  seems.    At  least  I  will  know  him." 

Would  you  kill  him  in  his  sleep  ?  "  oried  the  widow, 
throwing  herself  between  them. 

Woman,"  he  returned  between  his  teeth,  as  he  motioned 
her  aside,  **  I  would  see  him  nearer,  and  I  wiU.  If  you  want 
one  of  us  to  kill  the  other,  wake  him." 

With  tiiBt  he  adyanoed,  and  bending  down  ovor  the 
prostrate  form,  softly  tumed  back  the  head  and  looked  into  the 
&oe.  The  light  of  the  fire  was  upon  it,  and  its  eveiy  linea- 
ment was  repealed  distinotly.  He  contemplated  it  fixr  a  brief 
spaoe,  and  hastily  uprose. 

"Ohserre,"  he  whispered  in  the  widow's  ear:  ''In him, 
of  whose  existence  I  was  ignorant  until  to-night,  I  have  you 
in  my  power.  Be  careful  how  you  use  me.  Be  careful  how 
you  use  mo.  I  am  destitute  and  starviiiii^,  and  a  wanderer 
upon  tho  earth.    I  may  take  a  sure  au«l  slow  revenge." 

"  There  is  some  dreadful  meaning  in  your  words.  1  do  not 
jGathom  it." 

*'  There  is  a  meaning  in  them,  and  I  see  you  fathom  it  to 
its  very  depth.  You  have  anticipated  it  for  years ;  you  have 
told  me  as  much.  I  leave  you  to  digest  it.  Do  not  forget 
my  warning." 

He  pointed,  as  he  left  her,  to  the  slimibering  form,  and 
stealthily  withdrawing,  made  his  way  into  the  street.  She 
fell  on  her  knees  beside  the  sleeper,  and  remained  like  one 
stricken  into  stone,  until  the  tears  which  fear  had  firozen  so 
long,  come  tenderly  to  her  relief. 

''Oh  Thou,"  she  cried,  ''who  hast  taught  me  such  deep 
love  Ibr  this  one  remnant  of  the  promise  of  a  happy  lilb,  out 
of  whose  affliction,  even,  perhaps  the  comfort  springs  that  he 
is  ever  a  relying,  loving  child  to  me — never  growing  old  or 
odd  at  heart,  but  needing  my  care  and  duty  in  his  manly 
strength  as  in  his  cradle-time— help  him,  in  his  darkened 
walk  through  this  sad  world,  or  he  is  doomed,  and  my  poor 
heart  is  brdien ! " 
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CILU>TER  XVIII. 


Gliding  along  the  silent  streets,  and  holding  his  course 
where  they  weate  darkest  and  most  gloomy,  the  man  who  had 
left  ihe  widow^s  house  crossed  Landon  Bridge,  and  arriving  in 
the  City,  plunged  into  the  back  ways,  lanes,  and  courts, 
between  ComhiU  and  Smithfield;  with  no  more  fixedness  of 
purpose  than  to  lose  himself  among  their  windings,  and  bafie 
pursuit  if  any  one  were  dogging  his  steps. 

It  was  the  dead  time  of  ^  night,  and  all  was  quiet.  Now 
and  then  a  drowsy  watchman's  fbotsteps  sounded  on  the  pave- 
ment, or  the  lamplighter  on  his  rounds  went  flashing  past, 
leavinn^  behind  a  little  track  of  smoke  mingled  with  glowdng 
morsels  of  his  hot  red  link.  He  hid  himself  even  fi'om  these 
partakers  of  his  lonely  walk,  and,  shrinking  in  some  arch  or 
doorway  while  they  passed,  issued  forth  again  when  they  were 
gone  and  so  pursued  his  solitary  way. 

To  he  slielterless  and  alone  in  the  open  country,  hearing 
the  mnd  moan  and  watciiing  for  day  tlirough  the  whole  long* 
weary  night;  to  listen  to  the  falling  rain,  and  crouch  for 
warmth  beneath  the  lee  of  some  old  bam  or  rick,  or  in  the 
hollow  of  a  tree ;  are  dismal  things — ^but  not  so  dismal  as  the 
wandering  up  and  down  where  shelter  is,  and  beds  and  sleepers 
axe  by  thousands ;  a  houseless  rejected  creature.  To  pace  the 
echoing  stones  from  hour  to  hour,  counting  the  dull  chimes  of 
the  clocks ;  to  watch  the  lights  twinkling  in  chamber  windows, 
to  think  what  happy  fargetfohiefla  eadi  house  shuts  in ;  that 
here  are  chOdzen  coiled  together  in  their  beds,  here  youth, 
here  age,  here  poveHy,  here  wealth,  all  equal  in  their  sleep, 
and  all  at  rest;  to  have  nothing  in  conmion  with  the  slumbe^ 
ing  world  around,  not  even  sleep,  Heaven's  gift  to  all  its 
creatores,  and  be  akin  to  nothing  but  despair;  to  feel,  by 
the  wretched  contrast  with  every  thing  on  every  hand,  more 
utterly  alone  and  cast  away  than  in  a  trackless  desert ;  tliis  is 
a  kind  of  suffering,  on  which  the  rivers  of  great  cities  clobo 
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fvM  many  a  time,  and  which  the  solitude  in  oorowds  alone 
awakens. 

The  miserable  man  paced  up  and  down  the  streets — so  long, 
so  Tvearisome,  so  like  each  other — and  often  cast  a  wistful 
look  towards  the  east,  hoping  to  see  the  first  faint  streaks  of 
day.  But  obdurate  night  had  yet  possession  of  the  eiky,  and 
his  disturbed  and  restless  walk  foimd  no  relief. 

One  house  in  a  back  street  was  bright  with  the  cheerful 
glare  of  lights ;  there  was  the  sound  of  music  in  it  too,  and 
the  tread  of  dancers,  and  there  were  cheerfid  voices,  and  many 
a  burst  of  laughter.  To  this  place — to  be  near  something 
that  was  awake  and  glad — ^he  returned  again  and  again ;  and 
more  than  one  of  those  who  left  it  when  ihe  merriment  was  at 
its  height^  £»lt  it  a  clieck  upon  their  mirthful  mood  to  see  him 
flitting  to  and  fro  like  an  uneasy  ghost.  At  last  the  guests 
departed,  one  and  aU ;  and  then  die  house  was  dose  ahut  up, 
and  beoame  as  dull  and  silent  as  the  lest. 

His  wanderings  brought  him  at  one  time  to  the  dtjr  jail. 
Instead  of  hastening  from  it  as  a  place  of  ill  omen,  and  one  he 
had  cause  to  shun,  he  sat  down  on  some  steps  hard  by,  and 
Testing  his  othin  iqpon  his  hand,  gaied  upon  its  rough  and 
frowning  walls  as  though  ^ren  theiy  became  a  refuge  in  his 
jaded  eyes.  He  paced  it  round  and  round,  came  baiok  to  the 
same  spot,  and  sat  down  again*  He  did  this  <^ten,  and  once, 
with  a  hasty  movement,  crossed  to  where  some  men  were 
watching  in  the  prison  lodge,  and  had  his  loot  upon  the  steps 
as  though  determined  to  accost  them.  But  looking  round,  he 
saw  that  the  day  began  to  break,  and  failing  in  his  purpose, 
turned  and  tied. 

He  was  soon  in  the  quarter  he  had  lately  traversed,  and 
pacing  to  and  fro  again  as  he  had  done  before.  He  was 
passing  down  a  mean  street,  when  from  an  alley  close  at  hand 
some  shouts  of  revelry  arose,  and  tln^re  came  straggling  forth 
a  dozen  madcaps,  whooping  and  calling  to  each  other,  who, 
parting  noisily,  took  diHereiit  ways  and  dispersed  in  smaller 
groups. 

Hoping  that  some  low  place  of  entertainment  which  would 
afford  him  a  safe  refuge  might  be  near  at  hand,  he  turned 
into  this  court  when  they  were  all  gone,  and  looked  about  for 
a  half-opened  door,  or  lighted  window,  or  other  indication  of 
the  place  whence  they  had  come.  It  was  so  profoimdly  dark, 
however,  and  so  ill-£ftTOured,  that  he  concluded  they  had  but 
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turned  up  there,  missing  their  way,  and  were  pouring  out 
ap-aiu  when  he  observed  them.  With  this  impression,  and 
finding  there  was  no  outlet  ])ut  tliat  by  which  he  liad  entered, 
he  was  about  to  turn,  wlien  from  a  grating  near  his  feet  a 
sudden  stream  of  liglit  appeared,  and  tlie  sound  of  tfilkiiig 
came.  He  retreated  into  a  doorway  to  see  who  these  talkers 
were,  and  to  listen  to  them. 

The  liglit  came  to  the  level  of  the  pavement  as  he  did  this, 
and  a  man  ascended  bearing  in  his  hand  a  torch.  This  fig^uie 
.  unlocked  and  held  open  the  grating  as  for  the  passage  of 
t/  anoiher,  who  presently  appeared,  in  the  &ftm  of  a  yonng  man 
of  small  stature  and  uncommon  self-importanoey  dressed  in  an 
"  obsolete  and  veiy  gaudy  ibshion. 

"Qood  nighty  noble  captain,"  said  he  vitih  the  torch. 
"  Farewelly  oonunander.    Good  luck,  illustrioos  general ! " 

In  return  to  these  compliments  the  other  bade  him  hold  his 
tongue,  and  keep  his  noise*  to  himself;  and  laid  upon  him 
many  similar  ii\junctionSy  irith  great  fluency  of  speech  and 
sternness  of  manner. 

"Commend  me,  captain,  to  the  stricken  Miggs,'*  returned 
the  torch-bearer  in  a  lower  voice.  "  My  captain  flies  at 
higiier  game  than  Miggses.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  My  captain  is  an 
eagle,  both  as  respects  his  eye  and  soaring  wings.  My 
captain  breaketh  hearts  as  other  bachelors  break  eggs  at 
breakfast.** 

"  Wiat  a  fool  you  are,  Stagg ! "  said  Mr.  Tapi)ertit, 
stopping  on  tlio  pavement  of  the  court,  and  brushing  from  hia 
legs  tlie  dust  ho  had  contracted  in  his  passage  upward. 

"His  precious  limbs!"  cried  Stagg,  clasping  one  of  his 
ancles.  ''Shall  a  Miggs  aspire  to  these  proportions!  No, 
no,  my  captain.  We  will  inveigle  ladies  feur,  and  wed  them 
in  our  secret  cavern.  We  wiU  unite  ourselves  with  blooming 
beauties,  captain.'' 

''  I  '11  tell  you  what,  my  buck»"  said  Mr.  Tappertit^  releasing 
his  leg;  **  I  '11  trouble  you  not  to  take  libertieSi  fmd  not  to 
broach  certain  questions  unless  certain  questions  are  broadied 
to  you.  Speak  when  you  're  spoke  to  on  particular  subjects, 
and  not  otherways.  Hold  the  torch  up  tOl  I 've  got  to  the 
end  of  tibie  court,  and  then  kennel  yourself,  do  you  hear  ?  " 
I  hear  you,  noble  captain." 

"  Obey  then,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit  haughtily.  *'  Gentlemen, 
lead  on ! "    With  which  word  of  command  (addressed  to  an 
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ima^^ary  staff  or  retinue)  he  folded  his  arms,  and  walked 
-with  surpassing  dignity"  down  the  court. 

His  obsequious  follower  stood  holding  the  torch  above  his 
head,  and  then  the  observer  saw  for  the  first  time,  from  his 
place  of  concealment,  that  he  was  blind.  Some  involuntary 
motion  on  his  part  caught  the  quick  ear  of  the  blind  man, 
before  he  was  conscious  of  having  moved  an  inch  towards 
him,  for  he  turned  suddenly  and  cried,  "  Who 's  there  ?  ** 

"  A  man,"  said  the  other,  advancing.       A  friend  ! " 

"  A  stranger  !  "  rejoined  the  blind  man.  Strangers  are 
not  my  friends.    What  do  you  do  there  ?  " 

I  saw  your  company  come  out^  and  waited  here  till  they 
were  gone.    I  want  a  lodging." 

**  A  lodging  at  this  time !  **  letumed  Stagg,  pointiDg 
towards  the  dawn  as  though  he  saw  it.  Do  you  know  the 
day  is  breaking  ?  " 

"  I  know  it,"  rejoined  the  other)  "  to  my  cost.  I  have  been 
traTersiag  this  iron-hearted  town  all  mght.'* 

« You  had  better  trayerse  it  again,"  said  the  Uind  man, 
preparing  to  descend,  "till  you  find  some  lodgings  suitable  to 
your  taste.   I  don't  let  any." 

"  Stay ! "  cried  the  other,  holding  him  by  tiie  arm. 
I  'U  beat  this  light  about  that  hangdog  face  of  yours  (for 
hangdog  it  is,  if  it  answers  to  your  voice),  and  rouse  the 
neighbourhood  besides,  if  you  detain  me^"  said  the  blind  man. 
**  Let  me  go.    Do  you  hear  ?  " 

**  Do  you  hear !  "  returned  the  other,  chinking  a  few  shillings 
together,  and  hurriedly  pressing  them  into  his  hand.  **  I  beg 
nothing  of  you.  I  will  pay  for  the  shelter  •  you  give  me. 
Death !  Is  it  much  to  ask  of  such  as  you !  I  have  come 
from  the  coimtry,  and  desire  to  rest  where  there  are  none  to 
question  me.  I  am  faint,  exhausted,  worn  out,  almost  dead. 
Let  me  lie  down,  like  a  dog,  before  your  fire.  I  ask  no  more 
than  that.  K  you  would  be  rid  of  me,  I  will  depart  to- 
morrow." 

"  If  a  gentleman  has  been  unfortimat<3  on  the  road," 
muttered  Stagg,  yielding  to  the  other,  who,  pressing  on  him, 
had  already  gained  a  footing  on  the  steps — and  can  pay  for 
his  accommodation — " 

"  I  will  pay  you  with  all  1  have.  I  am  just  now  past  the 
want  of  food,  God  knows,  and  wish  but  to  purchase  shelter. 
What  companion  have  you  below  ?  " 
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''Theu  fM&a  your  grate  there,  and  ahow  me  the  way. 

Quick  I " 

The  blind  man  oomplied  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  and 
they  descended  together.  The  dialogue  had  passed  as  hurriedly 
as  the  Tvords  could  be  spoken,  and  they  stood  in  his  wretehed 
zoom  befixre  he  had  had  time  to  recover  from  his  first  surprise. 

May  I  see  where  that  door  leads  to,  and  what  is  beyond  V* 
said  the  man,  glandng  keenly  round.  You  will  not  mind 
ihat^" 

"  I  win  show  you  mysel£  Follow  me,  or  go  before.  Take 
your  choice." 

He  bade  him  lead  the  way,  and,  by  the  light  of  the  torch 
which  his  conductor  held  up  for  the  purpose,  inspected  all 

three  cellars  narrowly.  Assured  that  the  blind  man  had 
spoken  truth,  and  tliat  he  lived  there  alone,  the  visitor 
returned  with  Iiim  to  the  first,  in  whicli  a  lire  was  burning, 
and  tiung  himself  with  a  deep  gjoan  upon  the  ground  before  it. 

His  host  pursued  his  usual  onnipation  without  seeming  to 
lieed  him  any  further.  But  directly  lie  fell  asleep — and  he 
notorl  his  falling  into  a  slumber,  as  readily  as  the  keenest- 
sighted  man  could  have  d(jno — he  knelt  dowTi  beside  him,  and 
passed  his  hand  lightly  but  carefully  over  his  face  and  person. 

His  sleep  was  checkered  with  starts  and  moans,  and  some- 
times with  a  muttered  word  or  two.  His  hands  were 
cloiH  hed.  Ids  brow  bent,  and  his  mouth  firmly  set.  All  this, 
the  blind  man  accurately  marked ;  and  as  if  his  curiosity  were 
strong^  awakened,  and  he  had  already  some  inkliTig  of  his 
mystery,  he  sat  watching  him,  if  the  eiqpression  may  be  used, 
and  listening,  until  it  was  broad  day. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

Dolly  Varpet^'s  pretty  little  head  was  yet  bewildered  by 
various  recollections  of  the  pjirty,  and  her  bright  eyes  were 
yet  dazzled  by  a  crowd  of  images,  dancing  })efore  them  like 
motes  in  tlie  stinbeams,  among  which  the  efhgy  of  one  partner 
in  particular  did  especially  ligiu-e,  the  same  being  a  young 
coachmaker  (a  master  in  his  own  right)  who  had  given  her  to 
understand,  when  he  handed  her  into  the  chair  at  parting, 
that  it  was  his  fixed  resolve  to  neglect  his  business  from  that 
time,  and  tlie  slowly  for  the  love  of  her — DoUy's  head,  and 
eyes,  and  thoughts,  and  seven  senses,  were  all  in  a  Bt^te  of 
flutter  and  cctnftision  for  which  the  party  was  aooountable, 
although  it  was  now  three  days  old,  when,  as  she  was  sitting 
ligdeealy  at  breakfast,  reading  all  manner  of  fortunes  (that  is 
to  say,  of  married  and  flourishing  fortunes)  in  the  grounds  of 
her  teacup,  a  stop  was  heard  in  the  workshop,  and  Mr. 
Edward  Chester  was  descried  through  the  glass  door,  standing 
among  the  rusty  and  keys,  like  love  among  tha  roses — 
ioT  which  apt  comparison  the  historian  may  by  no  means  take 
any  credit  to  himself  the  same  being  ihe  invention,  in  a 
sentimental  mood,  of  the  chaste  and  modest  Miggs,  who, 
beholding  him  from  the  doorsteps  she  was  then  cleaning,  did, 
in  her  maiden  meditation,  give  utterance  to  the  simile. 

The  locksmith,  who  happened  at  the  moment  to  have  his 
eyes  thrown  upward  and  his  head  backward,  in  an  intense 
communing  with  Toby,  did  not  see  his  visitor,  unlal  Mrs. 
Varden,  more  watchful  than  the  rest,  had  desired  Sim  Tappertit 
to  open  the  glass  dour  and  give  him  admission — from  which 
untoward  circumstance  the  good  lady  ur^iued  (for  she  coidd 
deduce  a  precious  moral  from  the  most  trilling  event)  that  to 
take  a  draught  of  small  ale  in  the  morning  was  to  observe  a 
pernicious,  irreligious,  and  Pagan  custom,  the  relish  whereof 
should  be  left  to  swine,  and  Satan,  or  at  least  to  Popish 
persons,  and  should  be  skuuned  by  Ike  righteous  as  a  work  of 
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sin  and  oyil.  She  would  no  doubt  have  pursued  her  admo- 
nition much  furtlier,  and  would  have  founded  on  it  a  long  list 
of  precious  precepts  of  inestimable  value,  but  that  the  young 
gentleman  standing  by  in  a  somewhat  uncomfortable .  and 
discomfited  manner  wliilo  she  read  her  spouse  this  lecture, 
occasioned  her  to  bring  it  to  a  premature  conclusion. 

I 'm  sure  you  'U  excuse  me,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Varden,  rising 
and  curtseyiog.  Varden  is  so  very  thoughtless,  and  needs 
80  much  reminding — Sim,  bring  a  chair  here." 

Mr.  Tappertit  obeyed,  with  a  flouiish  implying  that  he  did 
80,  imder  protest. 

"  And  you  can  go,  Sim,"  said  the  locksmith. 

Mr.  Tappertit  obeyed  again,  Btill  under  protest ;  and 
l)etakmg  himself  to  the  workshop,  b^an  seriously  to  fear 
that  he  might  find  it  neoessaiy  to  poisoia  his  master,  befoire 
his  time  was  out. 

In  the  meantime,  Edward  xetanied  suitable  replies  to  Mrs. 
Varden's  courtesies,  and  that  lady  brightened  up  TSiy  much ; 
so  that  when  he  accepted  a  dish  of  tea  fiom  the  tsar  hands  of 
BoUy,  she  was  perfectly  agreeable. 

"  I  am  sure  if  there 's  anything  we  oan  do, — Yaiden,  or  I, 
or  Dolly  eitheir, — to  serve  you,  sir,  at  any  time,  you  have  only 
to  say  it,  and  it  shall  be  done,"  said  Mrs.  Y. 

**  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  I  am  sure,"  returned  Edward. 
"You  encourage  me  to  say  that  I  have  come  here  now,  to  beg 
your  good  offices," 

Mrs.  Varden  was  delighted  beyond  measure. 

**  It  occurred  to  me  that  probably  your  fair  daughter  might 
be  going  to  the  Warren,  either  to-day  or  to-morrow,"  said 
Edward,  glancing  at  Dolly ;  "  and  if  so,  and  you  will  allow 
her  to  taJce  charge  of  this  letter,  Ma'am,  jou  will  obhge  me 
more  than  I  can  tell  you.  The  truth  is,  that  while  I  am  very 
anxious  it  should  reach  its  destination,  I  have  particular  reasons 
for  not  trusting  it  to  any  other  conveyance ;  so  that  without 
your  help,  I  am  wholly  at  a  loss." 

She  was  not  going  that  way,  sir,  either  to-day,  or  to- 
morrow, nor  indeed  all  next  week,"  the  lady  graciously 
rejoined,  "  but  we  shall  be  very  glad  to  put  ourselves  out  of 
the  way  on  your  account,  and  if  you  wish  it,  you  may  depend 
upon  its  going  to-day.  You  might  suppose,"  said  Mrs. 
Yarden,  frowning  at  her  husband,  ''from  Varden's  sitting 
there  so  glum  and  aHmt,  that  he  objected  to  this  axrangep 
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meiit;  but  you  must  not  mind  that,  sir,  if  you  please.  It's 
his  way  at  home.  Out  of  doors,  he  can  be  cheerful  and 
talkative  enough." 

Now,  the  fact  was,  that  the  unfortunate  locksmith,  blessing 
his  stars  to  find  his  helpmate  in  such  good  humour,  had  been 
sitting  with  a  beaming  face,  hearing  this  discourse  with  a  joj 
past  all  expression.  Wherefore  this  sudden  attack  quite  took 
him  by  sniprise. 

"My  dear  Afartha — "  he  said. 

"  Oh  yes,  I  dare  say,"  mterrapted  MtB,  Varden,  'wilh  a 
smile  of  mingled  soom  and  pleasantry.  ''Very  drar!  We 
all  Jmow  that." 

''No,  but  my  good  soul,"  said  Gabriel,  ''you  are  quite 
mistaken.  You  axe  indeed.  I  was  delighted  to  find  you  so 
kind  and  ready.  I  waited,  my  dear,  anxiously,  I  assure  you, 
to  hear  what  you  would  say." 

"You  waited  anxiously,"  repeated  Mrs.  V.  "Yes!  Thank 
you,  Varden.  You  waited,  as  you  always  do,  that  I  mig-ht 
bear  the  blame,  if  any  came  of  it.  But  I  am  used  to  it," 
said  the  lady  with  a  kind  of  solemn  titter,  *'  and  that 's  my 
comfort ! " 

**  I  give  you  my  word,  Martha — "  said  Gabriel. 

*'  Let  me  give  you  my  word,  my  dear,"  interposed  his  wife 
with  a  christian  smile,  "  that  such  discussions  as  these 
between  married  people,  are  much  better  left  alone.  Tliere- 
fore,  if  you  please  Varden,  we  '11  drop  the  subject.  I  have  no 
wish  to  pursue  it.  I  could.  I  might  say  a  great  deal.  But 
I  would  rather  not.    Pray  don't  say  any  more." 

"  I  don't  want  to  say  any  more,"  rejoined  the  goaded  lock- 
smith. 

,  "  Well  then,  don't,"  said  Mrs.  Varden. 

"  Nor  did  I  begin  it,  Martha,"  added  the  locksmith,  good 
humouredly,    I  must  say  that." 

''You  did  not  begin  it,  Varden!"  exclaimed  his  wife, 
opening  her  eyes  veiy  wide  and  lookmg  round  upon  the 
eompany,  as^N^iough  she  would  say.  You  heer  this  msa! 

Yon  did  not  begin  it^  Varden !  But  you  shall  not  say  I 
was  out  of  temper.  No,  you  did  not  b^gin  it,  oh  dear  no,  not 
you,  my  dear ! " 

Well,  well,"  said  the  looksmilii.    ''  That 's  settled  then." 

"Oh  yes,"  rejoined  his  wife,  "quite.  H  you  like  to  say 
DoUy  began  it,  my  dear,  I  shall  sot  contradict  you.    I  know 
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protested  in  agony  that  if  anybody  had  told  her  so,  she 
wouldn't  have  believed  it. 

**  But,  Martha,"  said  Gabriel,  putting  himseK  in  the  way 
aa  she  was  moving  off  with  the  aid  of  Dolly's  shoulder, 
"  wouldn't  have  believed  what  ?  TeU  me  what 's  wrong  now. 
Do  teU  me.  Upon  my  soid  I  don't  know.  Do  you  know, 
child  ?  Damme  !  "  cried  the  locksmith,  plucking  at  his  wig 
in  a  kind  of  frenzy,  "nobody  does  know,  I  verily  believe,  but 
Miggs !  " 
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my  duty.  I  need  know  it,  I  am-  sure,  I  am  often  obliged  f» 
bear  it  in  mind,  when  my  inclination  perliaps  would  be  for 
the  moment  to  forget  it.  Thank  you,  Varden."  And  so, 
with  a  mighty  show  of  humility  and  forgiveness,  she  folded 
her  hands,  and  looked  round  again,  with  a  smile  which  plainly 
said,  "If  you  desire  to  see  the  first  and  foremost  among  female 
mart^TS,  hero  slio  is,  on  view !  " 

This  little  incident,  illustrative  though  it  was  of  Mrs. 
Varden's  extraordinary  sweetness  and  amiability,  had  so 
strong  a  tendency  to  check  the  conversation  and  to  disconcert 
all  parties  but  that  excellent  lady,  that  only  a  few  mono- 
syllables were  uttered  imtil  Edward  withdrew ;  which  he 
presently  did,  thanking  the  lady  of  the  hoiue  a  great  many 
times  for  her  condesoenoon,  and  whispermg  in  Dolly's  ear 
that  he  would  call  on  the  morrow,  in  case  there  should  happen 
to  be  an  answer  to  the  note — which,  indeed,  she  knew  with- 
out his  telling,  as  Bamaby  and  his  Mend  Grip  had  dropped 
in  on  the  previous  night  to  prepare  her  for  the  visit  which 
was  then  terminating. 

Gabriel,  who  had  attended  Edward  to  the  door,  oame  back 
with  his  hands  in  his  pockets ;  and,  after  fidgeting  about  the 
room  in  a  yeiy  uneasy  manner,  and  casting  a  great  many 
sidelong  looks  at  Mrs.  Yarden  (who  with  the  calmest  counte- 
nance in  the  world  was  five  &thoms  deep  in  the  Protestant 
Manual),  inquired  of  Dolly  how  she  meant  to  go.  Dolly 
supposed  by  the  stage-coach,  and  looked  at  her  lady  mother, 
who  finding  herself  silently  appealed  to,  dived  down  at  least 
another  fathom  into  the  Manual,  and  became  imconscious  of 
all  earthly  things. 

Martha — "  said  the  locksmith. 

I  hear  you,  Varden,"  said  his  wife,  without  rising  to  the 
surface. 

"  I  am  sorr}^,  my  dear,  you  have  such  an  objection  to  the 
Maypole  and  old  John,  for  other  ways  as  it's  a  very  line 
morning,  and  Saturday 's  not  a  busy  day  with  us,  we  might 
have  all  three  gone  to  Chigwell  in  the  chaise,  a^d  had  quite  a 
happy  day  of  it." 

Mrs.  Varden  immediately  closed  the  Manual,  and  bursting 
into  tears,  requested  to  be  led  up-stairs. 

What  is  the  matter  now,  Martha?  "  inquired  the  lock- 
smith. 

To  which  Martha  rejoined,    Oh!  don't  speak  to  me,''  and 
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protested  in  agony  that  if  anybody  liad  told  her  ao,  aihe 
wouldn't  have  believed  it. 

But,  Martha,''  said  Gabriel,  putting  himself  in  the  way 
as  she  was  mo\ing  off  with  the  aid  of  Dolly's  shoulder, 
wouldn't  have  believed  what  ?  Tell  me  what 's  wTong  now. 
Do  tell  me.  Upon  my  soul  I  don't  know.  Do  you  know, 
cliild  ?  Damme !  "  cried  the  locksmith,  plucking  at  his  wig 
iu  a  kind  of  frenzy,  nobody  does  know,  I  verily  believe,  but 
Miggs !  " 

Miggs/'  said  Mn.  Varden  faintly,  and  with  symptoms  of 
approaching  incoherence,  **  is  attached  to  me,  and  that  ia 
sufficient  to  draw  down  hatred  upon  her  in  this  house.  She 
is  a  comfort  to  me  whatever  she  may  be  to  others." 

"  She 's  no  comfort  to  me/'  cried  Gabriel^  made  bold  by 
'  despair.      She 's  the  misery  of  my  lifb.    She 's  all  the 
pl^ines  of  Egypt  in  one." 

"  She  *B  txmsidered  so,  I  have  no  doubt,"  said  libs.  Varden. 
** I  was  prepared  fi>r  that ;  it 's  natural;  it 's  of  a  pieoe  with 
the  rest  When  you  taunt  me  as  you  do  to  my  face,  how  can 
I  wonder  that  you  taunt  her  behind  her  back  I "  And  here 
the  incoherence  coming  on  very  strong,  Mrs.  Varden  wept, 
and  laughed,  and  scabbed,  and  shivered,  and  hiccoughed,  and 
choaked ;  and  said  she  knew  it  was  very  foolish  but  she 
couldn't  help  it;  and  that  when  she  was  dead  and  gone, 
perhaps  they  would  be  sorry  for  it — which  really  under  the 
circumstances  did  not  appear  quite  so  probable  as  she  seemed 
to  think — with  a  great  deal  more  to  the  same  effect.  In  a 
word,  she  passed  with  great  decency  through  all  the  cere- 
monies incidental  to  such  occasions  ;  and  being  supported  up- 
etairs,  was  deposited  in  a  highly  spasmodic  state  on  her  own 
bed,  where  Miss  Miggs  shortly  afiterwcurds  flung  herself  upon 
the  body. 

The  philosophy  of  all  this  was,  that  Mrs.  Varden  wanted  to 
go  to  Chig^ell;  that  she  did  not  want  to  make  any  con- 
cession or  explanation;  that  she  would  only  go  on  being 
uuplored  and  entreated  so  to  do ;  and  that  she  would  accept 
no  other  terms.  Accordingly,  after  a  vast  amount  of  moan- 
mg  and  crying  up-stairs,  and  much  damping  of  fbreheads,  and 
vio^garing  of  temples,  and  hartshoming  of  nosesy  and  so 
finrth;  and  after  most  pathetic  adjurations  firom  Miggs, 
sflsisted  by  warm  brandy-and-water  not  over-weak,  and  divers 
-  other  cordials^  also  of  a  stimulating  quality,  administered  at 
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first  in  teaspoonsM  and  afterwards  in  increasing  doses,  and  of 
which  Miss  Miggs  herself  partook  as  a  preventive  measure 

(for  fainting  is  infectious) ;  after  all  these  remedies,  and 
many  more  too  numerous  to  mention,  but  not  to  take,  had 
been  applied ;  and  many  verbal  consolations,  moral,  religious, 
and  miscellaneous,  had  been  superadded  thereto ;  the  lock- 
smith humbled  himself,  and  the  end  was  gained. 

"  If  it  *8  only  for  the  sake  of  peace  and  quietness,  father," 
said  Dolly,  urging  him  to  go  up-stairs. 

"Oh,  Doll,  Doll,"  said  her  good-natured  father.  "  If  you 
ever  have  a  husband  of  your  own — " 

Dolly  glanced  at  the  glass. 

"Well,  wJien  you  have,"  said  the  locksmith,  "never  faint, 
my  darling.  More  domestic  unhappiness  has  come  of  easy 
fainting,  DoU,  than  from  all  the  greater  passions  put  together. 
Kemember  that,  my  dear,  if  you  would  be  really  happy, 
which  yoa  never  can  be,  if  your  husband  isn't.  And  a 
word  in  your  ear,  my  predous.  Never  have  a  Miggs  about 
you ! " 

With  this  advice  he  kissed  his  blooming  daughter  aa  tiie 
cheek,  and  slowly  repaired  to  Mrs.  Yaiden's  room;  where 
'  that  lady,  lying  all  pale  and  languid  on  her  couch,  was  re- 
freshing herself  with  a  sight  of  her  last  new  Ixmnet^  which 
Miggs,  as  a  me^ns  of  oahoing  her  scattered  spirits,  displayed 
to  the  best  advantage  at  her  bedside. 

Here 's  master,  mim,"  said  Miggs.  "  Oh,  what  a 
happiness  it  is  when  man  and  wifb  come  round  again !  Oh 
gradoos^  to  think  that  him  and  her  should  ever  have  a  word 
together ! "  In  the  energy  of  these  sentiments,  which  were 
uttered  as  an  apostrophe  to  the  Heavens  in  general,  Miss 
Miggs  perched  the  bonnet  on  the  top  of  her  own  head,  and 
folding  her  hands,  turned  on  her  tears. 

**  I  can't  help  it,"  cried  Miggs.  "  I  couldn't,  if  I  was  to 
be  drownded  in  *em.  She  has  such  a  forgiving  spirit  I 
She  '11  forget  all  that  has  passed,  and  go  along  with  you,  sir 
— Oh,  if  it  was  to  the  world's  end,  she 'd  go  along  with 
you." 

Mrs.  Varden  with  a  faint  smile  gently  reproved  her  at- 
tendant for  tliis  enthusiasm,  and  reminded  her  at  the  same 
time  that  she  was  far  too  unwell  to  venture  out  that  day. 

Oh  no,  you're  not,  mim,  indeed  you  're  not,"  said  Miggs; 
I  repeal  to  master ;  master  knows  you  're  not,  mim.  The 
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hair,  and  motion  of  the  shay,  will  do  you  good,  mim,  and 
yoa  must  not  give  way,  you  must  not  raly.  She  must  keep 
up  mustn't  she,  sir,  for  all  oux  saJces  ?  I  was  a  telling  her 
that,  just  now.  She  must  zemeniber  us,  even  if  she  forgets 
herself.  Master  "wiU  persuade  you,  mim,  I 'm  sure.  Thert^  's 
Miss  Dolly 's  a  going  you  know,  and  master,  and  you,  and  all 
so  happy  and  so  comfortable.  Oh ! "  cried  Miggs,  tuniing  on 
the  tears  again,  previous  to  quitting  the  room  in  great 
emotion,  I  never  see  suoh  a  blessed  one  as  she  is  iat  tiie 
fbrgiveness  of  her  spirit,  I  never,  never,  never  did.  Nor 
more  did  master  neifiher ;  no,  nor  no  one — never ! " 

For  five  minutes  or  hereabouts,  Mrs.  Varden  remaiiied 
mildly  opposed  to  all  her  husband's  prayers  that  she  wovld 
oblige  him  by  taking  a  day's  pleasure,  but  relenting  at 
length,  she  suffered  herself  to  be  persuaded,  and  granting  him 
her  free  forgiveness  (tho  merit  whereof,  she  meekly  said, 
rested  with  the  Manual  and  not  with  her),  desired  that  Miggs 
might  come  and  lielp  her  dress.  The  handmtiid  attended 
promptly,  and  it  is  but  justice  to  their  joint  exertions  to  record 
that,  Avhen  tlie  good  lady  came  down-stairs  in  course  of  time, 
completely  decked  out  for  the  journey,  she  really  looked  as  if 
nothing  had  happened,  and  appeared  in  the  very  best  health 
imaginable. 

As  to  Dolly,  there  she  was  again,  the  very  pink  and  pattern 
of  good  looks,  in  a  smart  little  cherry-ooloured  mantle,  with 
a  hood  of  the  same  drawn  over  her  head,  and  upon  the  top  of 
that  hood,  a  Httle  straw  hat  trimmed  with  dierry-colouied 
ribbons,  and  worn  the  merest  trifle  on  one  side — just  enough 
in  short  to  make  it  the  wickedest  and  most  provoking  head- 
dress that  ever  malicious  milliner  devised.  And  not  to  speak 
of  the  manner  in  which  these  cheny-coloured  decorations 
brightened  her  eyes,  or  vied  with  her  Ups,  or  shed  a  new 
bloom  on  her  &oe,  she  wore  such  a  cruel  little  mu£^  and  such  a 
heart-rending  pair  of  shoes,  and  was  so  surrounded  and 
hemmed  ii^  as  it  were,  by  aggravations  of  all  kinds,  that 
when  Ifo.  Tappertit,  holding  Sob  horse's  head,  saw  her  come 
out  of  the  house  alone,  such  impulses  came  over  him  to  decoy 
her  into  the  chaise  and  drive  off  like  mad,  that  he  would 
unquestionably  have  done  it,  but  for  certain  uneiisy  doubts 
besetting  him  as  to  the  shortest  way  to  Gretna  Green ; 
whether  it  was  up  the  street  or  do\^^l,  or  up  the  right-ban  1 
turuing  or  the  left ;  and  whether,  supposing  all  the  turnpikes 
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to  be  carried  by  storm,  the  black  smith  in  tlie  end  woiild 
many  them  on  credit ;  which  by  reason  of  his  clerical  office 
appeared,  even  to  his  excited  imagination,  so  unlikely,  that  lie 
hesitated.  And  while  he  stood  hesitating,  and  looHng  post- 
chaises-and-siz  at  Dolly,  out  came  his  nuuBter  and  hia  mistress, 
and  the  constant  Miggs,  and  the  opportonily  was  gone  for 
e?er.  For  now  the  chaise  creaked  upon  its  springs,  and  Mzs. 
Vaiden  waa  inside ;  and  now  it  creaked  again,  and  more  tiian 
ever,  and  the  locksmith  was  inside ;  and  now  it  bounded  once, 
as  if  its  heart  beat  lightly,  and  Dolly  was  inside;  and  now  it 
was  gone  ^d  its  place  was  empty,  and  he  and  tiiat  dreary 
Miggs  were  standing  in  the  street  together. 

The  hearty  lodLsmith  was  in  as  good  a  hnmonr  as  if 
nothing  had  oooorred  for  the  last  twelve  months  to  put  him 
out  of  his  way,  DoUy  was  all  smiles  and  graces,  and  Mrs. 
Varden  was  agreeable  beyond  all  precedent.  As  they  jogged 
llirough  the  streets  talking  of  this  thing  and  of  that,  who 
slioiild  be  descried  upon  the  pavement  but  that  very  coach- 
maker,  looking  so  genteel  that  nobody  would  have  believed  he 
liad  ever  had  an}i;hing  to  do  with  a  ooaoh  but  riding  in  it,  and 
bowdng  like  any  nobleman.  To  be  sure  Dolly  was  confused 
when  she  ])owed  again,  and  to  sure  the  cherry-coloured 
ribbons  trembled  a  little  when  she  mot  his  mournful  eye, 
,  ^vhich  seemed  to  say,  *  I  have  kept  my  word,  I  have  begun, 
the  business  is  going  to  tlie  devil,  and  you  're  the  cause  of  it.' 
There  he  stood,  rooted  to  the  ground :  as  Dolly  said  like  a 
statue ;  and  as  Mrs.  Varden  said,  like  a  pump ;  till  they 
turned  the  comer :  and  when  her  father  thought  it  was  lite 
liis  impudence,  and  her  mother 'Wondered  what  he  meant  by 
it^  Dolly  blushed  again  till  her  vezy  hood  was  pale. 

But  on  they  went,  not  the  less  merrily  for  tiiis,  and  there 
was  the  lockmiith  in  the  incautious  fhlness  of  his  heart 
''pulling-up at  all  manner  of  places,  and  evincing  a  most 
intimate  acquMntance  with  all  tike  taverns  on  the  road,  and 
all  the  landlords  and  all  the  landladies,  with  whom,  indeed, 
the  little  horse  was  on  equally  Mendly  terms,  for  he  kept  on 
stopping  of  his  own  accord.  Never  were  people  so  glad  to  see 
other  people  as  these  landlords  and  landladies  were  to  behold 
Mr.  Varden  and  Mrs.  Varden  and  Miss  Vardon ;  and  woiddn't 
they  get  out,  said  one  ;  and  they  really  must  wallc  up -stairs, 
said  another ;  and  she  would  take  it  ill  and  be  quite  certain 
they  were  proud  if  they  wouldn't  have  a  little  taste  of 
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somefiting,  said  a  third ;  and  so  on^  that  it  reellj  was  quite  a 
Progress  rather  than  a  ride,  and  one  continued  scene  of 
hospitality^  from  beginninp:  to  end.  It  was  pleasant  enough  to 
be  held  in  such  esteem,  not  to  monticm  the  refreshments  ;  so 
Mrs.  Varden  said  nothing  at  the  time,  and  wfus  all  affability 
and  delight — but  such  a  body  of  e^ndence  as  she  collected 
jigainst  the  unfortunate  locksTiiitli  that  day,  to  be  used 
thereafter  as  occasion  might  require,  never  was  got  together 
for  matrimonial  purposes. 

In  course  of  time — and  in  course  of  a  pretty  long  time  too, 
for  these  agreeable  interruptions  delayed  them  not  a  little, — 
tiiey  arrived  upon  the  skirts  of  the  Forest,  and  riding 
pleasantly  on  among  the  trees,  came  at  last  to  the  Maj^ole, 
where  the  locksmith's  cheerful  "  Yoho  1  **  speedily  brought  to 
the  poroh  old  John,  and  after  him  young  Joe,  both  of  whom 
were  so  transfixed  at  sight  of  the  ladies,  that  for  a  moment 
ihef  were  perfbctly  imaUe  to  give  them  any  wdoome,  and 
oonld  do  nothing  but  stare. 

It  was  only  for  a  moment,  however,  that  Joe  forgot  himself, 
ica  speedily  reviving  he  thrust  his  drowsy  fisther  aside— to 
Mr.  WiUef  B  mighty  and  inexpressible  indignation — and  dart- 
ing oat,  stood  r^y  to  help  them  to  alight.  It  was  necessary 
for  Dolly  to  get  out  first.  Joe  had  her  in  his  arms ; — yes, 
though  for  a  space  of  time  no  longer  than  you  could  count 
one  in,  Joe  had  her  in  his  itrms.  Here  was  a  glimpse  of 
happiness ! 

It  woidd  be  difficult  to  describe  what  a  flat  and  common- 
place affair  the  helping  Mrs.  Varden  out  afterwards  was,  but 
Joe  did  it,  and  did  it  too  with  the  best  grace  in  the  world. 
Then  old  John,  who,  entertaining  a  dull  and  foggy  sort  of 
idea  that  Mrs.  Varden  wasn't  fond  of  him,  had  been  in  some 
doubt  wliether  she  might  not  have  come  for  purposes  of 
assault  and  battery,  took  courage,  hoped  she  was  well,  and 
offered  to  conduct  her  into  the  house.  This  tender  l)eing 
amicably  received,  they  marched  in  together ;  Joe  and  Dolly 
followed,  ann-in-aim,  (happiness  again!)  and  Varden  brought 
up  the  rear. 

Old  John  would  have  it  that  they  must  sit  in  the  bar,  and 
nobody  objecting,  into  the  bar  they  went.  AH  bars  are  snug 
places,  but  the  Maypole's  was  the  very  snug^pest,  cosiest^  and 
completest  bar,  that  ever  the  wit  of  man  devised.  BusSk  amamng 
bottles  in  old  oaken  pigeon-holes;  such  gleaming  tankards 
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dangling  from  pegs  at  about  the  same  inclinatioii  as  thinty 
men  imild  hold  them  to  thdr  lips ;  sach  sturdy  litde  Dutdi 

kegs  ranged  in  rows  on  shelves  ;  so  many  lemons  hanging  in 
separate  nets,  and  forming  tlie  fragrant  grove  alroady  men- 
tioned in  tliis  c'lirouicle,  suggestive,  witli  goodly  loaves  of 
snowy  sugar  stowed  away  hard  by,  of  punch,  idealised  beyond 
all  mortal  knowledge;  such  closets,  such  presses,  such  drawers 
full  of  pipes,  such  places  for  putting  things  away  in  hollow 
■window-seats,  all  crammed  to  the  throat  with  eatables,  drink- 
ables, or  savoury  condiments ;  lastly,  and  to  crown  all,  as 
typical  of  the  immense  resources  of  the  establishment,  and  its 
defiances  to  aU  visitois  to  cut  and  oome  again,  such  a 
stupendous  cheese ! 

It  is  a  poor  heart  that  never  rejoices — it  must  have  been 
the  poorest,  weakest^  and  most  watery  heart  that  ever  beat^ 
which  would  not  have  warmed  towards  the  Maypole  bar. 
Mrs.  Yarden's  did  directly.  She  ooidd  no  more  have 
reproached  John  Willet  among  ^tum  household  gods,  the  kegs 
and  botdes,  lemons,  pipes,  and  cheese,  than  she  oould  have 
stabbed  him  with  Ms  own  blight  carving-knife.  Tb^  order 
for  dinner  too — ^it  might  have  soothed  a  savage.  **  A  bit  of 
fish,"  said  John  to  the  oook,  and  some  lamb  chops  (breaded, 
with  plenty  of  ketchup),  and  a  good  salad,  and  a  roast  spring 
chicken,  vdth  a  dish  of  sausages  and  mashed  potatoes,  or 
something  of  that  sort."  Something  of  that  sort!  The 
resources  of  these  inns !  To  taUi  carelessly  about  dishes, 
which  in  themselves  wore  a  first-rate  holiday  kind  of  dinner, 
suitable  to  one's  wedding  day,  as  something  of  that  sort : 
meaning,  if  you  can't  get  a  spring  chicken,  any  otlier  trifle  ia 
the  way  of  poidtry  will  do — such  as  a  peacock,  perhaps  ! 
The  kitchen  too,  with  its  great  broad  cavernous  chimney ;  the 
kitchen,  where  nothing  in  the  way  of  cookery  seemed  impos- 
sible ;  where  you  could  believe  in  anything  to  eat,  they  chose 
to  tell  you  of.  Mrs.  Varden  returned  from  the  contemplation. 
•  of  those  wonders  to  the  bar  again,  with  a  head  quite  diz^ 
and  bewildered.  Her  housekeeping  capacity  was  not  large 
enough  to  comprehend  them.  She  was  obliged  to  go  to  sleep. 
Waking  was  pain  in  the  midst  of  such  immensity. 

DoILy  in  the  meanwhile,  whose  gay  heart  and  head  ran 
upon  other  matters^  passed  out  at  the  garden  door,  and 
glancing  back  now  and  then  (but  of  course  not  wonderii^ 
whether  Joe  saw  her),  tripped  away  by  a  path  across  the  fields 
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liritli  which  she  was  well  acquainted,  to  discharge  her  mission 
at  the  Warren ;  and  this  deponent  hath  been  informed  and 
verily  believes,  that  you  might  have  seen  many  less  pleasant 
ol^ects  than  the  duozy-coloured  mantle  and  ribbons  as  they 
went  fluttering  along  the  green  meadows  in  the  blight  light 
of  the  day,  like  giddy  thii^  as  they  were. 
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The  proud  consciousness  of  her  trust,  and  the  great  im- 
portance she  derived  from  it,  might  have  advertised  it 
to  all  the  house  if  she  had  had  to  run  the  gauntlet  of  its 
inhabitaata ;  but  as  Dolly  had  played  in  every  dull  room  and 
passage  many  and  many  a  time,  when  a  child,  and  had  ever 
since  been  the  humble  Mend  of  Miss  Haredale,  whose  foster 
sister  she  was,  she  was  as  free  of  the  building  as  the  youn^ 
lady  herself.  So,  using  no  greater  precaution  than  holding 
her  breath  and  walking  on  tiptoe  as  she  passed  the  library 
door,  she  went  straight  to  Emma's  room  aa  a  privileged 
visitor. 

It  was  the  liveliest  zoom  in  the  building.  The  dbainber 
was  sombre  like  the  rest  Ibr  the  matter  of  that,  but  the 
presence  of  youth  and  beauty  would  make  a  prison  cheerfnl 
(saving  alas !  that  confinement  withers  them),  and  lend  some 
charms  of  their  own  to  the  gloomiest  scene.  Birds,  fiowers^ 
books,  drawing,  music,  and  a  hundred  such  graoefbl  tokens  of 
lisminine  loves  and  cares,  filled  it  with  more  of  li&  and  human 
83rmpathy  then  the  whole  house  besides  seemed  made  to  hold. 
There  was  heart  in  the  room ;  and  who  that  has  a  heart,  ever 
fiuls  to  recognise  the  silent  presence  of  another ! 

DoUy  had  one  undoubtedly,  and  it  was  not  a  tough  one 
either,  though  there  was  a  little  mist  of  coquettishness  about 
it,  such  as  sometimes  surrounds  that  sun  of  life  in  its  morning, 
and  slightly  dims  its  lustre.  Thus,  when  Emma  rose  to  greet 
her,  and  kissing  her  affectionately  on  the  cheek,  told  her,  in 
her  quiet  way,  that  she  had  been  very  unhappy,  the  tears 
stood  in  DoUy's  eyes,  and  she  felt  more  sorry  than  she  could 
tell ;  but  next  moment  she  happened  to  raise  them  to  the 
glass,  and  really  there  was  something  tliere  so  exceedingly 
agreeable,  that  as  she  sighed,  she  smiled,  and  felt  surprisingly 
consoled. 

"  I  have  heard  about  it^  Missy"  said  Dolly,    and  it 's  veiy 
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sad  indeed,  but  when  things  are  at  the  worst  they  are  sure 
to  mend." 

**  But  are  you  sure  they  are  at  the  worst  ?  "  aaked  £uunA 
with  a  smile. 

"  Why,  I  don't  see  how  they  can  very  well  be  more  unpro- 
mising thau  they  are ;  I  really  don\"  said  DoUy.      Axid  I 
bring  something  to  begin  with.'' 
Not  from  Edward  ?  " 

Dolly  nodded  and  smiled,  and  feeUng  in  her  pockets  (there 
were  pockets  in  those  days)  with  an  afidotatioa  of  not  being 
able  to  find  what  she  wanted,  which  gveatly  enhanoed  her 
importanee,  at  length  pxoduoed  the  letter.  As  Eouoa  hastily 
Vcolro  the  leal  and  beeame  absoirbed  in  its  oonteute^  DoU/a 
«j6a^  \KSf  one  of  thoae  atraage  aoddents  foft  which  thm  is  no 
aooounting,  nandered  to  the  glass  again.  She  oonld  not  help 
wondering  whether  the  oo^cbmakeir  sofEared  TBiy  much,  and 
quite  pitied  the  poor  mas. 

It  waa  a  long  letter — a  yery  kng  lettoTy  wiittoon  doae  on  all 
four  sidea  of  the  sheet  of  paper,  and  crossed  afterwards ;  but 
it  was  not  a  consolatory  letter,  for  as  Emma  read  it  she 
stopped  fioin  time  to  time  to  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
To  be  sure  Dolly  marvelled  greatly  to  see  her  in  so  much 
distress,  for  to  her  thinking  a  love  affair  ought  to  be  one  of 
the  best  jokes,  and  the  slyest,  merriest  kind  of  thing  in  life. 
But  she  set  it  down  in  her  own  mind  that  all  this  came  from 
Miss  Haredale's  being  so  constant,  and  that  if  she  would  only 
take  on  with  some  other  yoimg  gentleman — just  in  the  most 
innocent  way  possible,  to  keep  her  first  lover  up  to  the  mark 
—she  would  find  herself  inexpressibly  comforted. 

I  am  sure  that  'a  what  I  should  do  if  it  was  me,''  thon^t 
Dolly.  "  To  make  one's  sweethearts  miserable  is  well  enough 
and  quite  rights  but  to  be  made  Tniaerable  one's  self  ia  a  little 
too  much! " 

However  it  wouldn't  do  to  say  so,  and  tlierefore  she  sat 
looking  on  in  ailenoe.  She  needed  a  pretty  considerahle 
fltretoh  of  patienoe,  for  when  the  long  .le^er  had  been  read 
onoe  all  through  it  waa  read  again,  and  when  it  had  been  read 
taioe  all  HuFOUgh  it  waa  read  again.  During  thia  tedious 
prooeefl^  Dolly  beguiled  tiie  lame  in  <lie  moat  improving 
manner  that  oooiuTed  to  her,  by  ouiling  her  hair  on' her 
fingers,  wi&  the  aid  of  the  lodking-gkas  before  mentioned^ 
and  giving  it  some  killing  twista. 
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Evervthin*?  has  an  end.  Even  vounof  ladies  in  love  cannot 
road  their  letters  for  ever.  In  course  of  time  the  packet  was 
folded  up,  and  it  only  remained  to  writo  the  answer. 

But  as  this  promised  to  be  a  work  of  time  likewise,  Emma 
said  eke  would  put  it  off  until  after  dinner,  and  that  DoUy 
must  dine  with  her.  As  Dolly  had  made  up  her  mind  to  do 
80  before-hand,  she  required  Yeay  little  pressing ;  and  when 
they  had  settled  this  point,  they  went  to  Wik  in  the  garden. 

They  strolled  i^  and  down  the  terraoe  waUcs,  talking  inoes- 
Bsntly — at  least,  DoUy  never  left  off  onoe— and  making  that 
quarter  of  the  sad  and  monniM  house  quite  gay.  Not  that 
they  talked  loudly  or  laughed  much,  but  they  were  both  so 
very  handsome,  aiid  it  was  such  a  bieeqr  day,  and  their  light 
dresses  and  dark  coils  appeared  so  fiee  and  joyous  in  ttiai 
abandonment,  and  Emma  was  so  tear,  and  Dolly  so  rosy,  and 
Emma  so  delicately  shaped,  and  Dolly  so  plump,  and — ^in 
short,  there  are  no  flowers  for  any  garden  like  such  flowers, 
let  liorticulturists  say  what  they  may,  and  both  house  and 
garden  seemed  to  know  it,  and  to  brighten  up  sensibly. 

After  this,  came  the  dinner  and  the  letter-writing,  and 
some  more  talking",  in  the  course  of  which  Miss  Haredale  took 
occasion  to  charge  upon  Dolly  certain  flirtish  and  inconstant 
propensities,  which  accusations  Dolly  seemed  to  think  very 
complimentary  indeed,  and  to  be  mightily  amused  with. 
Finding  her  quite  incorrigible  in  this  respect,  Emma  suffered 
her  to  depart ;  but  not  before  she  had  confided  to  her  that 
important  and  never-siiffidently-to-be-taken-care-of  answer, 
and  endowed  her  moreover  with  a  pretty  little  bracelet  as  a 
keepsake.  Having  clasped  it  on  her  arm^  and  again  advised 
her  half  in  jest  and  half  in  earnest  to  amend  her  roguish 
ways,  for  she  knew  she  was  fond  of  Joe  at  heart  (whioh  Dolly 
stoutly  denied,  with  a  great  many  haaghi^^  pfOtostationB  that 
she  hoped  she  could  do  better  than  that  indeed!  and  so  fbirth), 
she  bade  her  fbiewell ;  and  after  calling  her  back  to  give  her 
more  supplementary  messages  for  Edward,  than  anybody  with 
tenfold  Ihe  gravity  of  Dolly  Varden  could  be  reasonably 
expected  to  remember,  at  length  dismissed  her. 

Dolly  bade  her  good  bye,  and  tripping  lightly  down  the 
stairs  arrived  at  the  dreaded  library  door,  and  was  about 
to  pass  it  again  on  tiptoe,  when  it  opened,  and  behold !  there 
stood  Mr.  Haredale.  Now,  Dolly  had  from  her  childhood 
associated  with  this  gentleman  the  idea  of  something  grim 
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and  ghostly,  and  being  at  the  moment  conscience-stricken 
besides,  the  sight  of  him  threw  her  into  such  a  fluizy  that  ahe 
oouXd  neither  acknowledge  his  presence  xior  run  away,  so  she 
gave  a  great  starts  and  then  with  downcast  eyes  stood  still 
and  trembled. 

Ck>me  hare,  girl,"  said  Mr.  Haiedale,  taking  her  by  the 
hand.    "  I  want  to  speak  to  you." 

If  yon  please,  or,  I 'm  in  a  hxarj,**  Miered  Dolly,  "  and 
— and  you  have  frightened  me  by  ooming  so  suddenly  upon 
me,  sir, — would  rather  go,  sir,  if  you  'U  be  so  good  as  to 
let  me." 

*'  Immediately,"  said  Ifr.  Haredale^  who  had  by  this  time 
led  ber  into  the  room  and  dosed  the  door.      You  shall  go 

directly.    You  have  just  left  Emma?  " 

**  Yes,  sir,  just  this  minute. — Father's  waiting  for  me,  sir, 

if  you  '11  please  to  have  the  goodness  " 

I  know.  I  know,"  said  Mr.  Haredale.  "  Answer  me  a 
question.    What  did  you  bring  here  to-day  ?  "  * 

**  Bring  here,  sir  ?  "  faltered  Dolly. 

"  You  will  tell  me  the  truth,  I  am  sure.  Yes." 

Dolly  hesitated  for  a  little  while,  and  somewhat  emboldened 
by  his  maimer,  said  at  last,  Well  then,  sir.  It  was  a 
letter." 

**  From  Mr.  Edward  Chester,  of  course.  And  you  are  the 
bearer  of  the  answer  ?  " 

Dolly  hesitated  again,  and  not  being  able  to  decide  upon 
any  other  course  of  action,  burst  into  tears. 

You  alarm  yourself  without  cause,"  said  Mr.  Haredale. 
"  Why  are  you  so  foolish  ?  Surely  you  can  answer  me.  You 
know  tiiat  I  have  but  to  put  the  question  to  Emma  and  learn 
the  truth  directly.   Have  you  the  answer  with  you  ?  " 

BoUy  had  what  is  popularly  called  a  spirit  of  her  own,  and 
being  now  &irly  at  bay,  made  the  best  d  it. 

**  Yes,  sir,"  she  rejoined^  trembling  and  frightened  as  she 
was.  "  Yes,  sir,  I  baTe.  You  may  kill  me  if  you  please, 
sir,,  but  I  won't  give  it  up.  I 'm  vezy  sorry, — but  I  won't. 
There,  sir." 

"  I  commend  your  firmness  and  your  plain-speaking,"  said 
Mr.  Haredale.  "  Rest  assured  that  I  have  as  little  desire  to 
take  your  letter  as  your  life.  You  are  a  very  discreet  mes- 
senger and  a  good  girl." 

Not  feeling  quit/Q  certain,  as  she  afterwards  said,  whether 
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he  might  not  he  "  coming  over  her  "  with  these  oompliments, 
Dolly  kept  as  far  from  him  as  she  could,  cried  again,  and 
resolved  to  defend  her  pocket  (fox  the  letter  was  there)  to  the 
last  extremity. 

"  I  have  some  design,"  said  Mr.  Haredale  after  a  short 
silence,  during  which  a  sndle,  as  he  regarded  hisr,  had 
struggled  through  the  gloom  and  melancholy  that  was  natural 
to  his  fjBce,  "  of  providing  a  companion  for  my  niece  ;  for  her 
li&  is  a  very  lonely  one.  Would  you  like  the  office  ?  You 
aie  the  oldest  fneod  ahe  haa,  aad  the  best  entiiled  to  it. " 

"  I  don't  'kniofw,  air/'  anaweced  Ik^j,  sot  anie  but  he  ^waa 
bantering  her ;  I  oan't  aaj.  I  don't  know  what  ihay  might 
wiafai  at  home.   I  oouldn't  give  an  opinion,  air." 

"  If  your  fHenda  had  no  objection,  would  you  hsTe  any?** 
said  Mr.  Haredale.  "  Come.  There  'a  a  plain  question ;  and 
easy  to  anawer." 

''None  at  all  tiiat  I  know  o^  sir/'  replied  Dolly.  ''I 
should  be  veiy  glad  to  be  near  Miss  Emma  of  course,  and 
always  am." 

"  That 's  well,"  said  Mr.  Haredale.  That  is  all  I  had  to 
say.    You  are  anxious  to  go.    Don't  let  me  detain  you." 

Dolly  didn't  let  him,  nor  did  she  wait  for  him  to  try,  for 
the  words  had  no  sooner  passed  his  lips  than  she  was  out  of 
the  room,  out  of  the  house,  and  in  the  fields  again. 

The  first  thing  to  he  done,  of  course,  when  she  came  to 
herself,  and  considered  what  a  flurry  she  had  been  in,  waa  to 
cry  afresh ;  and  the  next  thing,  when  she  reflected  how  well 
she  had  got  over  it,  was  to  laugh  heartily.  The  tears  once 
banished  gave  place  to  the  smiles,  and  at  last  Dolly  laughed 
ao  much  that  she  was  fain  to  lean  against  a  tree,  and  give 
vent  to  her  exultation.  When  she  could  laugh  no  longer 
and  waa  quite  tired,  she  put  her  head-dress  to  rights,  dried 
her  eyea,  looked  back  very  merrily  and  triumphantly  at  the 
Warren  chimneys^  which  were  juat  viaiUe,  and  reanmed 
her  walk. 

The  twilight  bad  come  on,  and  it  waa  quickly  growing 
dusk,  but  the  path  waa  ao  fkmiliar  to  her  fixnn  fiequent  te-  ' 
versing  that  ahe  hardly  thought  of  thi%  and  certainly  felt  no 
uneaaineaa  at  being  alone.  Moreover^  there  waa  the  bracelet 
to  admire;  and  when  ahe  had  given  it  a  good  rub,  and  held 
it  out  at  arm's  length,  it  sparkled  and  glittered  so  beautifully 
on  her  wrist,  that  to  look  at  it  in  every  point  of  view  and 
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-with  every  possible  turn  of  the  arm,  was  quite  an  absorbing 
business.  There  was  the  letter  too,  and  it  looked  so  mys- 
terious and  knowing,  when  she  took  it  out  of  her  pocket,  and 
it  h.eld,  as  she  knew,  so  much  inside,  that  to  turn  it  over  and 
over,  and  think  about  it,  and  wonder  how  it  began,  and  how 
it  ended,  and  what  it  said  all  through,  was  another  matter  of 
constant  occupation.  Between  the  bracelet  and  the  letter, 
there  was  quite  enough  to  do  without  thinking  of  anythiog 
else  ;  and  admiring  each  by  turns,  Dolly  went  on  gaily. 

As  she  passed  through  a  wicket  gate  to  where  the  path 
was  narrow,  and  lay  between  two  hedges  garnished  here  and 
ihare  with  treea^  aihe  lieaid  a  rustling  dose  at  hand,  which 
brought  her  to  a  siiddeii  stop.  She  listened.  All  was  very 
quiet,  and  she' went  on  again — not  abeolately  frightened,  but 
a  little  quicker  tha&  before  perhaps,  and  possibly  not  qiiito  ao 
nmch  at  her  eaae,  liar  a  ohedc  of  that  kind  is  starUing. 

She  had  no  sooner  moved  on  again,  than  aha  was  oonsoionB 
of  the  same  sound,  which  was  like  that  of  a  person  tramping 
fltealihily  among  bushes  and  brushwood.  Looking  towards 
the  spot  whence  it  appeazed  to  come,  she  almost  fancied  she 
oould  make  out  a  crouching  figure.  She  stopped  again.  All 
was  quiet  as  before.  On  she  went  once  mo!re--<lecidedly 
faster  now — and  tried  to  sing  aolHy  to  hersell  It  must  be 
ihe  wind. 

But  how  came  the  wind  to  blow  only  when  she  walked,  and 
cease  when  she  stood  still  ?  She  stopped  involimtaiily  as  she 
made  the  reflection,  and  the  rustling  noise  stopped  likewise. 
She  was  really  frightened  now,  and  was  yet  hesitating  what 
to  do,  when  the  bushes  crackled  and  snapped,  and  a  man 
came  plunging  through  them,  dose  before  her. 
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It  was  for  the  moment  an  inexpressible  relief  to  Dolly,  to 
reoogniBe  in  the  person  who  forced  himself  into  the  path  so 
abmptiLy,  and  now  stood  direcdy  in  her  way,  Hugh  of  the 
Maypole^  whose  name  she  utteved  in  a  toiie  of  delighted 
soiprise  that  came  from  her  heart. 

''Was  it  you?"  she  said,  "how  glad  I  am  to  see  you!  and 
how  oould  you  terrify  me  so !" 

In  answer  to  whidi,  he  said  noOiing  at  all,  hut  stood  quito 
still,  looking  at  her. 

"  Did  you  oome  to  meet  me  ?"  asked  DoUy. 

Hugh  nodded,  and  muttered  something  to  the  efl^t  that  he 
had  been  waiting  for  her,  and  had  expected  her  sooner. 

"  I  thought  it  likely  they  would  send/'  said  DoUy,  greatly 
re-assured  by  this. 

"  Nobody  sent  me,"  was  his  sullen  answer.  "  I  came  of 
my  own  accord." 

The  rough  bearing  of  this  fellow,  and  bis  wild,  uncouth 
appearance,  liad  often  filled  the  girl  with  a  vague  apprehension 
even  when  other  people  were  by,  and  had  occasioned  her  to 
shrink  from  him  involuntarily.  The  having  him  for  an 
unbidden  companion  in  so  solitary  a  place,  with  the  darkness 
fast  gathering  about  them,  renewed  and  even  increased  the 
alarm  she  had  felt  at  first. 

If  his  manner  had  been  merely  dogged  and  passively  fierce, 
as  usual,  she  would  have  had  no  greater  dislike  to  hie 
company  than  she  always  felt — ^perhaps,  indeed,  would  have 
been  vfdiher  gjad  to  have  had  him  at  hand.  But  there  was 
something  of  coarse  hold  admiration  in  his  look,  which, 
terrified  her  Tesy  much.  She  glanced  timidly  towards  him, 
uncertain  whether  to  go  fbrward  or  retreat,  and  he  stood 
gazing  at  her  like  a  handsome  satyr ;  and  so  they  remained 
Ibr  some  short  time  without  stirring  or  breaking  silence.  At 
length  DoUy  took  courage,  shot  past  him,  and  hurried  on. 
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"Why  do  you  spend  so  much  breath  in  avoiding  me?'* 
said  Hugh,  accomxaodating  his  pace  to  hers,  and  keeping 
dose  at  her  side. 

**  I  wish  to  get  hack  as  quickly  as  I  caOy  and  you  walk  too 
near  me,"  answered  Dolly. 

"Too  near!"  said  Hugh,  stooping  over  her  so  that  she 
could  feel  his  breath  upon  her  forehead.  "  Why  too  near  ? 
You  're  always  proud  to  me,  mistress." 

"I  am  proud  to  no  one.  You  inistake  me,"  answered 
Dolly.    **  Fall  back,  if  you  please,  or  go  on." 

''Nay,  mistress,"  lie  rejoined,  endeavouring  to  draw  her 
arm  through  his.    "  I  'U  walk  with  you." 

She  released  herself,  and  clffnohlng  her  litde  hand,  stmok 
liixn  with  right  good  wilL  At  this,  Maj^ole  Hugh  burst 
into  a  loar  of  laughter,  and  passing  his  arm  about  her  waist, 
held  her  in  his  strong  grasp  as  easily  as  if  she  had  been  a 
bird. 

**IIa  lia  ha!  Well  done,  mistress !  Strike  again.  You 
shall  beat  my  face,  and  tear  my  hair,  and  pluck  my  beard  up 
by  the  roots,  and  welcome,  for  the  sake  of  your  bright  eyes. 
Strike  again,  mistress.    Do.    Ila  ha  ha !    I  like  it." 

**  Let  me  go,"  she  cried,  endeavouring  with  both  her  hands 
to  push  him  off.    "  Let  me  go  this  moment." 

You  had  as  good  be  kinder  to  me,  Sweetlips,"  said  Hugh. 

You  had,  indeed.  Come.  Tell  me  now.  Why  are  you 
always,  so  proud  ?  I  don't  quarrel  with  you  for  it.  I  love 
you  when  you  're  proud.  Ha  ha  ha !  You  can't  hide  your 
beauty  ^m  a  poor  Hallow ;  that 's  a  comfort ! " 

She  gave  hhn  no  answer,  but  as  he  had  not  yet  checked 
her  progress,  continued  to  press  forward  as  rapidly  as  she 
oould.  At  length,  between  the  hurry  she  had  made,  her 
terror,  and  the  tightness  of  his  embrace,  her  strength  jEsuled 
her,  and  she  oould  go  no  further. 

"  Hugh,"  cried  tibe  panting  girl,  good  Hugh ;  if  you  will 
leave  me  I  will  give  you  anything^-everything  I  have — and 
never  teQ  one  word  of  this  to  any  living  creature." 

"  You  had  best  not,"  he  answered,  Harkye,  little  dove, 
you  had  best  not.  All  about  here  know  me,  and  what  I  dare 
do  if  1  have  a  mind.  If  ever  you  are  going  to  tell,  stop  when 
the  words  are  on  your  lips,  and  think  of  tlie  mischief  you  *U 
bring,  if  you  do,  upon  some  innocent  heads  that  you  wouldn't 
w  itih  to  hurt  a  hair  o£    Bring  trouble  on  me,  and  I  'U  bring 
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trouble  and  something  more  on  them  in  return.  I  care  no 
more  for  them  than  for  so  many  dog^ ;  not  so  much — wKy 
should  I  ?  I 'd  sooner  kill  a  man  than  a  dog-  any  day.  I  've 
never  been  soxzy  for  a  man's  death  iu  all  mj  life^  and  I  have 
for  a  dog's." 

There  was  something  so  thoroughly  savage  in  the  mamier 
of  these  expressions,  and  the  looks  and  gestures  by  which  tfaflff 
ware  accompanied,  that  her  great  fear  of  him  gave  her  new 
strength,  and  enabled  her  by  a  sudden  efibrt  to  extricate 
herself  and  ran  fleetly  from.  him.  But  Hugh  was  as  nimble, 
strong,  and  swift  of  ioo^  as  any  man  in  broad  England,  and 
it  was  but  a  fruitlesB  ei^eoditnie  of  eaevgy,  for  he  had  her  in 
bis  encircling  arms  again  befbre  she  had  gone  a  hundred 
yards. 

"  Softly,  darling — gently — would  you  fly  from  rough  Hugh, 
that  loves  you  as  well  as  any  drawing-room  gallant?" 

"  I  would,"  she  answered,  struggling  to  free  herself  again. 
"I  will.  Help!" 

"  A  flne  for  crying  out,"  said  Hugh.  "  Ha  ha  ha !  A  fine^ 
pretty  one,  from  your  lips.    I  pay  myself !    Ha  lui  ha  ! " 

"Help  !  Help  !  Help  I"  As  she  shrioked  with  the  utmost 
violence  she  could  exert,  a  shout  was  heard  in  answer,  and 
another,  and  another.  ' 

"Thank  Heaven!"  cried  the  girl  in  an  ecstacy.  "Joe, 
dear  Joe,  this  way.    Help ! " 

Her  assailant  paused,  and  stood  irresolute  for  a  moment, 
but  the  shouts  drawing  nearer  and  coming  quick  upon  them, 
forced  him  to  a  speedy  decision.  He  released  her,  whispered 
with  a  menacing  look,  "Tell  him:  and  see  what  follows!" 
and  leaping  the  hedge,  was  gone  in  an  instant  Dolly  darted 
off,  and  fairly  ran  into  Joe  Willet's  open  arms. 

"What  is  the  matter!  are  you  hurt!  what  was  it!  who 
was  it?  where  is  he?  what  was  he  like?"  with  a  great  many 
enoonraging  eaqpxesskms  and  assurances  of  safety,  were  the 
first  words  Joe  ponred  £oit&L  But  poor  little  DcJly  was  00 
breathless  and  terrifled  that  fbr  some  time  she  was  quite 
unable  to  answer  him,  and  hung  upon  his  shoulder,  sobbing 
and  crying  as  if  ber  heart  would  break. 

Joe  bad  not  the  smallest  objection  to  have  ber  banging  on 
bis  shoulder ;  no,  not  Ibe  least,  ibough  it  erusbed  the  dbsny- 
ooloured  ribbons  sadly,  and  put  the  smart  little  hat  out  of  all 
shape.    But  he  couldn't  bear  to  see  her  ciy ;  it  went  to  his 
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yery  heaxt  He  tried  to  console  her,  bent  over  her,  whispered 
to  her — some  say  kissed  her,  but  that 's  a  iMe.  At  any  rate 
he  said  all  Qi»  land  and  tender  things  he  ooold  think  d,  and 
DoUj  let  him  go  on  and  didn't  intempt  him  onoe,  and  it  was 
a  good  ten  minutes  before  she  was  aUe  to  raise  her  head  and 

''What  irss  it  that  frightened  joa?'*  said  Joe. 

A  man  whose  person  was  nnknown  to  her  had  f<^owed 
her,  she  answered;  he  began  by  begging,  and  went  on  to 
threats  of  robbery,  which  he  was  on  the  point  of  oanying 
into  execniion,  and  would  ha?e  executed,  bnt  to  Joe's  timely 
aid.  Ihe  hei^tioii  and  oonfbsion  with  whicii  she  said  ibis, 
/oe  attributed  to  the  fiight  die  had  sustained,  and  no  suspicion 
of  the  truth  occurred  to  him  for  a  moment. 

Stop  when  the  words  are  on  your  lips."  A  himdred 
times  that  night,  and  very  often  afterwards,  when  the  dis- 
closure was  rising  to  her  tongue,  Dolly  thought  of  that,  and 
repressed  it.  A  deeply  rooted  dread  of  the  man ;  the  con- 
viction that  his  ferocious  nature,  once  roused,  would  stop  at 
nothing  ;  and  the  strong  assurance  that  if  she  impeached  him, 
the  fall  measure  of  his  wrath  and  vengeance  would  be  wreaked 
on  Joe,  who  had  preserved  her  ;  these  were  considerations  she 
had  not  the  courage  to  overcome,  and  inducements  to  secrecy 
too  powerful  for  her  to  surmount. 

Joe,  for  his  part,  was  a  great  deal  too  happy  to  inquire 
▼ery  curiously  into  the  matter;  and  Dolly  being  yet  too 
tremulous  to  walk  without  asfiistaaee,  they  went  forward  very 
tkmlj,  and  in  his  mind  very  pleasaatLj,  until  the  Maypole  lights 
were  near  at  hand,  twinkling  their  cheeifol  weloome,  when 
Dolly  stopped  suddenly;  and  with  a  half  scream  exclaimed, 

"The  letter!" 
What  letter  r'  cried  Joe. 

That  I  was  oanjfing — had  it  in  my  hand.  My  bracelet 
too/'  die  saidy  dasping  her  wrist.    "  I  hove  kst  itum  both!" 

''Do  yon  mean  just  now?"  said  Joe. 

''Eilher  I  dropped  them  iSbm,  or  they  were  taken  from 
me,"  answered  DiHj,  Tainly  searching  her  pocket  and  rnstling 
her  dress.  "  They  are  gone,  both  gone.  What  an  nnhappy 
g^l  I  am ! "  Witii  tiieae  words  poor  Dolly,  who  to  do  her 
justice  was  quite  as  sorry  for  the  loss  of  the  letter  as  ibr  her 
bracelet,  fell  a  crying  again,  and  bemoaned  her  frte  most 
movingly. 
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Joe  tried  to  comfort  her  with  the  assurance  that  directly  he 
had  housed  her  safely  in  the  Maypole,  he  would  return  to  the 
spot  with  a  lantern  (for  it  was  now  quite  dark)  and  make 
strict  search  for  the  missing  articles,  which  there  was  great 
probability  of  liis  finding,  as  it  was  not  likely  that  anybody 
had  passed  that  way  since,  and  she  was  not  conscious  of  th(  ir 
having  been  forcibly  taken  from  her.  Dolly  thanked  him  very 
heartily  for  this  offer,  though  with  no  great  hope  of  his  que^t 
being  suooeesful;  and  so,  with  many  lamentations  on  her 
side,  and  many  hopeM  words  on  his^  and  much  weakness  on 
the  part  of  Dolly  and  much  tender  supporting  on  the  part  of 
Joe,  they  reached  the  Maypole  bar  at  last,  where  the  lock- 
smith and  his  wife  and  old  John  were  yet  keeping  high 
festival 

Mr.  WiUet  received  the  intelligence  of  Dolly's  trouUe  with 
that  surprising  presence  of  mind  and  readiness  of  speech  &r 
which  he  was  so  eminently  distinguished  above  all  otiier  men. 
Mrs.  Yaiden  eoqiressed  her  sympathy  Ibr  her  daughter's 
distress  by  sodding  her  roundly  for  being  so  late  ;*and  the 
honest  locksmith  divided  himself  between  condoling  witii  and 
kissing  Dolly,  and  shaking  hands  heartily  with  Joe,  whom  he 
could  not  sufficiently  praise  or  thank. 

In  reference  to  this  latter  point,  old  John  was  far  from 
agreeing  with  his  friend ;  for  besides  that  he  by  no  means 
approved  of  an  adventurous  spirit  in  the  abstract,  it  occurred 
to  him  that  il'  his  son  and  heir  had  been  seriously  damaged  in 
a  scuffle,  the  consequences  woidd  iissuredly  have  been  exj^ensive 
and  inconvenient,  and  miglit  perhaps  have  proved  detrimental 
to  the  Maypole  business.  Wherefore,  and  because  he  looked 
with  no  favourable  eye  upon  young  girls,  but  rather  con- 
sidered that  they  and  the  whole  female  sex  were  a  kind  of 
nonsensical  mistake  on  the  jjart  of  Natui-e,  he  took  occasion  to 
retire  and  shako  his  head  in  private  at  the  boiler ;  inspired 
by  whicli  silent  oracle,  he  was  moved  to  give  Joe  various 
stealthy  nudges  with  his  elbow,  as  a  parental  reproof  and 
gentle  admonition  to  mind  his  own  business  and  not  make  a 
fool  of  himself. 

Joe,  however,  took  down  the  lantern  and  lighted  it ;  and 
arming  himself  with  a  stout  stick,  asked  whether  Hugh  was 

in  the  stable. 

He 's  Ijing  asleep  before  the  kitchen  fire,  sir,"  said  Mr» 
WiUet.      What  do  you  want  him  £ar  ?  " 
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**  I  want  him  to  come  with  me  to  look  after  this  bracelet 
and  letter,"  answered  Joe.    "  Halloa  there  !    Hugh !  " 

DoUy  turned  pale  as  death,  and  felt  as  if  she  must  faint 
forthwith.  After  a  few  moments,  Hugh  came  staggering  in, 
stretching  himself  and  yawning  according  to  custom,  and 
presenting  eveiy  appearance  of  having  been  roused  irom  a 
sound  nap. 

"Here,  sleepy-head,"  said  Joe,  giving  him  the  lantern. 
"Cany  this,  and  bring  the  dog,  and  that  small  cudgel  of 
yours.    And  woe  betide  the  fellow  if  we  come  upon  him." 

"What  fellow?"  giowldd  Hugh,  nibbing  bis  eyes  and 
shaking  himself. 

«  Wliat  fellow  ?  "  returned  Joe,  who  was  in  a  state  of  great 
valour  and  busde;  **  a  fellow  you  ought  to  know  and  be 
more  alive  aboat  It 's  well  &ir  the  like  of  you,  lazy  giant 
that  you  are,  to  be  snoiing  your  time  away  in  ohinaiey- 
comerSy  when  honest  men's  daughters  can't  Gross  even  our 
quiet  meadows  at  nightfi&Il  without  being  set  upon  by  footpads, 
and  frightened  out  of  their  precious  lives." 

"  They  never  rob  me  "  cried  Hugh  with  a  laugh.  "  I  have 
got  notbdng  to  lose.  But  I'd  as  lief  knock  them  at  head  as 
any  other  men.    How  many  are  there  ?  " 

"  Only  onOy"  said  Dolly  faintly,  for  everybody  looked  at  her. 

"And  what  was  he  like,  mistress?"  said  Hugh  with  a 
glance  at  young  Willet,  so  slight  and  momentary  that  the 
scowl  it  conveyed  was  lost  on  all  but  her.  "About  my 
height  ?  " 

Not — ^not  80  tall,"  DoUy  replied,  scarce  knowing  what 
she  said. 

**  His  dress,"  said  Hugh,  looking  at  her  keenly,  "  like — 
like  any  of  ours  now  ?  I  know  aU  the  people  hereabouts,  and 
maybe  could  give  a  guess  at  the  man,  if  I  had  anything  to 
guide  me." 

Dolly  faltered  and  turned  paler  yet ;  then  answered  that  he 
was  -^Tapped  in  a  loose  coat  and  had  his  face  hidden  by  a 
handkerchief  and  that  she  oould  give  no  other  description 
of  him. 

"  You  wouldn't  know  him  if  you  saw  him  then,  beHke*?  " 
said  Hugh  with  a  malioioas  grin. 

"  I  should  not,"  answered  Dolly,  bursting  into  tears  again. 
"  I  don't  wish  to  see  him.  I  can't  bear  to  think  of  him.  I 
eau't  talk  about  him  any  moie.   Don't  go  to  look  for  these 
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things,  Mr.  Joe,  pray  jdon't.  I  entreat  you  not  to  go  with 
that  man."  .  h 

"Not  to  go  with  me !  "  cried  Hugh.  "  I 'm  too  rough  for 
them  all.  Tliey  're  all  afraid  of  me.  ^^Tiy,  bless  you 
mistress,  I 've  the  tendereet  heart  alive.  I  love  all  the  ladies 
ma'am,"  said  Hugh,  turning  to  the  locksmith's  wife. 

Mrs.  Varden  opined  that  if  he  did,  he  ought  to  be  ashamed 
of  himself,  such  sentiments  being  more  consistent  (so  she 
argued)  with  a  benighted  Mussulman  or  wild  Islander  than 
with  a  stanch  Protestant.    Arguing  from  this  imperfect  state 
of  his  morals,  Mrs.  Varden  further  opined  that  he  had  never 
studied  the  Manual.    Hugh  admitting  that  he  never  had,  and 
moreover  that  he  couldn't  read,  Mrs.  Vazden  declared  with 
much  severity,  that  he  ought  to  be  even  more  ashamed  of 
himself  than  befine,  and  stcongly  xeoommended  him  to  save 
up  his  pocket-numsy  fior  the  purchase  of  Qne»  and  fiuiher  to 
teadi  himself  the  oontento  with  aU  convenient  diligence.  She 
was  still  pursuing  tins  train  of  disoouise,  when  Hugh,  some- 
what unceremoniously  and  izzeveren%;  followed  his  yonn^ 
master  out,  and  left  her  to  edifjr  the  rest  of  the  company. 
This  she  proceeded  to  do,  sad  finding  that  Mr.  Willet's  eyee 
were  £xed  upon  her  witii  an  appearance  of  deep  attention, 
gradually  addressed  the  whole  of  her  discourse  to  him,  whom 
slie  entertained  with  a  moral  and  theological  lecture  of  con- 
siderable length,  in  the  conviction  that  great  workings  were 
taking  place  in  his  spirit.    The  simple  truth  was,  however, 
that  Mr.  Willet,  although  his  eyes  were  wide  open  and  he  saw 
a  woman  before  him  whoso  head  by  long  and  steady  looking 
at  seemed  to  p^row  bigger  and  bigger  until  it  filled  the  whole 
bar,  was  to  all  other  intents  and  pur[)0SC8  fast  asleep  ;  and  so 
sat  leaning  back  in  his  chair  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets 
until  Mb  son's  letum  caused  him  to  wake  up  with  a  deeg^ 
sigh,  and  a  faint  impression  that  he  had  been  dreaming 
about  pickled  pork  and  greens — a  vision  of  his  slumbers 
which  was  no  doubt  ze&rable  to  the  circumstsnce  of  Mia. 
Varden's  having  frequently  pronounced  the  w<nd  *'  Grace  " 
with  much  emphasis;  which  word,  entering  the  portals  of 
Mr.  Willed s  brain  as  they  stood  igar,  and  oougpling  itself  with 
the  words  "  befbre  meat,"  which  were  there  ranging  about^ 
did  in  time  suggest  a  particular  kind  of  meat  together  with, 
that  description  of  vegetable  which  is  usually  its  companioB. 

The  search  was  whoQyunsuccessfhL   Joe  had  groped  ahnig 
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the  pafli  a  dozen  times,  and  among  the  grass,  and  in  the  dry 
ditch,  and  in  the  hedge,  but  all  in  vain.  Dolly,  who  was 
quite  inconsolable  for  her  loss,  wrote  a  note  to  Miss  Haredale 
giving  her  the  same  account  of  it  that  she  had  given  at  the 
Maypole,  which  Joe  undertook  to  deliver  as  soon  as  the  family 
were  stirring  next  day.  That  done,  they  sat  down  to  tea  in 
the  bar,  where  there  was  an  uncommon  display  of  buttered 
toast,  and — in  order  that  they  might  not  grow  faint  for  want 
of  sustenance,  and  might  have  a  deoent  halting-piaoe  or  half- 
way house  between  dinner  and  supper-— a  fierw  savouzy  trifles 
in  the  shape  of  great  laahen  of  broiled  ham,  which  being  well 
cured,  done  to  a  turn,  and  onoking  hot,  sent  forth  a  tempting 
and  delicious  £ragranoe. 

Mrs.  Varden  was  seldom  very  Protestant  at  mealsy  unless  it 
happened  that  tiiey  were  nndeovdone,  or  over-done,  or  indeed 
that  anything  ooconed  to  pat  her  out  of  humour.  Her 
spirits  me  considerably  on  beholding  these  goodly  prepaia- 
tidns,  and  fkom  the  nothingness  of  good  works,  she  passed  to 
flie  somethingness  of  ham  and  toast  with  great  cheerfiilness. 
Nay,  under  tiie  influence  of  these  wholesome  stimulants^  she 
shtt-ply  reproved  her  daughter  fi»r  being  low  and  despondent 
(which  she  consideied  an  unaooeptable  frame  of  mind),  and 
remarked,  as  she  held  her  own  plate  for  a  fresh  supply,  that 
it  would  be  well  for  Dolly  who  pined  oyer  the  loss  of  a  toy 
and  a  sheet  of  paper,  if  she  would  reflect  upon  the  voluntary 
sacrifices  of  the  missionaries  in  foreign  paits  who  lived  chiefly 
on  salads. 

The  proceedings  of  such  a  day  occasioned  various  fluctuations 
in  the  human  thermometer,  and  especially  in  instiunieuts  so 
sensitively  and  delicately  constructed  as  Mrs.  Varden.  Thus, 
at  dinner  Mrs.  V.  stood  at  summer  heat ;  genial,  smiling,  and 
delightful.  After  dinner,  in  the  sunshine  of  the  wine,  she 
went  up  at  least  half-a-dozen  degrees,  and  was  perfectly 
enchanting.  As  its  effect  subsided,  she  fell  rapidly,  went  to 
sleep  for  au  hour  or  so  at  temperate,  and  woke  at  something 
below  freezing.  Now  she  was  at  summer  heat  again,  in  the 
shade ;  and  when  tea  was  over,  and  old  John,  producing  a 
botUe  of  cordial  from  one  of  the  oaken  cases,  insisted  on  her 
sipping  two  glasses  thereof  in  slow  succession,  she '  stood 
steadily  at  ninety  for  one  hour  and  a  quarter.  Profiting  by 
eiqperience,  the  locksmith  took  advantage  of  this  genial  weather 
to  smoke  his  pipe  in  the  poKch^  and  in  consequence  of  this 
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prudent  management,  he  waa  fblly  prepared,  when  the  gla&s 
went  down  again,  to  start  homewards  directly. 

The  horse  was  accordingly  put  in,  and  the  chaise  brcmglit 
round  to  the  door.  Joe,  who  would  on  no  account  he  dissuaded 
from  escorting  them  imtil  they  had  passed  the  most  dreary 
and  solitary  part  of  the  road,  led  out  the  grey  mare  at  the 
same  time;  and  having  helped  DoUy  into  her  seat  (more 
happiness !)  spnmg  gaily  into  the  saddle.  Then,  after  many 
good  nights,  and  admonitions  to  wrap  up,  and  glancing"  of 
lights,  and  handing  in  of  cloaks  and  shawls,  the  chaise  rolled 
away,  and  Joe  trotted  beside  it— on  DoUj's  side,  no  doubt> 
and  pretty  dose  to  the  wheel  too. 
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It  was  a  fine  bright  night,  and  for  all  her  lowness  of  Bpirits 
Dolly  kept  looking  up  at  the  stara  in  a  manner  so  bewitohing 
(and  she  knew  it !)  that  Joe  was  dean  out  of  his  senses,  and 
plainly  showed  that  if  over  a  man  were— not  to  say  over  head 
and  ears,  but  OTer  the  Monument  and  the  top  of  Saint  Paul's 
in  love,  that  man  was  himself.  The  zoad  was  a  Teaey  good 
one;  not  at  all  a  jolting  road,  or  an  nnerai  one;  i^d  yet 
Dolly  held  the  side  of  the  chaise  with  one  little  hand,  all  the 
way.  If  there  had  been  an  ezeontioner  behind  him  with  ep. 
uplifted  axe  ready  to  diop  off  his  head  if  he  tooched  that 
hand,  Joe  couldn't  have  helped  doing  it.  From  putting  his 
own  hand  npon  it  as  if  by  chance,  and  taking  it  away  again 
after  a  minute  or  so,  he  got  to  riding  along  without  taking  it 
off  at  all;  as  if  he,  the  escort,  were  bound  to  do  that  as  an 
important  part  of  his  duty,  and  had  come  out  for  the  purpose. 
The  most  curious  circumstance  about  this  little  incident  was, 
that  Dolly  didn't  seem  to  know  of  it.  Sho  looked  so  innocent 
and  imconscious  when  she  turned  her  eyes  on  Joe,  that  it  was 
quite  jirovoking. 

Slie  talked  though ;  talked  about  her  fright,  and  about 
Joe's  coming  up  to  rescue  lier,  and  about  her  gratitude,  and 
about  her  fear  that  she  might  not  have  thanked  liim  enough, 
and  about  their  alwaj's  being  friends  from  that  time  forth — 
and  about  all  that  sort  of  thing.  And  when  Joe  said,  not 
friends  he  hoped,  Dolly  was  quite  surprised,  and  said  not 
enemies  she  hoped ;  and  when  Joe  said,  couldn't  they  be 
something  much  better  than  either,  DoUy  all  of  a  sudden 
foimd  out  a  star  which  was  brighter  than  all  the  other  stars, 
and  begged  to  call  his  attention  to  the  same,  and  was  ten 
tiiousand  times  more  innocent  and  unconscious  than  ever. 

In  this  manner  they  travelled  along,  talking  very  little 
above  a  whiflper,  and  wishing  the  road  could  be  stretched  out 
to  some  dosen  times  its  natural  lengtli — at  least  that  was 
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Joe'B  deaixe— vheiiy  as  tihej  were  gettibag  dear  of  the  ioateeb 
and  emeigmg  oil  tiie  more  fceqpifinted  road^  they  heazd  behind 
them  {he  sound  of  a  horse's  fbet  at  a  zouod  trot»  which 
growing  rapidly  louder  as  it  diew  neater,  elicited  a  scream 
ftoan  Mrs.  Varden,  and  the  cxy  ''a  fiiend!"  from  the  rider, 
who  now  came  panting  up,  and  checked  his  horse  beside 
them. 

This  man  again  !^  cried  DotDy,  shuddering. 
'*  Hugh !"  said  Joe.    ''What  errand  are  yon  npon?" 

''I  come  to  ride  back  with  you/'  lie  answered,  glumng 
covertly  at  the  locksmith's  daughter.       He  sent  me." 

**My  father!^'  said  poor  Joe;  adding  under  his  breath, 
with  a  very  unfilicil  apostrophe,  Will  he  never  think  me  mau 
euough  to  take  care  of  myself!" 

'*  Aye ! "  returned  Hugh  to  the  first  part  of  the  inquir}^. 
"The  roads  are  not  siife  just  now,"  he  a&jB,  ^^ood  you'd 
better  have  a  companion.** 

"  Ride  on  then,"  said  Joe.    "  I  *m  not  going  to  turn  yet." 

Hugh  complied,  and  tliey  went  on  again.  It  was  his  whim 
or  humour  to  ride  immediately  before  the  chaise,  and  from 
this  position  he  constantly  turned  his  head,  and  looked  back. 
Dolly  felt  that  he  looked  at  her,  but  she  availed  her  eyes  and 
feared  to  raise  them  once,  so  great  was  the  dread  with  which 
be  had  inspired  her. 

This  interruption,  and  the  consequent  wakelttlness  of 
Mrs.  Varden,  who  had  been  nodding  in  her  sleep  up  to  this 
point,  except  for  a  minute  or  two  at  a  time,  when  she  roused 
herself  to  scold  the  locksmith  for  audaciously  taking  hold  of 
her  to  prevent  ber  nodding  herself  out  of  the  chsiiM^  pot  a 
restraint  upon  flie  whispered  conversaticny  and  made  it  difficult 
of  resumption.  Indeed,  before  they  had  gone  another  mile, 
Gabriel  stopped  at  his  wifid's  desire,  and  that  good  lady 
protested  she  would  not  hear  of  Joe's  going  a  step  further  on 
any  account  whatever.  It  was  in  Yam  for  Joe  to  protest  on 
the,other  hand  that  he  was  by  no  means  tired,  and  would 
turn  back  presently,  and  would  see  them  safely  past  such  and 
such  a  point,  and  so  forth.  Mrs.  Varden  was  obdurate,  and 
being  so  was  not  to  be  overcome  by  mortal  agency. 

"  Good  night — if  I  must  suy  it,"  said  Joe,  sorrowfully. 

"Good  night,"  said  Dolly.  She  would  liiivo  added,  Take 
care  of  that  man,  and  pray  don't  trust  him,"  but  ho  had 
turned  his  horse's  head,  and  was  standing  dose  to  them.  She 
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had  thfirafiwe  noiihing  fiir  it  but  to  suffiar  Joe  to  give  lier  hand 
a  geade  squeeze,  and  when  the  ohaiee  had  gone  on  £6r  some 
distance,  to  look  hack  and  wave  it,  as  he  stUl  lingered  on  the 
spot  where  ihej  had  parted,  with  the  tsll  deck  figure  of  Hugh 
beside  him. 

What  she  thought  about,  going  home;  and  whether  the 
coac  limaker  hold  as  favoui'ablc  a  place  in  hor  meditations 
as  he  had  occupied  in  tho  morning,  is  unknown.  They 
reached  home  at  last — at  last,  for  it  was  a  long  way,  made 
none  the  shorter  by  Mrs.  Varden's  grumbling.  Miggs  heanng 
the  sound  of  wheels  was  at  the  door  immediately. 

**  Here  they  are,  Simmun !  Here  they  are!"  cried 
Miggs,  clapping  her  hands,  and  issuing  forth  to  help  her 
mistress  to  alight.  '*  Bring  a  chair,  Simmun.  Now,  an't 
you  the  better  for  it,  mim  ?  Don't  you  feel  more  yourself 
tlian  you  would  have  done  if  you  'd  have  stopped  at  home  ? 
Oh,  gracious !  how  cold  you  are !  Goodness  me,  sir^  she 's  a 
perfect  heap  of  ice.'* 

I  can't  help  it,  my  good  girl.  You  had  better  take  her 
in  to  the  fire,*'  said  the  locksmith. 

**  Master  sounds  unfeeling,  mim,"  said  Miggs,  in  a  tone  of 
oonuniseration,  ''but  such  is  not  his  intentioDB,  I'm  sure. 
After  what  he  has  seen  of  you  this  day,  I  never  will  believe 
but  that  he  has  a  deal  more  affiMsticm  in  his  heart  than  to 
speak  unkind.  Come  m  and  sit  yourself  down  by  the  fire; 
tibiere 's  a  good  dear— 4o." 

Mrs.  Yarden  ocmiplied.  The  locksmith  followed  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets^  and  Mr.  Tiq^pertit  trundled  off  with  the 
chaise  to  a  neighboiunng  stable. 

**  Martha,  my  dear/'  said  the  locbsmith,  when  they  reached 
the  parlour,  *'  if  you  'U  look  to  Dolly  yourself,  or  let  somebody 
else  do  it,  perhaps  it  will  be  only  kind  and  reasonable.  She 
has  been  fiightened  you  know,  and  is  not  at  all  well  to- 
uiglit." 

In  fact,  Dolly  had  thrown  herself  upon  the  sofa,  quite 
regardless  of  ail  the  little  fincny  of  which  she  had  been  so 
proud  in  the  morning,  and  with  her  face  buried  in  her  hands 
was  crj'ing  very  much. 

At  first  sif^lit  of  this  phenomenon  (for  Dolly  was  by  no 
moans  accustomed  to  displays  of  this  sort,  rather  learning 
from  lier  mother's  example  to  avoid  them  as  much  as  possible) 

Mrs.  Yarden  expressed  her  belief  that  never  was  any  woman 
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80  heaei  as  she:  that  heir  ]i&  was  a  oontinued  scene  of  ixial ; 
ihat  wlxenever  she  was  disposed  to  be  well  and  cheezful,  so 
auie  were  the  people  around  her  to  throw,  by  some  means  or 
other,  a  damp  upon  her  spirits;  and  that,  as  she  had  enjoyed 
herself  that  day,  and  Heaven  knew  it  was  very  seldom  she  did 
enjoy  herself,  so  she  was  now  to  pay  the  penalty.  To  all  each 
propositions  Miggs  assented  freely.  Poor  Dolly,  however, 
grew  none  the  better  for  these  restoratives,  but  rather  worse, 
indeed ;  and  seeing  that  she  was  really  ill,  both  Mrs.  Varden 
and  Miggs  were  moved  to  compassion,  and  tended  her  in 
earnest. 

But  even  then,  their  very  kindness  shaped  itself  into  their 
usual  course  of  policy,  and  though  Doll}^  was  in  a  swoon,  it 
was  rendered  clear  to  the  meanest  capacity,  that  Mrs.  Varden 
was  the  siifFerer.  Thus  when  Dolly  began  to  get  a  little 
better,  and  passed  into  that  stage  in  which  matrons  hold  tliat 
remonstrance  and  argument  may  be  successfully  aj^plied,  her 
mother  represented  to  her,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  that  if  she 
had  been  fluiried  and  worried  that  day,  she  must  remember  it 
was  the  common  lot  of  humanity,  and  in  especial  of  woman- 
kind, who  through  the  whole  of  their  existence  must  expect 
no  less,  and  were  bound  to  make  up  their  minds  to  meek 
endurance  and  patient  resignation.  Mrs.  Vardeft  entreated 
her  to  remember  that  one  of  these  days  she  would,  in  all 
probability,  have  to  do  Tiolenoe  to  her  feelings  so  £ir  as  to  be 
married;  and  that  maniage,  aa  she  might  see  every ~day  of 
her  h£d  (and  truly  she  did)  was  a  state  requiring  great  forti- 
tude and  forbearance.  She  represented  to  her  in  lively 
colours,  that  if  she  (Mrs.  V.)  had  not,  in  steering  her  course 
through  this  vale  of  tears,  been  supported  by  a  strong 
principle  of  duty  which  alone  upheld  and  prevented  her  from 
drooping,  she  must  have  been  in  her  grave  many  years  ago ; 
in  which  case  she  desired  to  know  what  would  have  become  of 
that  errant  spirit  (meaning  the  locksmith),  of  whose  eyes  she 
was  the  very'  apple,  and  in  whose  path  tjhe  was,  as  it  were,  a 
shining  light  and  guiding  star  ? 

Miss  Miggs  also  put  in  her  word  to  the  same  effect.  She 
said  that  indeed  and  indeed  Miss  Dolly  might  take  pattern  by 
her  blessed  motlior,  who,  she  always  had  said,  and  always 
would  say,  though  she  were  to  be  hanged,  (lra\vn,  and 
quartered  for  it  next  minute,  was  the  mildost,  amiablest, 
forgivingest-spirited,  longest-sufEariugest  female  as  ever  she 
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could  have  believed ;  the  mere  nazTfttion  of  whose  exceUendes 
had  worked  such  a  wholesome  change  in  the  mind  of  her  own 
sister-in-law,  that^  whereas,  before,  she  and  her  husband  lived 
like  cat  and  dog,  and  were  in  the  habit  of  exchanging  brass 
candlesticks,  pot-lids,  flat-iroas,  and  other  such  strong  zesent- 
mentsy  theiy  were  now  the  hapfpiest  and  affectionatest  couple 
upon  eardi;  as  oonld  be  proved  any  day  on  application  at 
Golden  lion  Court,  numbw  twenty-sivin^  second  bell-handle 
on  the  zight-band  door-post.  After  glancing  at  herself  as  a 
comparatively  worthless  vessel,  but  still  as  one  of  some  desert, 
she  besought  her  to  bear  in  that  her  afioiesaid  dear  and 
only  mother  was  of  a  wealdy  eoDstitation  and  excitable 
temperament,  who  had  constantly  to  sustain  afflictions  in 
domestic  life,  compared  with  which,  thieves  and  robbers  were 
as  notliinfr,  and  yet  never  sunk  down  or  gave  way  to  despair 
or  wrath,  but,  in  prize-fighting  phraseology,  always  came  up 
to  tinio  with  a  cheerful  countenance,  and  went  in  to  win  as  if 
nothing  had  liapj)ened.  When  Miggs  had  finished  her  solo, 
her  mistress  struck  iu  again,  and  the  two  together  performed 
a  duet  to  the  same  purpose;  the  burden  being,  that 
Mrs.  Varden  was  persecuted  perfection,  and  Mr.  Varden,  as 
the  representative  of  mankind  in  that  apartment,  a  creature  of 
vicious  and  brutal  habits,  utterly  insensible  to  the  blessings 
he  enjoyed.  Of  so  refined  a  character,  indeed,  was  their 
talent  of  assault  imder  the  mask  of  sympathy,  that  when 
Dolly,  recovering,  embraced  her  father  t^derly,  as  in  vindica- 
tion of  his  goodness,  Mrs.  Varden  expressed  her  solemn  hope 
that  this  would  be  a  lesson  to  him  for  the  remainder  of  his 
life,  and  that  he  would  do  some  little  justice  to  a  woman's 
nature  ever  affcerwarda — in  which  aspiration  Miss  Miggs,  by 
divers  anijflGi  and  coughs,  more  sign^Scant  than  the  longest 
oration,  expressed  her  eutue  conenzreikoe. 

But  the  great  joy  of  Migga's  heart  was,  that  she  not  only 
picked  up  a  fhll  aooount  of  what  had  happeoed,  but  had 
exquisite  delight  of  conveying  it  to  Mr.  Tappertit  for  his 
jealousy  and  torture.  For  that  gentleman,  on  account-  of 
Dolly's  mdisposition,  had  been  requested  to  take  his  supper  in 
the  workaihop,  and  it  was  oonviqred  thither  by  Miss  Miggs's 
own  fiur  hands. 

"  Oh,  Simmun !  **  said  the  young  lady,  "  such  goings  on 
to-day !    Oh,  gracious  me,  Simmun !  " 

Mr.  Tappertit,  who  was  not  in  the  best  of  humours,  and 
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Trho  disliked  Miss  Mi^^  more  when  she  laid  her  hand  on  her 
heart  and  panted  for  breath  than  at  any  other  tune,  as  her 
deficiency  of  oatiine  was  most  apparent  tinder  such  circiun- 
stailoes,  eyed  her  oyer  in  his  loftieafe  style,  and  deigned  to 
express  no  curiosity  whatever. 

"  I  never  heard  the  like,  nor  nobody  else/'  pursued  Miggs. 
«  The  idea  of  interfering  -with  her.  What  people  can  see  in 
her  to  make  it  wartibi  their  while  to  do  bo,  ^t  '0  the  joke — 
he,  he^  he ! " 

Finding  there  was  a  lady  in  the  ease,  Mr.  Tappertii 
hanghtily  requested  his  fiur  firiend  to  be  more  explicit,  and 
demanded  to  know  what  she  meant  by  "  her." 

"  Why,  that  DoUy/^  said  Miggs,  with  an  extremely  sharp 
emphasis  on  .the  name.  "  But,  oh  upon  my  word  and  honour, 
young  Joseph  Willet  is  a  brave  one;  and  he  do  deserve  her, 
that  he  do.*' 

**  Woman  I "  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  jumping  off  the  counter 
on  which  he  was  seated ;     beware  !  " 

"  My  stars,  Simmun  ! "  cried  Miggs,  in  affected  astonish- 
ment.   "  You  frig"hten  me  to  death  !    What 's  the  matter  ?  " 

"There  are  strings,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  flourishing  his 
hrcad-and-cheese  knife  in  the  air,  "  in  the  liuman  lieart 
that  had  better  not  be  wibrated.  That 's  what 's  the 
matter.'*' 

"  Oh,  very  well-r-if  you  're  in  a  hxxSi,"  cried  Miggs,  turn- 
ing away. 

Huff  or  no  huff,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  detaining  her  by 
the  wrist.  What  do  you  mean,  Jezebel?  What  were  you 
going  to  say  ?    Answer  me !  '* 

Notwithstanding  this  uncivil  exhortation,  Miggs  gladl;f  did 
as*6he  was  required;  and  told  him  how  that  their  young 
mistress,  being  alone  in  the  meadows  after  dark,  had  been 
attacked  by  three  or  four  tall  men,  who  would  have  oertainly 
borne  her  away  and  perhaps  murdered  her,  but  fcr  the  tbnei^ 
aixival  of  Joseph  Willet,  who  with  his  own  single  hand  pot 
them  all  to  flight,  and  rescued  her ;  to  the  lasting  admiration 
of  his  fiallow-ereatures  generally,  and  to  the  etenud  love  and 
gratitude  of  DoQy  Yarden. 

**Yery  good,**  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  fetching  a  long  breath 
when  the  tale  was  told,  and  rubbing  his  hair  up  till  it  stood 
stiff  and  straight  on  end  all  over  his  head.  His  days  are 
numbered.'* 
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"  Oh,  Sixnmim ! " 

"  I  tell  you,"  said  the  'prentice,  "  his  days  are  numbered. 
Leave  me.    Get  along  with  you." 

Miggs  departed  at  his  bidding,  but  less  beoause  of  his 
Hddi^  than  becaose  she  deored  to  chuckle  in  secret  When 
she  had  given  Tent  to  her  eatis&ction,  she  returned  to  the 
parlour;  where  the  looksmitfa,  stimulated  by  quietoess  and 
Toby,  had  become  talkative,  and  was  disposed  to  taike  a 
cheerful  review  of  the  occurrences  of  the  day.  But  Mrs. 
Varden,  whose  practical  religion  (as  is  not  uncommon )  was 
usually  of  the  rotrospective  order,  cut  him  short,  hy  dorlaim- 
ing  on  the  sinfulness  of  such  junkctting^,  and  holding  that  it 
was  high  time  to  go  to  bed.  To  bed  therefore  she  witlidrew, 
with  an  aspect  as  grim  and  gloomy  as  that  of  the  Maypole's 
own  state  couch;  and  to  bed  the  rest  of  the  establishment 
soon  afterwardB  repaired. 
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CHAPTER  XXIIL 

Twilight  had  given  place  to  night  some  hours,  and  it 
was  high  noon  in  those  quarters  of  the  town  in  which  ''the 
world**  condescended  to  dwell — the  world  being  then,  as 
now,  of  very  limited  dimensions  and  easily  lodged — when 
Mr.  Chester  reclined  upon  a  8o£ei  in  his  dieissmg-ioom.  in  the 
Temple,  entertaining  himaftif  with  a  book. 

He  was  dressing,  as  it  seemed,  by  easy  stages^  and  having 
perCbnned  lialf  tbe  joomey  was  taldng  a  long  rest  Com- 
pletely attired  as  to  his  legs  and  feet  in  the  trimmest  fibshioii 
<^  the  day,  he  had  yet  the  zemainder  of  his  toilet  to  perform. 
The  coat  was  stretched,  like  a  zefined  scarecrow,  on  its 
separate  horse;  the  waistcoat  was  displayed  to  the  best 
advantage ;  tlio  various  ornamental  articles  of  dress  were 
severally  set  out  in  most  alluring  order ;  and  yot  he  lay 
dangling  his  legs  between  the  sofa  and  the  ground,  as  intent 
upon  his  book  as  if  there  were  nothing  but  bed  before  him. 

"  Upon  my  honour,"  he  said,  at  len^li  raising  his  eyes 
to  the  ceiling  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  was  reflecting 
seriously  on  what  he  had  read;  "upon  my  honour,  the  most 
masterly  composition,  the  most  delicate  thoughts,  the  finest 
code  of  morality,  and  the  most  gentlemanly  sentiments  in  the 
universe !  Ah  Ned,  Ned,  if  you  would  but  form  your  mind 
by  such  precepts,  we  should  have  but  one  common  faeling  on 
ereiy  subject  that  could  possibly  axise  between  us! " 

This  apostrophe  was  addressed,  like  the  rest  of  his  xemarks, 
to  empty  air :  for  Edward  was  not  present,  and  the  fbther 
was  quite  alone. 

"My  Lord  Chesterfield,"  he  said,  pressing  his  hand 
tenderly  upon  the  book  as  ho  laid  it  down,  "  if  I  could  but 
have  profited  by  your  genius  soon  enough  to  have  formed  my 
son  on  the  model  you  have  left  to  all  wise  fathers,  both  he 
and  I  would  have  been  rich  men.  Shakspeare  was  mi- 
doubtedly  very  fine  in  his  way ;  Milton  good,  though  prosy ; 
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Lord  Bacon  deep,  and  decidedly  knowing;  but  the  writer 
who  ahould  be  his  oolmtiy's  pride,  is  my  Lord  Chesterfield." 

He  became  thoughtfbl  agam,  and  the  toothpick  was  in 
xequisitioiL  ' 

I  thought  I  was  tolerably  aooomplished  as  a  man  of  the 
world,"  he  continued,  "  I  flattered  myself  that  I  was  pretty 
well  versed  in  all  those  littlo  arts  and  graces  which  distinguiBh 
men  of  the  world  from  boors  and  peasants,  and  separate  their 
character  from  those  intensely  vulgar  sentiments  which  are 
called  the  national  character.  Apart  from  any  natural  pre- 
possession in  my  own  favour,  I  believed  I  was.  Still,  in  eveiy 
page  of  this  enlightened  writer,  I  hnd  some  captivating 
hypocrisy  which  has  never  occurred  to  me  before,  or  some 
BaperXatLye  piece  of  selfishness  to  which  I  was  utterly  a 
stranger.  I  should  quite  blush  for  myself  before  this  stupen- 
dons  creature,  if,  remembering  his  precepts,  one  might  blush 
at  anything.  An  amaiting  man!  a  nobleman  indeed!  any 
King  or  Queen  may  make  a  Lord,  bnt  only  the  Devil  himself 
— and  the  Qraces— ean  make  a  CSiesterfield.'* 

Men  who  are  thoroughly  false  and  hollow,  seldom  try  to 
hide  those  vices  from  themselves ;  and  yet  in  the  veiy  act  of 
avowing  them,  they  lay  claim  to  the  virtues  they  feign  most 
to  despise.  *'  For,"  say  they,  this  is  honesty,  this  is  truth. 
All  mankind  are  like  us,  but  they  have  not  the  candour  to 
avow  it."  The  more  they  affect  to  deny  the  existence  of  any 
sincerity  in  the  world,  the  more  they  would  be  thought  to 
possess  it  in  its  boldest  shape;  and  this  is  an  unconscious 
compliment  to  Truth  on  the  part  of  these  philosophers,  which 
will  turn  the  laugh  against  them  to  the  Day  of  Judgment. 

Bir.  Chester,  having  extolled  his  fiEiYOurito  author  aa  above 
recited,  took  up  the  book  again  in  the  eoEoess  of  his  admiration 
and  was  composing  himself  for  a  fdrther  perusal  of  its' sublime 
morality,  when  he  was  disturbed  by  a  noise  at  the  outer  door; 
occasioned  as  it  seemed  by  the  endeavours  of  his  servant  to 
obstruct  the  entrance  of  some  unwelcome  visitor. 

A  late  hour  for  an  importunate  creditor,"  he  said,  raising 
his  eyebrows  with  as  indolent  an  expression  of  wonder  as  if 
the  noise  were  in  the  street,  and  one  with  which  he  had  not 
the  smallest  personal  concern.  Much  after  their  accustomed 
time.  The  usual  pretence  I  suppose.  No  doubt  a  heavy 
payment  to  make  up  to-morrow.  Poor  fellow,  he  loses  time, 
and  time  is  money,  as  the  good  proverb  says — never  found 
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it  out  though.  WelL  What  now?  You  know  I  am  not 
at  home." 

«  A  man,  ear"  replied  Ihe  eemmt^  who  waa  to  the  fall  as 
cool  and  negligent  in  hia  way  as  his  maater,  "  has  brouglit 
home  the  riding-whip  you  lost  the  other  day.  I  told  him  yon 
were  oat,  bat  he  said  he  was  to  wait  while  I  brought  it  in, 
and  wouldn't  go  till  I  did." 

**  He  was  quite  right,"  returned  his  master,  "  and  you  're  a 
blockhead,  possessing  no  judgment  or  discretion  whatever. 
Tell  him  to  come  in,  and  see  that  he  rubs  his  shoes  for  exactly- 
live  minutes  first." 

The  man  laid  the  whip  on  a  chair,  and  withdrew.  The 
master,  w^ho  had  only  heard  his  foot  upon  the  ground  and  had 
not  taken  the  trouble  to  turn  round  and  look  at  him,  shut 
his  book,  and  pursued  the  train  of  ideas  his  entranoe  had 
distarbed. 

'    If  time  were  money,"  he  said,  handling  his  snuff-box, 
I  would  eompound  with  my  creditors,  and  give  them — let 
me  see— how  massk  a  day?   There 's  my  nap  after  dinner — 
an  hoar — ihi^'re  extremely  wdoome  to  that,  and  to  make  the 

most  of  it.  In  the  morning,  between  my  breakfast  and  the 
paper,  1  could  spiire  them  another  hour ;  in  the  evening,  before 
dinner,  say  another.  Tliree  hours  a  day.  They  might  pay 
themselves  in  calls,  with  interest,  in  twelve  months.  I  think  I 
shall  propose  it  to  them.    Ah,  my  centaur,  are  you  there  ? 

"  Here  I  am,"  replied  Hugh,  striding  in,  followed  by  a  dog 
as  rough  and  sullen  as  himself ;  **  and  trouble  enough  I  Ve 
had  to  get  here.  What  do  you  ask  me  to  come  Ibsr,  and  keep 
me  out  when  I  do  come  ?  " 

My  good  feUow,"  returned  Ihe  other,  raising  his  head 
a  little  from  the  eoiduoa  and  cazeleBsly  sorveying  him  ficooL 
top  to  toe,  "  I  am  delighted  to  see  you,  and  to  hate,  in  yooi^ 
being  here,  the  Tory  best  proof  that  yon  are  not  kept  oat* 
How  are  yoa  ?  " 

"  I 'm  well  enough,"  said  Hugh  impatiently. 
You  look  a  perfect  marvel  of  health.    Sit  down." 
I 'd  rather  stand,"  said  Hugh. 

"  Please  yourself,  my  good  fellow,"  returned  Mr.  Chester 
rising,  slowly  pulling  off  the  loose  robe  he  wore,  and  sitting 
down  before  the  dresaiiig-glass.  Please  yourself  by  all 
means." 

Having  said  ibis  in  the  politeBt  and  bUadest  tone  possibk^ 
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he  went  on  dressing,  and  took  no  further  notioe  of  his  guesti 
who  stood  in  the  same  spot  as  nnoertain  what  to  do  nexi^ 
eyeing  him  solldlj  from  time  to  time. 

**  Are  you  going  to  speak  to  me,  master?"  he  said,  after  a 
long  silence. 

"My*worthy  creatine/'  retnmed  Mr.  Chester,  "you  are  a 
little  ruffled  tmd  out  of  humour.  I  '11  wait  till  you  're  quite 
yourself  again.    I  am  in  no  huny." 

This  b^Tiour  had  its  intended  effisot.  tt  humlided  and 
abashed  the  man,  and  made  him  stiU  more  irresolute  and 
uncertain.  Hard  words  he  could  have  returned,  violence  he 
would  have  repaid  with  interest;  but  this  cool,  complacent, 
contemptuous,  self-possessed  reception,  caused  him  to  feel  his 
inferiority  more  conijiletely  than  the  most  elaborate  arguments. 
Everything  contributed  to  this  efi'ect.  His  ovm  rough  speech, 
contrasted  with  the  soft  persuasive  accents  of  the  other ;  his 
rude  bearing,  and  Mr.  Chester's  polished  manner ;  the  dis- 
order and  negligence  of  his  ragged  dress,  and  the  elegant 
attire  he  saw  before  him  :  with  all  the  unaccustomed  luxuries 
and  comforts  of  the  room,  and  the  silence  that  gave  him 
leisure  to  observe  these  tilings,  and  feel  how  ill  at  ejise  they 
made  him ;  all  these  influences,  which  have  too  often  some 
effect  on  tutored  minds  and  become  of  almost  resistless  power 
when  brought  to  bear  on  such  a  mind  as  his,  quelled  Hugh 
completely.  He  moved  by  litUe  and  little  nearer  to  Mr. 
Chester's  chair,  and  glancing  over  his  shoulder  at  the  redac- 
tion of  his  face  in  the  glass,  as  if  seeking  for  some  enooorage- 
ment in  ito  ezpressioii,  said  at  length,  with  a  rough  attempt 
at  oonciliation. 

**Ard  you  gmng  to  speak  to  me,  master,  (M^  am  I  to  go 
away  ?  " 

**  8peak  you,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  speak  you,  good  Mlow. 
I  haye  spoken,  have  I  not  ?   I  am  waiting  Ibr  you." 

"Why,  look'ee  sir,"  retnmed  Hug^  with  increased  em* 
bairassment,  ''am  I  the  man  that  you  privately  left  your 
whip  with  before  yon  rode  away  from  the  Maypole,  and  told 
to  bring  it  back  whenever  he  might  want  to  see  you  on  a 
certain  subject  ?  "  ' 

**  No  doubt  the  same,  or  you  have  a  twin  brother,"  said 
Mr.  Chester,  gUiiieing  at  the  reflection  of  his  anxious  face ; 
"which  is  not  probable,  I  should  say.'* 

Then  I  have  come  sir,"  said  Hugh,    and  I  have  brought 
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it  back,  and  somothing  else  along  with  it.    A  letter  sir,  it  is, 
that  I  took  from  the  person  who  had  charge  of  it/*    As  he 
spoke,  he  laid  upon  the  dressing-table  Dolly's  lndt  epistle,  ^, 
The  very  letter  that  had  cost  her  so  much  trouble. 

"  Did  you  obtain  this  by  force,  my  good  feUow  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Chester,  casting  his  eye  upou  it  without  the  least  perceptible 
surprise  or  pleasure. 

Not  quite,"  said  Hugh.  Partly.*' 
"  Who  was  the  messenger  from  whom  you  took  it?  " 

A  woman.    One  Varden's  daughter.** 

Oh  indeed  !  **  said  Mr.  Chester,  gaily.    **  What  else  did 
you  take  from  her  ?  " 

What  else?** 

Yes,'*  said  tlie  other,  in  a  drawling  maimer,  fbr  be  was 
fixing  a  very  small  patch  of  sticking-plaster  on  a  very  small 
pimple  near  the  comer  of  his  mouth.    "  What  eke  ?  '* 

"  Well — a  kiss,**  replied  Hugh,  after  8om6  kesitatioii. 

''And  what  else?" 

"Notibiiig." 

I  think,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  iii  the  same  easy  tone,  and 
smiliDg  twice  or  thzioe  to  try  if  the  patch  adhered — *'  I  think 
there  was  something  elsd.  I  have  heard  a  trifle  of  jewelleiy 
spoken  of-^  mere  trifle— -a  thing  of  such  little  yalue,  indeed, 
that  you  may  have  forgotten  it.  Do  you  remember  anything 
of  the  kind — such  as  a  bracelet  now,  tar  instanoe  ?  " 

Hugh  with  a  muttered  oath  thrust  his  hand  into  his  breast, 
and  drawing-  the  bracelet  forth,  ^^Tapped  in  a  scrap  of  hay, 
was  about  to  lay  it  on  the  table  likewise,  when  Ills  patruu 
stopped  liis  hand  and  bade  him  put  it  up  again. 

You  took  that  for  yourself,  my  excellent  friend,"  he  said, 
*'  and  may  keep  it.  I  am  neitlier  a  thief,  nor  a  receiver. 
Don't  show  it  to  me.  You  had  better  hide  it  again,  and  lose 
no  time.  Don't  let  me  see  where  you  put  it  either,"  he  added, 
tuminf^  away  his  head. 

"You  're  not  a  receiver  !  "  said  Hugh  bluntly,  despite  the 
increasing  awe  in  wliich  he  held  him.  What  do  you  call 
that,  master  ?  "  striking  the  letter  with  his  heavy  hand. 

"  I  call  that  quite  another  thing,"  said  Mr.  Chester  coolly. 
I  shall  prove  it  presently,  as  you  will  see.    You  are  thirsty, 
I  suppose  ?  '* 

Hugh  drew  his  sleeve  across  his  lips,  and  gruffly  answered 
yes. 
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"  Step  to  thai  oloeety  and  bring  me  a  botlile  you  will  see 
there,  and  a  glass." 

He  obeyed.  His  patron  follovM  him  with  his  eyes,  and 
when  his  back  was  turned,  smiled  as  he  had  never  done  when 
he  stood  hesido  the  mirror.  On  his  return,  he  filled  the  glass 
and  bade  him  driuk.  That  dram  despatched,  he  poured  him 
out  another,  and  another. 

**  How  many  can  you  bear  ?  "  he  said,  Ming  the  glass 
again. 

"As  many  as  you  like  to  give  mo.  Pour  on.  Fill  high. 
A  bumper  with  a  head  in  the  middle !  Give  me  enough  of 
this,"  he  added,  as  he  tossed  it  down  bis  baixy  throat,  *'  and 
I  '11  do  murder  if  you  ask  me  !  " 

"  As  I  don't  mean  to  ask  you,  and  you  might  possibly  do  it 
without  being  invited  if  you  went  on  much  further,"  said  Mr. 
Chester  with  great  composure,  "  we  will  stop,  if  agreeable  to 
yon  my  good  Mend,  at  the  next  glass. — You  were  drinking 
before  you  came  here." 

I  always  am  when  I  can  get  it,"  cried  Hugh  boisterously, 
waving  the  empty  glass  above  his  head,  and  throwing  himself 
into  a  rude  dancing  attitude.  ''I  always  am.  Why  not? 
Ha  ha  ha !  liVhat 's  so  good  to  me  as  this  ?  "What  ever  has 
been  ?  What  else  has  kept  away  the  odd  on  bitter  nights, 
and  driven  hunger  off  in  starving  times?  What  else  has 
given  me  Ihe  strong^  and  oonrage  of  a  man,  when  men 
would  have  left  me  to  die,  a  pirny  child?  T  should  never 
have  had  a  man's  heart  but  fixr  this.  I  should  have  died  in 
a  ditch.  Where 's  he  who  when  I  was  a  weak  and  sickly 
wretch,  with  trembling  legs  and  fiiding  sight,  bade  me  cheer 
up,  as  this  did  ?  I  never  knew  him ;  not  I.  I  drink  to  the 
drink,  master.    Ha  ha  ha ! " 

"  You  are  an  exceedingly  cheerftil  young  man,"  said  Mr. 
C  hester,  putting  on  his  cravat  with  great  deliberation,  and 
sliglitly  moving  his  head  from  side  to  side  to  settle  his  chin 
in  its  ])r()p(T  place.    "  Quite  a  boon  companion." 

**  Do  you  see  this  hand,  master,"  said  Hugh,  and  this 
arm  ?  "  baring  tlie  brawny  limb  to  the  elbow.  "  It  was  once 
mere  skin  and  bone,  and  would  have  been  dust  in  some  poor 
churchyard  by  this  time,  but  for  the  di-ink." 

"You  may  cover  it,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  "it's  sufficiently 
real  in  your  sleeve." 

«  I  should  never  have  been  spirited  up  to  take  a  kiss  from 
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the  proud  HtUb  heuatf,  master,  Imt  for  tiie  drink,"  cried 
Hugh.  "  Ha  ha  ha !  It  was  a  good  one.  As  sweet  as 
honeysuckle  I  warraut  you.  I  thaiik  the  drink  for  it.  I  '11 
drink  to  the  drink  again,  master.  Fill  me  one  more.  Come. 
One  more  ! "  * 

"  You  are  such  a  promising  fellow,"  said  his  patron, 
putting  on  his  waistcoat  with  great  nicety,  and  taking  no  heed 
of  this  request^  that  I  must  caution  you  against  having  too 
many  impulses  from  the  drink,  and  getting  hung  befbtro  your 
time.    What 's  your  age  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know." 
At  any  rate,"  said  Mir.  Chester,  you  are  yonng  enongk 
to  escape  what  I  may  call  a  natural  death  fbr  some  years  to 
come.  How  can  you  trust  yourself  in  my  hands  on  so  sihort 
an  acquaintance,  wilih  a  halter  round  your  necik.  WhsA  a 
confiding  nature  yours  must  be  !  ** 

Hugh  fell  back  a  pace  or  two  and  sun^eyed  liim  with  a  look 
of  mingled  terror,  indignation,  and  surprise.  Regarding 
himself  in  the  glass  with  the  same  complacency  as  before,  and 
speaking  as  smootlily  as  if  ho  were  discussing  some  pleasant 
chit-chat  of  the  town,  his  patron  went  on : 

Kobhezy  on  the  king's  highway,  my  young  friend,  is  a 
very  dangerous  and  ticklish  occupation.  It  is  pleasant,  I  have 
no  doubt,  while  it  lasts ;  but  like  many  other  pleasures  in  this 
transitory  world,  it  seldom  lasts  long.  And  really  in  tbe 
ingenuousness  o£  youth,  you  apm  your  heart  so  readily  on 
the  subject^  I  am  afraid  your  career  will  be  an  extremely 
short  one." 

''How's  this?"  said  Hugh.  ''What  do  you  talk  o( 
master?   Who  waa  it  set  me  on  ?  " 

"Who?"  said  Mr.  Chester,  wheeling  sliarply  round,  and 
looking  ftJl  at  him  for  the  hist  time.    "  I  didn't  hear  you. 

mo  was  it  ?  " 

Hugh  faltered,  and  muttered  something  which  was  not 

audible. 

"  Who  was  it  ?  I  am  curious  to  know,"  said  Mr.  Cheeter, 
with  surpassing  affability.  ''Some  rustic  beauty  perhaps? 
But  be  cautious,  my  good  friend.  They  are  not  always  to  be 
trusted.  Do  take  my  advice  now,  and  be  careful  of  youiBe]£" 
With  these  words  he  turned  to  tibe  glass  again,  and  went  on 
with  his  toilet. 

Hugh  wouhl  haTS  answered  him  that  he,  the  questioner 
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lunuBelf,  had  set  him  on,  but  the  words  stock  in  his  fhroat. 
The  <wnmiTmnftto  art  wltii  wMoh  his  patron  had  led  him  to 
this  pointy  and  managed  the  whole  conversation,  perfectly 
haffled  him.  He  did  not  donht  that  if  he  had  made  the  retort 
which  was  on  his  lips  when  Mr.  Chester  tamed  round  and 
questioned  him  so  keenly,  he  would  straightway  have  given 
him  into  custody  and  had  him  dragged  before  a  justice  with 
the  stolen  property  upon  him ;  in  which  case  it  was  as  certain 
he  would  have  been  hung  as  it  was  that  he  had  been  bom. 
The  ascendancy  which  it  was  the  purpose  of  the  man  of  the 
world  to  establish  over  this  savage  instrument,  was  gained 
from  that  time.  Hugh's  submission  was  complete.  He 
dreaded  liim  beyond  description ;  and  felt  that  accident  and 
artifice  had  spun  a  web  about  }iim,  which  at  a  touch  from 
such  a  master  hand  as  his,  would  bind  him  to  the  gallows. 

With  these  thoughts  passing  through  his  mind,  and  yet 
wondering  at  the  very  same  time  how  he  who  came  there 
rioting  in  the  confidence  of  this  man  (as  he  thought),  should 
be  so  soon  and  so  thoroughly  subdued,  Hugh  stood  cowering 
before  him,  regarding  him  imeasily  from  time  to  time,  while 
he  finished  dressing.  When  he  had  done  so,  he  took  up  the 
letter,  broke  the  seal,  and  throwing  ^imaAlf  back  in  his  chair^ 
read  it  leisureljr  through. 

"Very  neatily  worded  upon  my  life!  Quite  a  woman's 
letter,  MI  of  what  people  call  tenderness,  and  disinterested- 
ness, and  hearty  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ! " 

As  he  spoke,  he  twisted  it  up,  and  glancing  lasily  round  at 
Hugh  as  tiiough  he  would  say  ''Yon  see  this?"  held  it  in 
tihe  flame  of  ^  candle.  "When  it  was  in  a  fbll  blaae,  he 
tossed  it  into  ihe  grate,  and  ihere  it  smouldered  away. 

It  was  directed  to  my  sou;"  he  said,  turning  to  Hugh, 
«  and  you  did  quite  right  to  bring  it  here.  I  opened  it  on 
my  own  responsibility,  and  you  see  what  I  have  done  wilh  it. 
Take  this,  for  your  trouble." 

Hugh  stepped  forward  to  receive  the  piece  of  money  he  held 
out  to  him.    As  he  put  it  in  his  hand,  he  added : 

"  If  you  should  happen  to  find  anything  else  of  this  sort,  or 
to  pick  up  any  kind  of  information  you  may  think  I  would 
like  to  have,  bring  it  here,  will  you,  my  good  fellow  ?  " 

This  was  said  with  a  smile  which  implied — or  Hugh  thought 
it  did — **  flail  to  do  so  at  your  peril ! "  He  answered  that  he 
would. 
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"And  don'V'  ^d  lus  patron^  with  aa  air  of  the  very 
kindest  pa(»magc,  ''don't  be  at  aU  downcast  or  uneasy 

respecting  that  little  rasliness  we  Iiave  "been  speaking  of. 
Your  neck  is  as  safe  in  my  hands,  my  good  fellow,  as 
though  a  baby's  fingers  clasped  it,  I  assure  you. — Take 
another  glass.    You  are  quieter  now." 

Hugh  accepted  it  from  his  hand,  and  looking  stealthily 
at  his  smiling  face,  drank  the  contents  in  silence. 

**  Don't  you — ha,  ha  ! — don't  you  drink  to  the  drink  any 
more  ?  "  said  Mr.  Chester,  in  his  most  winning  manner. 

*'  To  you,  sir,"  was  the  sullen  answer,  with  somethings 
approaching  to  a  bow.       I  drink  to  you." 

Thank  you.  God  bless  you.  By  the  bj-e,  what  is  your 
name,  my  good  soul  ?  You  are  called  Hugh,  I  know,  of 
course — ^your  other  name.  ?  " 

*^  I  have  no  other  name." 

"A  yery  strange  fellow!  Do  you  mean  that  you  never 
knew  one,  or  that  you  don't  choose  to  tell  it?  Which?" 

I 'd  tell  it  if  I  could,"  said  Hugh,  quickly.  «  I  can't. 
I  lum  been  always  called  Hugh ;  nothing  more.  I  never 
knew,  nor  saw,  nor  bought  about  a  father;  and  I  was  a  boy 
of  six — ^that 's  not  yery  old — when  they  bung  my  moQust  np 
at  lybum  tsxr  a  coapLe  of  thousand  men  to  stare  at  They 
might  bave  let  ber  live.    She  was  poor  enou^." 

^'How  Tery  sad!"  exclaimed  bis  patron,  with  a  con- 
descending smile.  "  I  bave  no  doubt  sbe  was  an  exceedingly 
fine  woman." 

"  You  see  that  dog  of  mine?  "  said  Hugh,  abruptly. 
''Faithful,  I  dare  say?"  rejoined  bis  patron,  locking  at 
bim  fhrough  his  glass;  "and  immensely  clever?  Virtuous 

and  gifted  animals,  whether  man  or  beast,  always  are  so  very 

hideous." 

"  Such  a  dog  as  that,  and  one  of  the  same  breed,  was  the 
only  living  thing  except  me  that  liowled  that  day,"  said 
Hugh.  "  Out  of  the  two  thousand  odd — there  was  a  larger 
crowd  for  its  being  a  woman — the  dog  and  I  alone  had  any 
pity.  If  lie  M  have  been  a  man,  he 'd  have  been  glad  to  l>e 
quit  of  lier,  for  she  liad  been  forced  to  keep  him  lean  and 
half-starvod ;  but  being  a  dog,  and  not  having  a  man's 
sense,  ho  was  sorry." 

It  was  dull  of  the  brute,  certainly,"  said  Mr.  Chester, 
**  and  veiy  like  a  brute.'' 
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Hugh  made  no  rejoinder,  but  whistling  to  his  dog,  who 
eprung  up  at  tho  sound  and  came  jumpinf^  and  sporting  about 
him,  bade  liis  s^TiipatLisin^  friend  good  ninht. 

"  Good  night,"  he  retiu-ned.  "  Remeinher ;  you  're  safe 
with  me — quite  safe.  So  long  as  you  deserve  it,  my  good 
fellow,  as  I  hope  you  always  will,  you  have  a  friend  in  me,  on 
whose  silence  you  may  rely.  Now  do  be  careful  of  yourself, 
pray  do,  and  consider  what  jeopardy  you  might  have  stood  in. 
Good  night !  bless  you." 

Hugh  truckled  before  the  hidden  meaning  of  these  words 
as  much  as  such  a  being  could,  and  crept  out  of  the  door  so 
submissively  and  subserviently — with  an  air,  in  short,  so 
different  from  that  with  which  he  had  entered — ^that  his 
patron  on  being  left  alone,  smiled  moie  than  ever. 

"  And  yet,"  he  said^  as  he  took  a  pinch  of  snuff,  "  I  do  not 
like  their  having  hanged  Mb  mother.  The  fellow  has  a  fine 
eje,  and  I  am  sore  she  was  handsome.  But  very  probably 
die  ma  coarse — ^red-nosed  perhaps,  and  had  ohimqr  feet. 
Aye,  it  was  all  for  the  best,  no  doubt." 

With  this  oomforting  reflection,  he  pat  on  his  coat,  took  a 
fbiewell  glance  at  the  glass,  and  summoned  his  man,  who 
promptlj  attended,  followed  by  a  chair  and  its  two  bearers. 

<«Foh!"  said  Mr.  Chester.  ''The  veiy  atmosphere  that 
centaur  has  breathed,  seems  tainted  with  the  cart  and  ladder. 
Here,  Peak.  Bring  some  scent  and  sprinkle  the  floor;  and 
take  away  the  chair  he  sat  upon,  and  air  it;  and  daah  a  little 
cf  that  miztqre  upon  me.    I  am  stifled ! " 

The  man  obeyed ;  and  the  room  and  its  master  being  both 
purified,  nothing  remained  for  Mr.  Chester  but  to  demand  his 
hat,  to  fold  it  jauntily  under  his  arm,  to  take  his  seat  in  the 
chair  and  bo  ciuTied  olf ;  humming  a  fashionable  tune. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

How  the  accomplislied  gentleman  spent  the  evening  in  the 
midfit  of  a  and  brilliant  dide ;  how  he  enchanted  all 

those  with  whom  he  mingled  hy  the  grace  of  his  deportmenAy 
the  politeness  of  his  manner,  the  viTadly  of  his  oonYersationy 
and  the  sweefcness  of  his  Toice;  how  it  was  obserred  in  every 
oomer,  that  Chester  was  a  man  of  that  happy  dispositioii 
that  nothing  rnffled  him,  that  he  was  one  on  whom  the 
world's  cares  and  errors  sat  lightly  as  his  dress,  and  in  whose 
smiling  face  a  calm  and  tranquil  mind  was  constantly  re- 
flected; how  honest  men,  who  by  instinct  knew  him  better, 
bowed  down  before  him  nevertheless,  deferred  to  his  every 
word,  and  courted  liis  favourable  notice;  how  people,  who 
really  had  good  in  them,  went  with  the  stream,  and  fawned 
and  flattered,  and  approved,  and  despised  themselves  while 
they  did  so,  and  yet  had  not  the  courage  to  resist ;  how,  in 
short,  he  was  one  of  those  who  are  received  and  cherished 
in  sooie^  (as  the  phrase  is)  by  scores  who  individually  would 
shrink  frcon  and  be  repelled  by  the  object  of  their  layish. 
regard;  are  things  of  course,  which  will  suggest  themselves. 
Matter  so  oommonplaoe  needs  but  a  passing  glance,  and  these 
an  end. 

The  despisers  of  manMnd — apart  from  the  mere  fools  and 
mimics,  of  that  creed — are  of  two  sorts.  They  who  believe 
their  merit  neglected  and  unappreciated,  make  up  one  class; 
they  who  receive  adulation  and  flattery,  knowing  their  own 
worthleesness,  compose  the  otlier.  Be  sure  that  the  ooldest- 
hearted  misanthropes  are  ever  of  this  last  order. 

Mr.  Chester  sat  up  in  bed  next  morning,  sipping  his  coflee, 
and  remembering  with  a  kind  of  contemptuous  satisfieu^on 
how  he  had  shone  last  night,  and  how  he  had  been  caressed 
and  courted,  when  his  servant  brought  in  a  yetj  small  scrap 
of  dirfy  paper,  tightly  sealed  in  two  places,  on  the  inside 
wherecf  was  inscribed  in  prettjylaige  text thmwo!^  ''A 
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Mend.  Desiriiig  of  a  oon&ranoe.  Lnmediaie.  Piiyato. 
Bum  it  whesD.  yoa'Te  read  it." 

Whiere  in  the  name  of  tiie  Gunpowder  Plot  did  you  pick 
up  this ?"  said  his  master. 

It  vas  given  him  1^  a  person  then  waiting  at  the  door^  the 
man  replied. 

"  With  a  oloak  and  dagger     said  Mr.  Chester. 

WiHi  nothing  more  threatening  about  him,  it  appeared, 
than  a  leather  apron  and  a  dirty  face.  **  Let  him  come  in." 
In  he  came — Mr.  Tappertit ;  witli  his  hair  still  on  end,  and  a 
great  lock  in  Lis  hand,  which  he  put  down  on  the  floor  in  the  ^ 
middle  of  the  chamber  as  if  he  were  about  to  go  through  some 
performances  in  which  it  was  a  necessary  agent. 

"  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit  with  a  low  bow,  "  I  thank  you 
for  tliis  condescension,  and  am  glad  to  see  you.  Pardon  the 
menial  office  in  which  I  am  engaged  sir,  and  extend  your 
sympathies  to  one,  who,  humble  as  his  appearance  is,  has 
inn'ard  workings  far  above  his  station." 

Mr.  Chester  held  the  bed-curtain  farther  hack,  and  looked 
at  him  with  a  vague  impression  that  he  was  some  maniac, 
who  had  not  only  broken  open  the  door  of  his  place  of  con- 
finement^  hut  had  brought  away  the  lock.  Mr.  Tappertit 
bowed  again,  and  displayed  his  legs  to  the  best  advantage. 

"  You  have  heard  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  laying  his  hand 
upon  his  breast^  **  of  G.  Yarden  Locksmith  and  bell-hanger 
and  repairs  neatly  executed  in  town  and  country,  derkenweU, 
London?" 

What  then?"  asiked  Mr.  Chester. 
I  am  his  'prentioe,  sir." 

''Ahem!"  said  Mr.  Tappertit.  ''Would  you  permit  me 
to  shut  the  door  sir,  and  will  you  tother,  sir,  give  me  your 
lumonr  bright,  ihat  what  passes  between  us  IS  m  the  strictest 
oonfidenoe?" 

Mr.  Chester  laid  himself  cahnly  down  in  bed  again,  and 
turning  a  perfectly  undisCorbed  fiMse  towards  the  strange 
apparition,  which  had  by  this  time  closed  the  door,  begged 
liim  to  speak  out,  and  to  be  as  rational  as  he  could,  without 
putting  himself  to  any  very  great  personal  inconvenience. 

"  In  the  first  place,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  producing  a 

small  pocket-handkerchief,  and  shaking  it  out  of  the  folds, 

"  as  I  have  not  a  card  about  me  (for  the  envy  of  masters 
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debases  us  below  that  level)  allow  me  to  cfSa  the  best  sab- 
stitute  that  eucumstances  will  admit  of.  If  you  will  take 
that  in  your  own  hand,  sir,  and  cast  your  eye  on  the  right- 
hand  comer,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  offering  it  with  a  graoefiil 
^dr,    you  will  meet  with  my  credentials." 

**  Thank  you,"  answered  Mr.  Chester,  politely  accepting, 
and  tTiraini^  to  some  blood-red  characters  at  one  end.  ^ '  *  Four, 
Simon  Tappertit.    One.'    Is  tluit  the  *' 

'*  AVithout  the  numhers,  sir,  tluit  is  my  name,"  repHed  tho 
'prentice.  They  are  merely  intended  as  directions  to  the 
washerwoman,  and  have  no  connexion  with  myseK  or  family. 
Your  name,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  lookin<^  very  hard  at  his 
nightcap,  **is  Chester,  I  suppose  ?  You  needn't  pull  it  off, 
sir,  thank  you.  I  obaerye  li.  C.  from  here.  We  will  take 
the  rest  for  granted." 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Tappertit,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  "  has  that  com- 
plieated  pieoe  of  ironmongery  which  you  have  done  me  the 
fjEivour  to  bring  with  you,  any  immediate  connexion  with  the 
business  we  are  to  disciLss  ?  " 

"  It  has  not^  sir,"  rejoined  the  'prentLoe.  ''It's  going  to 
be  fitted  on  a  ware'us  door  in  Thames  Street." 

"  Perhaps,  as  that  is  the  case,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  "  and  as 
it  has  a  stronger  fiavonr  of  oil  than  I  nsoaUy  refresh  my  bed- 
room with,  yon  will  oblige  me  so  &r  as  to  put  it  outside  the 
door?" 

By  all  means,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  suiting  the  action 
to  the  word. 

"  You  *11  excuse  my  mentioning  it,  I  hope  ?  " 

"  Don't  apologise,  sir,  I  beg.  And  now,  if  you  please,  to 
business." 

During  the  whole  of  this  dialogue,  Mr.  Chester  had  sufPered 
nothing  but  his  smile  of  unvarying  serenity  and  politeness  to 
appear  upon  his  face.  Sim  Tappertit,  who  had  far  too  good 
an  opinion  of  himself  to  suspect  that  anybody  could  be  play- 
ing upon  liim,  thought  within  himseK  that  this  was  some- 
thing like  the  respect  to  which  he  was  entitled,  and  drew  a 
comparison  from  this  courteous  demeanour  of  a  stranger,  by 
no  means  favourable  to  tho  worthy  locksmith. 

From  what  passes  in  our  house,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  **  I 
am  aware,  sir,  that  your  son  keeps  company  with  a  young 
lady  against  your  inclinations.  Sir,  your  son  has  not  used 
me  well." 

«. 
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*'Mr.  Tappertit,"  said  the  otiier,  "you  grieve  me  beyond 
description.'* 

"  Thank  you,  sir,"  replied  the  'prentice.  I  *m  glad  to 
hoar  you  say  ao.  He's  very  proud,  sir,  is  your  sou;  very 
liaughty." 

**  I  am  afraid  he  is  haughty,"  said  Mr.  (Chester.  "  Do  you 
Imow  I  was  really  afraid  of  that  befoxe;  and  you  oonfirm 
me?" 

To  xeoouat  flie  meiiial  offices  I  'to  had  to*  do  for  your 
son,  set/'  said  Mr.  Tappertit;  "tiie  chairs  I've  had  to  hand 
him,  the  ooacheB  1  *Te  had  to  call  for  him,  the  numerous  de- 
grading duties,  whoUy  unconnected  "with  my  indenters,  that 

I  Ve  had  to  do  for  him,  would  fill  a  family  Bible.  Besides 

wLicli,  sir,  he  is  but  a  young  man  liirnsoH',  and  I  do  not 
consider  *  thank' ee  Sim,'  a  proper  form  of  address  on  those 
occasions." 

*'  Mr.  Tappertit,  your  wisdom  is  beyond  your  years.  Pray 

go  on," 

I  thank  you  for  your  good  opinion,  sir,"  said  Sim,  much 
gratified,  "  and  will  endeayour  so  to  do.  Now,  sir,  on  this 
account  (and  perhaps  for  another  reason  or  two  Trhich  1 
needn't  go  into)  1  am  on  your  side.  And  what  I  tell  you  is 
this— that  as  long  as  our  people  go  backwards  and  forwards, 
to  and  fro,  up  and  down,f  to  that  there  joUy  dd  Maypole, 
lettering,  and  messaging,  and  fetching  and  canying,  you 
couldn't  help  your  sou  keeping  company  with  that  young  lady 
by  deputy, — not  if  he  was  minded  night  and  day  by  all  the 
Horse  Guards,  and  every  man  of  'em,  in  tlie  very  fullest 
uniform." 

Mr.  Tappertit  stopped  to  take  breath  after  this,  and  then 
started  freish  again. 

"  Now,  sir,  I  am  a  coming  to  the  point.    You  will  inquire 
of  me,  '  how  is  this  to  be  prevented  ? '    I  'U  tell  you  how.  If 
an  honest,  civil,  smiling  gentleman  like  you — " 
Mr.  Tappertit— really  " 

**  No,  no,  I 'm  serious,"  rejoined  the  'prentice,  I  am,  upon 
my  souL  If  an  honesty  glti],  smiling  gentleman  like  you,  was 
to  talk  but  ten  minutes  to  our  dd  woman — that's  Mrs. 
Yarden — and  flatter  her  xsp  a  Ink,  you'd  gain  her  over  tor 
ever.  Then  there's  this  point  got — ^that  her  daughter  Dolly," 
—here  a  flush  came  over  Mr.  Tappertit's  face— wouldn't  be 
allowed  to  be  a  go-between  from  that  time  forward;  and  tUl 
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that  point's  got,  these 's  nothing  ever  will  prerent  her. 

Mind  that." 

"Mr.  Tappertity  yofur  knowledge  of  Imman  natnre— 
"Wait  a  miimte/'  said  Sim,  Mding  his  arms  with,  a 
dreadful  cahnness.  "  Now,  I  come  to  the  point.  Sir,  there 
is  a  villain  at  that  Maypole,  a  monster  in  human  shapey  a 
vagabond  of  the  deepest  dye,  that  unless  you  get  rid  of, 
and  have  kidnapped  and  carried  off  at  the  very  least — 
nothing  less  will  do — will  marry  your  son  to  that  young 
woman,  as  certainly  and  surely  as  if  he  was  the  ArchbisliDp 
of  Canterbury  himself.  He  will,  sir,  for  the  hatred  and 
malice  that  ho  bears  to  you ;  let  alone  the  pleasure  of  doing 
a  bad  action,  wliich  to  him  is  its  own  reward.  If  you  knew 
how  this  chap,  this  Joseph  Willet — that's  his  name — comes 
backwards  and  forwards  to  our  house,  libelling,  and  de- 
nouncing, and  threatening  you,  and  how  I  shudder  when  I 
hear  him,  you  'd  hate  him  worse  than  I  do, — worse  than  I  do, 
sir,''  said  Mr.  Tappertit  wildly^  putting  his  hair  up  straighter, 
and  iuaking  a  cninohing  noise  with  his  teeth ;  if  sich  a 
ihiiig'i6  possiblB." 

^.  ^'  A  Httle  private  vengeance  in  this,       Tappertit  ?  " 

*  "Frivate  vengeance,  sir,  or  public  sentiment,  or  both 

combined— destroy  him,*'  said  Mr.  Tappertit.    **Miggs  says 

so  too.  Mig-g-s  and  mo  botli  snf  so.  We  can't  beiir  tlie 
plotting  and  undermining  tliat  takes  place.  Our  souls  recoil 
.  from  it.  Bamaby  Rudge  and  Mrs.  Rudge  are  in  it  like- 
wise ;  but  the  villain,  Joseph  WiUet,  is  the  ringleader. 
Their  plottings  and  schemes  are  known  to  me  and  Miggs. 
If  you  want  information  of  'em,  apply  to  us.  Put  Joseph 
Willet  down,  sir.  Destroy  him.  Crush  him.  And  be 
happy." 

With  these  words,  Mr.  Tappertit,  who  seemed  to  expect  no 
reply,  and  to  hold  it  as  a  necessary  consequence  of  his 
eloquence  that  his  hearer  should  be  utterly  stunned,  dumb- 
foundered,  and  overwhehned,  folded  his  arms  so  that  the  palm 
of  each  hand  rested  on  the  opposite  shoulder,  and  disappeared 
after  the  manner  of  those  mysterious  wamers  of  whom  he  had 
read  in  cheap  stexy-books. 

"That  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  relaxing  his  face  when  he 
was  feirly  gone,  is  good  practice.  I  have  some  command  of 
my  features,  beyond  all  doubt.  He  fully  confirms  what  I 
suspected,  though;  and  blunt  tools  are  sometimes  found  of 
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XLse,  where  sharper  instruments  would  fail.  I  fear  I  may  be 
obliged  to  make  p^reat  havoc  among  these  worthy  people.  A 
troublesome  necessity !    I  quite  feel  for  them." 

With  that  he  fell  into  a  quiet  slumber: — subsided  into  such, 
a  geotLe^  pleaaaat  ALeep^  that  it  was  quite  infantlTie, 
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CHAPTER  XXY- 

Leatino  tlie  fayoured,  and  weU-received,  and  flattered  of 
the  world ;  him  of  the  world  most  worldly^  who  never  com- 
promised  himself  by  an  nngentLemanlj  action,  and  never  was 
guilty  of  a  manly  one;  to  lie  smilingly  asleep — toir  even  sleep, 
worldng  but  little  change  in  his  dissemUing  £ioe,  became 
with  him  a  piece  of  cold,  conventional  hypocrisy — we  fbiUow 
in  the  steps  of  two  slow  traTellers  on  foot,  malnng  towards 
Chigwell. 

Bamaby  and  liis  mother.    Grip  in  their  company  of  course. 

The  widow,  to  whom  each  painful  mile  seemed  longer  than 
the  last,  toiled  wearily  along;  while  Biunaby,  yielding  to 
every  inconstant  impulse,  fluttered  liore  and  there,  now  leaWng 
her  far  behind,  now  lingering  far  behind  himself,  now  dart- 
ing into  some  by-lane  or  path  and  leaving  her  to  pursue  her 
way  alone,  until  he  stealthily  emerged  again  and  came  upon 
her  with  a  wild  shout  of  merriment,  as  his  wayward  and 
capricious  nature  prompted.  Now  he  would  call  to  her  frcan. 
the  topmost  brandi  of  some  high  tree  by  the  roadside ;  now, 
using  his  tall  staff  «a8  a  leaping-pole,  come  flying  over  ditch  oar 
hedge  or  fiTe-baired  gate ;  now  nm  with  surpcifflng  swiftness 
fl>r  a  mile  or  more  on  the  straight  road,  and  lu&ng,  sport 
upon  a  patch  of  grass  with  Grip  till  she  came  up.  These  * 
were  his  delights;  and  when  his  patient  mother  heard  his 
merry  voice,  or  looked  into  his  flushed  and  healthy  face,  she 
would  not  have  abated  them  by  one  sad  word  or  murmur, 
though  each  had  been  to  her  a  source  of  suflering  in  the  same 
degree  as  it  was  to  liim  of  pleasure. 

It  is  something  to  look  upon  enjoyment,  so  that  it  be  firee 
and  wild  and  in  the  face  of  nature,  though  it  is  but  the  eiijoy- 
ment  of  an  idiot.  It  is  something  to  know  that  Heaven  has 
left  the  capacity  of  gladness  in  such  a  creature's  breast ;  it  is 
something  to  be  assured  that,  however  lightly  men  may  crush 
that  fEunilty  in  their  fellows,  the  Great  Creator  of  mankind 
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imparts  it  even  to  his  despised  and  slighted  work.  Who 
would  not  rather  see  a  poor  idiot  happy  in  the  sunlight,  than 
a  wise  man  pining  in  a  darkened  jail ! 

Ye  men  of  gloom  and  austerity,  who  paint  the  face  of 
Infinite  Benevolence  vdth  an  eternal  fro^Ti;  read  in  the 
Everlasting  Book,  wide  open  to  your  yiew,  the  lesson  it  would 
te£ich..  Its  piotoies  are  not  in  black  and  sombre  hues,  but 
blight  and  glowing  tints ;  its  mnsio — save  when  ye  drown  it 
— ^is  not  in  sighs  and  groans,  bat  sangs  and  oheerM  sounds. 
Listen  to  the  million  Toioes  in  the  sommar  air,  and  find  one 
dismal  as  jour  own.  Bemember,  if.  ye  can,  tibe  sense  of  hope 
and  pleasure  wbich  every  glad  return  of  day  awakens  in  iiie 
breast  of  all  your  kind  who  baTe  not  changed  their  nature; 
and  learn  some  wisdom  even  from  the  witless,  when  their 
hearts  are  lifted  up  they  know  not  why,  by  all  the  rnirih  and 
happiness  it  brings. 

The  -widow's  breast  was  full  of  care,  was  laden  heavily  with 
secret  dread  and  sorrow ;  but  her  boy's  gaiety  of  heart 
gladdened  her,  and  beguiled  the  long  journey.  Sometimes  lie 
would  bid  her  lean  upon  his  arm,  and  would  keep  beside  her 
steadily  for  a  short  distance ;  but  it  was  more  his  nature  to 
be  rambling  to  and  fro,  and  she  better  liked  to  see  him  free 
and  happjy  even  than  to  have  him  near  bar,  because  she  loved 
him  better  than  herself. 

She  bad  qnitted  the  place  to  which  they  were  travelling, 
directly  after  the  event  which  bad  changed  bar  wbde  existence ; 
and  for  two  and  twenty  years  had  never  had  courage  to  revisit 
it.  It  was  her  native  village.  How  many  recollections 
crowded  on  her  mind  when  it  appeared  in  sight ! 

Two-and-twenty-years.  Her  boy's  whole  life  and  history. 
The  last  time  she  looked  back  upon  those  roofs  among  tho 
trees,  she  carried  him  in  her  arms,  an  infant.  How  often 
since  that  time  had  she  sat  beside  liim  night  and  day, 
watching  for  the  dawn  of  mind  that  never  came ;  how  had 
she  feared,  and  doubted,  nnd  yet  hoped,  long  after  conviction 
forced  itself  upon  her !  The  little  stratagems  she  had  devised 
to  try  him,  the  little  tokens  he  had  given  in  his  fthiMiah  way 
— ^not  of  duUness  but  of  something  infimtely  worse,  so  gbasfly 
and  nnchild-likie  in  its  cunning— -came  back  as  vividly  as  ii 
but  yesterday  bad  intervened.  The  room  in  which  they  used 
to  be ;  the  spot  in  wbieb  bis  cradle  stood ;  be  old  and  elfin- 
like in  Hbuob,  but  ever  dear  to  her^  gazing  at  ber  with  a  wild 
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and  vacant  eye,  and  crooning  some  uncouth  song  as  she  sat 
by  and  rocked  him;  every  dicumstance  of  his  infancy  cams 
thronging  back,  uid  tbie  most  trivial,  perhaps^  the  nuMil; 
distinctly. 

His  older  duldbood,  too;  the  strange  imaginings  he  had; 
bis  tenor  of  oertain  senadess  tbings — fkniiliar  objects  lie 
endowed  with  life ;  tbe  slow  and  gradual  breaking  out  of  that 
one  borror,  in  wbioby  before  bis  birth,  his  darkened  intellect 
began ;  how,  in  the  midst  of  all,  she  bad  found  some  bope 
and  comfort  in  his  being  unlike  another  child,  and  had  gone 
on  almost  believing  in  the  slow  development  of  his  mind  until 
-^he  grew  a  man,  and  then  his  childhood  was  complete  and 
lasting;  one  after  another,  aU  these  old  thoughts  sprung  up 
within  her^  strong  after  their  long  aLumber  and  bitterer  thaa 
ever. 

Slie  took  his  arm  and  they  buzxied  through  the  village 
street.  It  was  the  same  as  it  was  wont  to  be  in  old  times^ 
yet  difTerent  too,  and  wore  anotber  air.  The  change  was  in 
herself,  not  it ;  but  she  never  thought  of  that,  and  wondered 
at  its  alteration,  and  where  it  lay^  and  what  it  was. 

Tbe  people  all  knew  Baznaby,  and  tbe  diildren  of  the  place 
came  flocking  round  him — as  she  remembered  to  have  done 
witb  their  iktbers  and  mothers,  round  some  silly  beggaiman, 
when  a  child  herself.  None  of  them  knew  her ;  they  passed 
each  weU-remembered  house,  and  yaid,  and  liumestuad^  and 
striking  into  the  fields,  were  soon  alone  again. 

The  Warren  was  the  end  of  their  journey.  Mr.  Haredale 
was  walking  in  the  garden,  and  seeing  them  as  they  passed 
the  iron-gate,  unlocked  it,  and  bade  them  enter  that  way. 

"  At  length  you  have  mustered  heart  to  visit  the  old  place," 
be  said  to  the  widow.      I  am  glad  you  have." 

For  the  first  time,  and  the  last,  sir,"  she  replied. 

"  The  first  for  many  years,  but  not  the  last?" 
The  Teiy  last." 

**  You  mean,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  regaxding  ber  with  some 
surprise^  ''that  baying  made  this  effort,  you  are  resolved  not 
to  persevere  and  are  determined  to  rdapse?  Tbis  is  un- 
worthy of  you.  I  have  often  told  you,  you  should  return 
here.  You  would  be  happier  here  than  elsewhere,  I  know. 
As  to  Bama^y,  it 's  quite  bis  home." 

''And  Grip's,"  said  Barnaby,  holding  the  basket  open. 
Tbe  raven  hopped  gravely  out,  and  perching  on  his  ahoulder 
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and  addressing  himself  to  Mr.  Haredale,  cried — as  a  hint, 
perhaps,  that  some  temperate  refreshment  would  be  acceptable 
— ''PoUj  put  the  ket-tie  on,  we'll  all  have  tea !  " 

''Hear  me,  Mazy/'  said  Mr.  Haredale  kmdlji  as  he 
xaotiooed  her  to  waUc  with  him  towards  the  house.  "  Tour 
life  has  been  an  erample  of  patience  and  fortitude^  except  in 
this  one  particular  which  has  often  given  me  great  pain.  It 
is  enough  to  know  that  you  were  cruelly  involved  in  the 
calamity  which  deprived  me  of  an  only  brother,  and  Emma  of 
ter  father,  without  being  obliged  to  suppose  (as  1  sometimes 
am)  that  you  associate  us  with  the  author  of  our  joint 
misfortunes.'* 

Associate  you  with  him,  sir  !  "  she  cried. 

"  Indeed,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  "  I  think  you  do.  I  almost 
believe  that  because  your  husband  was  bound  by  so  many 
ties  to  our  relation,  and  died  in  his  service  and  defence,  you 
have  come  in  some  sort  to  connect  us  with  his  murder.'' 

Alas  1 "  she  answered.  You  littie  know  my  heart,  sir. 
Ton  littie  know  the  truth ! 

It  is  natural  you  ehould  do  so ;  it  is  very  probable  you 
maj,  without  being  conscious  of  it,"  said  Mr.  Haredale, 
spealdng  more  to  himself  than  her.  "  We  are  a  &Jlen  house. 
Money,  disj)ensed  with  the  most  lavish  hand,  would  be  a  poor 
recompense  for  sufferings  like  yours ;  and  thinly  scattered  by 
hands  so  pinched  and  tied  as  oui's,  it  becomes  a  miserable 
mockery.  I  feel  it  so,  God  knows,"  he  added,  hastily. 
**  Why  should  I  wonder  if  she  does  !  " 

*' You  do  mejBn-ong,  dear  sir,  indeed,"  she  rejoined  with 
great  earnestness ;  and  yet  when  you  come  to  hear  what  I 
desire  your  leave  to  say — 

I  shall  find  my  doubts  confirmed?"  he  said,  observing 
lliat  she  fidtered  and  became  confused.      Well ! " 

He  quickened  his  pace  Har  a  fbw  steps,  but  liall  back  again 
to  her  side,  and  said  $ 

And  have  you  come  all  this  way  at  last,  solely  to  speak 
.tome?" 

She  answered,  "Yes." 
A  curse,'*  he  muttered,  **  upon  the  -vvTetched  state  of  us 
proud  beggars,  from  whom  the  poor  and  rich  are  equidly  at  a 
distance  ;  the  one  being  forced  to  treat  us  with  a  show  of  cold 
respect ;  the  otlier  condi3H(  ending  to  us  in  their  every  deed 
and  word,  and  keeping  more  aloof  the  nearer  they  approach 
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XLS. — ^Why,  if  it  were  pain  to  you  (as  it  must  have  been)  to 
break  for  this  slight  purpose  the  chain  of  habit  forged  throo^^ 
two-aad-twenly  jiBazB,  oould  you  not  let  me  knoir  your  wish, 
and  horr  me  to  oome  to  you  ? 

There  was  not  time,  om"  she  rejoined.  *^  I  took  mj 
xeedutioii  but  last  night,  and  taking  it»  felt  that  I  must  not 
lose  a  day — a  day !  an  hour— in  having  speech  in£k  you." 

They  had  by  this  time  reached  the  house.  Mr.  Haredale 
paused  Ibr  a  moment^  and  looked  at  her  as  if  sorprised  hj  tba 
energy  of  her  manner.  Observing,  however,  that  she  took  no 
heed  of  him,  but  glanced  up,  shuddering,  at  the  old  walls 
with  which  such  horrors  were  connected  in  lier  mind,  he  led 
her  by  a  private  stair  into  his  library,  where  Emma  was 
seated  in  a  window,  reading. 

The  young  lady,  seeing  Avho  approached,  hastily  rose  and 
.  laid  aside  her  book,  ajid  with  many  kind  words,  and  not 
without  tears,  gave  her  a  warm  and  earnest  welcome.  But 
the  widow  shrunk  from  her  embrace  as  though  she  feared  her, 
and  sunk  down  trembling  on  a  chair. 

It  is  the  xetom  to  this  place  after  so  long  an  absence^" 
said  Emma  gently.  ''Pray  ring,  dear  uncle — or  stay — 
Bamaby  wiU^run  himself  and  ask  £»r  wine — " 

''  Not  iar  the  world,"  she  cried.  It  would  have  another 
taste — I  could  not  touch  it.  I  want  but  a  minute's  rest 
Nothing  but  that." 

Miss  Haredale  stood  beside  her  cliair,  regarding  her  with 
silent  pity.  She  remained  for  a  little  time  quite  still ;  then 
rose  and  turned  to  Mr.  Haredale,  who  had  sat  down  in  his 
easy  chair,  and  was  contemplating  her  with  fixed  attention. 

The  tale  connected  with  the  mansion  borne  in  mind,  it 
seemed,  as  has  been  already  said,  the  chosen  theatre  for  such 
a  deed  as  it  had  known.  Ibe  room  in  which  this  group  were 
now  assembled — ^hard  by  the  very  chamber  where  the  act  was 
done— dull,  dark,  and  sombre ;  heavy  with  woim-eaten  books; 
deadened  and  shut  in  by  fiided  hangings,  mufOing  every 
sound;  shadowed  moumfblly  by  teees  whose  rostling  bought 
gave  ever  and  anon  a  spectral  knocking  at  the  glass;  wore, 
beyond  all  others  in  the  house,  a  gliostly,  gloomy  air.  Nor 
were  the  group  assembled  there,  unfitting  tenants  of  the 
spot.  The  widow,  with  her  marked  and  startling  face  and 
downcast  eyes  ;  Mr.  Haredale  stem  and  despondent  ever ;  his 
niece  beside  him,  like,  yet  most  unlike,  the  pictui%  of  her 
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father,  which  gazed  reproachfully  down  upon  them  from  the 
blackened  wall;  Bamaby,  with  his  vacant  look  and  restless 
eye;  were  all  in  keeping  with  the  place,  and  actors  in  the 
legend.  Nay,  the  very  raven,  who  had  hopped  upon  tlie  table 
and  with  the  air  of  some  old  necromancer  appeared  to  be 
profoundly  stud3'ing  a  great  folio  volume  that  lay  open  on  a 
desk,  was  strictly  in  unison  with  tlie  rest,  and  looked  like  the 
embodied  spirit  of  evil  biding  his  time  of  mischief. 

"  I  scarcely  know,"  said  the  widow,  breaking  silence,  "  how 
to  begin.    You  will  think  my  mind  disordered." 

"  The  whole  tenor  of  your  quiet  and  reproachless  life  since 
yoa  "were  last  here^"  returned  Mr.  Haredale,  mildly,  shall 
bear  witness  for  you.  Why  do  you  fear  to  awaken  such  a 
suspicioii?  You  do  not  speak  to  strangers.  You  have  not 
to  oiLaim  our  interest  or  consideration  the  first  time.  Be 
more  yourself.  Take  heart.  Any  advice  or  assistance  that 
I  can  give  you,  you  know  is  yoora  of  right,  and  fireely 
yours." 

<^  What  if  I  came,  sir,"  she  rejoined,  "  I  who  have  but 
one  other  Mend  on  earth,  to  reject  your  aid  from  this  moment, 
and  to  say  that  henceforth  I  launch  myself  upon  the  world, 
blone  and  unassisted,  to  sink  or  swim  as  Heaven  may 
decree!" 

Tou  would  have,  if  you  came  to  me  £)r  such  a  purpose/' 
said  Mr.  Haredale  calmly,  "  some  reason  to  assign  for  conduct 
so  extraordinary,  which — if  one  may  entertain  the  possibility 
of  anything  so  wild  and  strange — would  have  its  weight,  of 
course." 

**  That,  sir,"  she  answered,  "  is  the  misery  of  my  distress. 
I  can  give  no  reason  whatever.  ■  My  own  bare  word  ia  all 
that  I  can  offer.  It  is  my  duty,  my  imperative  and  bc»undeu 
duty.  If  I  did  not  discharge  it,  I  should  be  a  base  and  guilty 
wretch.  Having  said  that,  my  lips  are  sealed,  and  I  can  say 
no  more." 

As  though  she  felt  relieved  at  having  said  so  much,  and 
had  nerved  herself  to  the  remainder  of  her  task,  she  spoke 
£x)m  this  time  with  a  firmer  voice  and  heightened  courage. 

"  Heaven  is  my  witness,  as  my  own  heart  is — and  yours, 
dear  young  lady,  will  speak  for  me,  I  know — ^that  I  have 
lived,  since  that  time  we  all  have  bitter  reason  to  remember, 
in  unchanging  devotion,  and  gratitude  to  this  fiunily. 
Heaven  is  my  witness  that  go  where  I  may,  I  shall  preserve 
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'those  M&agfi  unimpaired.  .-And  it  is  my  mtnesB,  too,  tiiaft 
they  alcme  impel  me  to  qpnise  I  most  take,  and  fiom 
whioh.  nothing  nov  shall  tap  me/  as  I  hope  for  mercy/' 

**  These  are  strange  riddll^''  said  Mr.  Haredale. 

"In  this  world,  sir,"  she  replied,  "they  may,  perhaps, 
never  be  explained.  In  another,  the  Truth  will  be  disoovered 
in  its  own  good  time.  And  may  that  time,"  she  added  in  a 
low  voice,  "  be  fcir  distant !  " 

*'  Let  me  be  sure,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  "  that  I  understand 
you,  for  I  am  doubtful  of  my  own  senses.  Do  you  mean 
that  you  are  resolved  voluntarily  to  deprive  yourself  of  those 
means  of  support  you  have  received  from  us  so  long — that 
you  are  determined  to  resign  the  annuity  we  settled  on  you 
twenty"  years  ago — to  leave  house,  and  home,  and  goods,  and 
begin  life  anew — and  this,  for  some  secret  reason  or  monstrous 
fancy  which  is  incapable  of  explanation,  which  only  now 
exists,  and  has  been  dormant  all  tMs  time  ?  In  the  name  of 
God,  under  what  delusion  are  you  labouring  ?  ** 

"  As  I  am  deeply  thankful,"  she  made  answer,  "  for  the 
IrifiilTiftQa  of  those,  aUve  and  dead,  who  have  owned  this  house; 
and  as  I  would  not  have  its  roof  &11  down  and  orosh  me,  or 
its  very  walls  drip  blood,  my  name  being  spoken  in  their 
hearing ;  I  never  will  again  subsist  upon  their  boimty,  or  let 
it  help  n^  to  subsistenoe.  Tou  do  not  know,''  she  added 
suddenly,  "to  what  uses  it  may  be  applied;  into  what  hands 
it  may  pass.   I  do,  and  I  renounce  it." 

"  Sviefy"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  "  its  uses  rest  with  you.'* 

"  They  did.  They  rest  with  me  no  longer.  It  may  be — 
it  if— devoted  to  purpoaes  that  nnook  the  dead  in  their  graves. 
It  never  oan  prosper  with  me.  It  wiU  bring  some  otibuer 
heavy  judgment  on  the  head  of  my  dear  son,  whose  innooenoe 
will  suffer  &r  his  mother^s  guilt." 

"  What  words  are  these ! "  cried  Haredale,  regarding 
her  with  wonder.  "  Among  what  associates  have  you  ftllen  ? 
Into  what  guilt  have  you  ever  been  betrayed  ?  " 

"  I  am  guilty,  and  yet  innocent ;  wrong,  yet  right ;  good 
in  intention,  though  constrained  to  shield  and  aid  the  bad. 
Ask  me  no  more  questions,  sir ;  but  believe  that  I  am  rather 
to  be  pitied  than  condemned.  I  must  leave  my  house  to- 
morrow, for  while  I  stay  there,  it  is  haunted.  My  future 
dwelling,  if  I  am  to  live  in  peace,  must  be  a  secret.  If  my 
poor  boy  should  ever  stray  this  way,  do  not  tempt  him  to 
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disclose  it  or  have  liim  watched  when  he  returns ;  for  if  we 


xnindy  I  beseech  you — and  you^l^ar  Miss  Haredale,  too-*4o 
tnut  me  if  you  can,  and  think  of  me  kindly  as  you  ha^e  been 
Tiaed  to  do.  If  I  die  and  cannot  tell  my  Beoret  eyen  then  (fixr 
that  may  oome  to  pass),  it  will  sit  the  lighter  on  my  hzeast  in 
that  hour  for  this  day's  work ;  and  on  that  day,  and  eyeiy 
day  until  it  oomes,  I  will  pray  for  and  thank  you  both,  and 
tronUe  you  no  more." 

With  that,  she  would  have  left  them,  but  they  detained 
her,  and  with  many  soothing  words  and  kind  entreaties  be- 
sought her  to  consider  what  she  did,  and  above  all  to  repose 
more  freely  upon  them,  and  say  what  weighed  so  sorely  on 
her  mind.  Finding  her  deaf  to  their  persuasions,  Mr. 
Haredale  suggested,  as  a  last  resource,  that  she  should 
confide  in  Emma,  of  whom,  as  a  yoimg  person  and  one  of  her 
own  sex,  she  might  stand  in  less  dread  than  of  himself.  From 
this  proposal,  however,  she  recoiled  with  the  same  indescri- 
bable repugnance  she  had  manifested  when  they  met  The 
utmost  iikat  oould  be  wrung  from  her  was,  a  promise  that  she 
would  leoeive  Mr.  Haredale  at  her  own  house  nect  evening, 
and  in  the  mean  time  zeoonBider  her  determination  and  their 
dissuasionB — though  any  oihange  '  on  her  part,  as  she  told 
them,  was  quite  hopeless.  This  condition  made  at  last,  they 
reluctantly  suffered  her  to  depart,  since  she  would  neitlier  eat 
nor  drink  witliin  the  house ;  and  she,  and  Bamaby,  and  Grip, 
accordingly  went  out  as  they  had  come,  by  the  private  stair 
and  garden  gate;  seeing  and  being  seen  of  no  one  by  the 
way. 

It  was  remarkable  in  the  raven  that  during  the  whole 
interview  he  had  kept  his  eye  on  his  book  with  exactly  the 
air  of  a  veiy  sly  human  rascal,  who,  under  the  mask  of  pre- 
tending to  read  hard,  was  listening  to  eveiything.  He  still 
appeared  to  have  the  conversation  very  strongly  in  bis  mind, 
far  although  when  ihey  were  alone  again,  he  issued  orders 
Ibr  the  instant  preparation  of  innumerable  kettles  fbr  purposes 
of  tea»  he  was  thoughtful,  and  rather  seemed  to  do  so  from 
an  abstract  sense  of  duty,  than  with  any  regard  to  making 
himself  agreeable,  or  being  what  is  commonly  called  good 
company. 

They  were  to  return  by  the  coach.  As  there  was  an 
interval  of  full  two  hours  before  it  started,  and  they  needed 
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rest  and  some  refreshment,  Bamaby  begged  hard  for  a  yisit 
to  the  Ma37)ole«  But  his  laother,  who  had  no  wish,  to  be 
recognised  by  any  of  those  ifho  had  known  her  long  ago,  and 
who  faared  besideB  that  Mr.  Haxedale  might,  o&  seooxid 
thoughts,  despatch  some  mfifiBengor  to  that  place  of  entertaizL- 
ment  in  quest  of  her,  proposed  to  wait  in  the  churchTard 
instead.  As  it  waa  easj  fbr  Barnahj  to  buy  and  cony  thiih^ 
sudi  humUe  viands  as  they  required,  he  cheerfbllj  assented, 
and  in  the  churchyard  they  sat  down  to  take  their  frugal 
diuner. 

Here  again,  tho  raven  was  in  a  highly  reflective  state ; 
walking  up  and  down  when  he  had  dined,  with  an  air  of 
elderly  complacency  which  was  strongly  suggestive  of  liis 
having  his  hands  under  his  coat-tails  ;  and  appearing  to  read 
the  tombstones  with  a  very  critical  taste.  Sometimes,  after  a 
long  inspection  of  an  epitaph,  he  would  strop  his  beak  upon 
the  grave  to  which  it  referred,  and  cry  in  his  hoarse  tones, 
''I'm  a  devil,  I 'ma  devil,  I'm  a  devil!"  but  whether  he 
addressed  his  observations  to  any  supposed  person  below,  or 
merely  threw  them  off  as  a  general  remark,  is  matter  cf 
unoertainly. 

It  was  a  quiet  pretty  spot,  but  a  sad  onelbr  Bamaby's 
mother;  for  Mr.  Reuben  Haredale  lay  there,  and  near  the 

vault  in  wlii(;li  liis  ashes  rested,  was  a  stone  to  the  memory  of 
her  o^n  husband,  with  a  brief  inscription  recording  how  and 
when  he  had  lost  his  life.  She  sat  here,  thougthfid  and 
apart,  until  their  time  was  out,  and  the  distant  horn  told  that 
the  coach  was  coming. 

Bamaby,  who  had  been  sleeping  on  the  grass,  sprung  up 
quicMy  at  the  sound ;  and  Grip,  who  appeared  to  understand 
it  equally  well,  walked  into  his  basket  straightway,  entreating 
society  in  general  (as  though  he  intended  a  kind  of  satire 
upon  them  in  comiecdon  with  churchyards)  never  to  say  die 
on  any  terms.  They  were  soon  on  the  coach-top  and  rolling 
along  the  road. 

It  went  round  by  the  Maypole,  and  stopped  at  the  door. 
Joe  was  from  home,  and  Hugh  came  sluggishly  out  to  hand 
up  the  parcel  that  it  called  for.  There  was  no  fear  of  old 
John  coming  out.  They  could  see  him  from  the  coach-roof 
fast  asleep  in  his  cosey  bar.  It  was  a  part  of  John's  character. 
He  made  a  point  of  going  to  sleep  at  the  coach's  time.  Ho 
despised  gadding  about;  he  hx^ed  upon  coaches  as  thiuga 
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that  ought  to  be  indicted ;  as  disturbers  of  the  peace  of  man- 
kind; as  restless,  bustling,  busy,  horn-blowing  contrivances, 
quite  beneath  the  dignity  of  men,  and  only  suited  to  giddy 
girls  that  did  nothing  but  chatter  and  go  a-shopping.  We 
know  nothing  about  coaches  here,  sir,"  John  would  say,  if  any 
nnlnoky  stranger  made  inquiry  touching  theoffensiye  Tehides; 
"yre  don't  book  iar  'em*;  we'd  rather  not;  they're  more 
trooUe  than  they're  irarlihy  iMi  ihmr  noise  and  rattle.  If 
yoaHke  towait  to'emyoncan;  but  we  don't  know  anything 
about  'em;  they  may  call  and  they  may  not — there's  a 
oarrier — he  was  looked  upon  as  quite  good  enough  for  us, 
when  I  was  a  boy." 

She  dropped  her  veU  as  Hugh  climbed  up,  and  while  he 
hung  behind  and  talked  to  Bamaby  in  whispers.  But  neither 
he  nor  any  other  person  spoke  to  her,  or  noticed  her,  or  had 
any  curiosity  about  her ;  and  so,  an  alien,  she  visited  and  left 
the  village  where  she  had  been  bom,  and  had  lived  a.meny 
child,  a  comely  giz!,  a  hftppy  wifb — ^where  she  had  known 
all  her  SDjoyment  of  li&,  and  had  entered  on  its  haidest 
sorrows* 
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And  you're  not  surprised  to  hear  this,  Varden?"  said 
Mr.  Haredale.  Well !  You  and  she  have  always  been  the 
best  friends,  and  you  shoidd  understand  her  if  anybody  does/* 

*'I  ask  your  pardon,  sir,"  rejoined  the  locksmith.  I 
didn't  say  I  understood  her.  I  wouldn't  have  the  presumption 
to  say  that  of  any  woman.  It 's  not  so  easily  done.  But  I 
am  not  so  muck  suxprised,  sir,  as  you  expected  me  to  be, 
certainly." 

"  May  I  ask  why  not,  my  good  friend  ?  '* 

"I  have  seen,  sir,"  returned  the  locksmith  with  evident 
reluctance,  I  have  seen  in  connection  with  her,  something 
that  has  filled  me  with,  distrust  and  uneasiness.  She  has 
made  bad  Mends,  how,  or  when,  I  don't  know  ;  but  that  her 
house  is  a  refuge  for  one  robber  and  cut-thioat  ai  leasts  I  am 
certain.  There,  air  I  Now  it's  out" 
Varden ! " 

"  My  own  eyes,  sir,  are  my  witnesses,  and  for  her  sake  1 
would  he  willingly  half-blind,  if  I  could  hut  have  the  pleasure 
of  mistnuting  'em.  I  haye  kept  the  secret  till  now,  and  it 
will  go  no  former  than  yourself  I  know;  but  I  tell  you  that 
with  my  own  eyes — hroad  awake— I  saw,  in  the  passage  of 
her  house  one  evening  after  dark,  the  highwayman  who 
robbed  and  wounded  Mr.  Edward  Chester,  and  on  the  same 
night  threatened  me." 

"And  you  made  no  effort  to  detain  him?"  said  Mr 
Haredale  quiddy. 

"  Sir,"  returned  the  locksmith,  "  she  herself  prevented  me 
—held  me,  with  aU  her  strength,  and  hung  about  me  until  he 
had  got  dear  offl"  And  having  gone  so  far,  he  related 
circumstantial]^  all  that  had  passed/  upon  the  night  in 
question. 

This  dialogue  was  held  in  a  low  tone  in  the  locksmith's  • 
htUe  parlour,  into  which  honest  Qabriel  had  shown  his  visitor 
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OB.  Job  arrival.  Mr.  Haiedale  liad  called  upon  liim  to  eutroat 
luB  oompany  to  the  widow^a^  that  he  might  have  the  aasistaaoe 
of  his  persuasion  and  influence ;  and  out  of  this  circumstance 

the  conversation  had  arisen. 

*'  I  forbore,"  said  Gabriel,  "  from  repeating  one  word  of 
this  to  anybody,  as  it  could  do  her  no  good  and  might  do  her 
great  harm.  I  thought  and  hoped,  to  say  the  truth,  that  she 
would  come  to  me,  and  talk  to  me  about  it,  and  tell  me  how 
it  was ;  but  though  I  have  purposely  put  myself  in  her  way 
more  than  once  or  twice,  she  has  never  touched  upon  the 
subject — except  by  a  look.  And  indeed,"  said  the  good- 
luutured  locksmith,  there  was  a  good  deal  in  the  look,  mora 
than  oould  have  heeu  put  into  a  great  many  words.  It  aaid 
among  other  matters  'Don't  ask  me  anything '  ao  imploiuigty, 
that  I  didn't  ask  her  anything.  You  '11  thhik  me  an  old  fool 
I  know,  8&.    If  it 's  any  relief  to  call  me  one,  pray  do." 

I  am  greatly  disturbed  by  what  you  tell  me,"  eaid  Mr. 
Haredale,  after  a  silence.  ''Wbat  meaning  do  you  attach 
to  it?" 

The  locksmith  shook  his  head,  and  looked  doubtfully  out  of 
window  at  the  failing  light. 

"  She  cannot  have  married  again,"  said  Mr.  Haredale. 

"Not  without  our  knowledge  surely,  sir." 

'*  Slie  may  have  done  so,  in  the  fear  that  it  would  lead,  if 
known,  to  some  objectiqu  or  estrangement.  Suppose  she 
married  inoautiouBly — ^it  is  not  improbable,  lor  her  existence 
has  been  a  lonely  and  monotonous  one  for  many  years — and  the 
man  tamed  out  a  rufBan,  she  would  be  anxious  to  sereen  him, 
and  yet  would  revolt  fixnoi  his  crimes.  This  might  be.  It 
bears  strongly  on  the  whole  drift  of  her  discourse  yesterday, 
and  would  quite  explain  her  conduct.  Bo  you  suppose 
Bamaby  is  privy  to  liiese  circnmstancesf  " 

"Quite  impossible  to  say,  sir,"  returned  the  locksmith, 
shaking  his  head  again  :  **  and  next  to  impossible  to  find  out 
from  him.  If  what  you  suppose  is  really  the  case,  I  tremble 
for  the  lad — a  notable  person,  sir,  to  put  to  bad  uses —  " 

"It  is  not  possible,  Varden,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  in  a  still 
lower  tone  of  voice  than  he  had  spoken  yet,  *'that  we  have 
been  blinded  and  deceived  by  this  woman  from  the  beginning  ? 
It  is  not  possible  that  this  connection  was  formed  in  her  hus- 
.  band's  lifetime,  and  led  to  his  and  my  brother's  " 

"  Good  God,  sir/'  cried  Gabriei,  interrupting  him,  "  don't 
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entertain  such  dark  thoughts  for  a  moment.  Five-and-twenty 
years  ago,  where  was  there  a  girl  like  her?  A  gay,  hand- 
some, laughing,  bright-eyed  damsel !  Think  what  she  was, 
sir.  It  makes  my  heart  athe  now,  even  now,  tiiough  I  'm  an 
old  man,  with  a  woman  for  a  daughter,  to  think  what  she 
was  and  what  she  is.  We  all  change,  but  that 's  with  Time  ; 
Time  does  his  work  honestly)  and  I  don't  mind  him.  A 
fbr  Time,  sir.  Use  him  well,  and  he 's  a  hearty  follow,  and 
scorns  to  have  you  at  a  disadvantage.  But  care  and  sufPerin^p 
(and  those  hare  changed  her)  are  devils,  sir — secrety  stealthj, 
uodenniiiuig  devils — irho  tread  down  the  bzightesfe  floware  in 
Eden,  and  do  more  havoo  in  a  month  than  Time  does  in  a 
year.  Fiotexe  to  yourself  iat  one  minute  what  Mary  was 
be{»re  they  went  to  work  with  her  ftesh  heart  and  &oe— do 
her  that  justice — and  say  whether  such  a  thing  is  possible." 

**  You  're  a  good  fellow,  Varden,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  *'  and 
are  quite  right.  I  have  brooded  on  that  subject  so  long,  that 
every  breath  of  suspicion  carries  me  back  to  it.  You  are 
quite  right.*' 

"  It  isn't,  sir,"  cried  the  locksmith  with  brightened  eyes, 
and  sturdy,  honest  voice ;  "it  isn't  because  I  courted  her 
before  Rudge,  and  failed^  that  I  say  she  was  too  good  for  him. 
She  would  have  been  as  much  too  good  for  me.  But  she  trot 
too  good  lor  him ;  he  wasn't  free  and  frank  enough  for  her. 
I  don't  reproach  his  memory  with  it,  poor  fellow ;  I  only  want 
to  put  her  hefore  you  as  she  realfywas.  For  myseli^  I'U  keep 
her  old  pietore  in  my  mind ;  and  tltfaVii^g  of  tha;^  and  what 
has  altered  her,  I  'U  stand  her  ftiend,  and  try  to  win  her  haek 
to  peace.  And  damme,  sir,"  eried  Gabriel,  ''with  jtmt 
pardon  for  the  word,  I 'd  do  the  same  if  she  had  married  fifty 
highwaymen  in  a  twelvemonth;  and  think  it  in  the  Protestant 
Manual  too,  though  Martha  said  it  wasn't,  tooth  and  nail,  till 
doomsday !  '* 

If  the  dark  Kttle  parlour  had  been  filled  with  a  dense  fog, 
which,  clearing  away  in  an  instant,  left  it  aU  radiance  and 
brightness,  it  could  not  have  been  more  suddenly  cheered  than 
by  this  outbreak  on  the  part  of  the  hearty  kx^smith.  In  a 
voice  nearly  as  full  and  round  as  his  own,  Mr.  Haredale 
cried  **  Well  scud  !  "  and  bade  him  come  away  without  more 
parley.  The  locksmith  eomplied  right  willhigly;  and  both 
getting  into  a  hadmey-ooach  whidh  wbb  waiti^g^  at  the  door, 
drove  off  straightway. 
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They  alighted  at  the  street-oorner,  and  dismissing  their 
oonTeyanoe,  viilked  to  tha  house.  To  their  £rst  knock  at  the 
door  there  was  no  response.  A  second  met  with  the  like 
result.  But  in  answer  to  the  third,  which  was  of  a  more 
▼igoxoos  kind,  the  parlour  window-sash  was  gently  raised, 
and  a  musical  Toioe  oded : 

Haiedale,  my  dear  fellow,  I  am  esdremely  glad  to  see 
you.  HowTeiy  much  yoa  have  improved  in  your  appearance 
einoe  our  last  meeting!  I  never  saw  you  looking  better. 
JSow  do  you  do  ?" 

Mr.  Haredale  turned  his  eyes  towards  the  casement  whence 
the  voice  proceeded,  though  there  was  no  need  to  do  so,  to 
recognise  the  speaker,  and  Mr.  Chester  waved  his  hand,  and 
amiled  a  courteous  welcome. 

The  door  will  be  opened  immediately,"  he  said.  There 
is  nobody  but  a  veiy  dilapidated  female  to  perfonn  such 
offioes.  You  wiU  excuse  her  infirmities  ?  If  she  were  in  a 
mom  elevated  station  of  sodefy,  she  would  be  gouty.  Being 
bfut  a  hewer  of  wood  and  drawer  of  water,  she  is  rheumatic. 
My  dear  Haredale,  these  are  natural  class  distinctions^  depend 
upon  it." 

Mr.  Haredale,  whose  &ce  resumed  its  lowering  and  dis* 
tmstftd  look  ilie  moment  he  heard  the  voice,  inclined  his  head 

stiflB^y,  and  turned  his  back  upon  the  speaker. 

"  Not  opened  yet !  "  said  ]\Ir.  Chester.  "  Dear  me  !  I  hope 
the  aged  soul  has  not  caught  her  foot  in  some  imlucky  cobweb 
by  the  way.    She  is  tliere  at  last !    Come  in,  I  beg  !  " 

Mr.  Haredale  entered,  followed  by  the  locksmith.  Turning 
with  a  look  of  great  astonishment  to  the  old  woman  who  had 
opened  the  door,  he  inquired  for  Mrs.  Rudge — for  Bamaby. 
Ihey  were  both  gone^  she  replied,  wagging  her  ancient  head, 
iat  good.  There  was  a  gentleman  in  the  parlour,  who  perhaps 
could  tell  them  more.    That  wa£t  all  »he  knew. 

Ptay,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Haredale^  presenting  himself  before 
ibis  new  tenant,  ''where  is  Ihe  person  whom  I  came  here 
to  see?'* 

*'  My  dear  friend,"  he  returned,    1  have  not  the  least  idea." 

**  Your  trifling  is  ill-timed,"  retorted  the  other  in  a  sup- 
pressed tone  and  voice,  ''and  its  subject  ill-chosen.  Reserve 
it  for  those  who  are  your  friends,  and  do  not  expend  it  on  me. 
I  lay  no  claim  to  the  distinction,  and  have  the  self-denial  to 
reject  it." 
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My  dear,  good  sir/'  said  Mr.  Chester,  "  you  are  heated 
with  walking.    Sit  down,  I  beg.    Our  friend  is — " 

''Is  but  a  plain  honest  man,''  retontod  Mr.  Haredale, 
"  and  quite  unworthy  of  your  notice." 

**  Gabriel  Varden  by  name,  sur,"  said  the  loeksmitlL  blaniLj. 

"A  worthy  English  yeoman!''  said  Mr.  Gheeter.  ''A 
moet  worthy  yeoman,  of  whom  I  have  i&eqneady  heard  iny 
flon  Ned— darling  ^allow^speak,  and  )uLYe  often  wished  to 
see.  Varden,  my  good  friend,  I  am  glad  to  know  yon.  Ton 
wonder  now,"  he  said,  turning  languidly  to  Mr,  Haredale, 
"  to  see  me  hero.    Now,  I  am  sure  you  do." 

Mr.  Haredale  glanced  at  him — ^not  fondly  or  admiringly — 
smiled,  and  held  his  peace. 

The  mystery  is  solved  in  a  moment,"  said  Mr.  Chester; 
"  in  a  moment.  Will  you  step  aside  with  me  one  instant. 
You  remember  our  little  compact  in  reference  to  Ned,  and 
your  dear  niece,  Haredale  ?  You  remember  the  list  of 
assistants  in  their  innocent  intrigue?  You  remember  these 
two  people  being  among  them  ?  My  dear  fellow,  oongiatnlate 
yonrael^  and  me.    I  have  bought  them  off." 

**  You  have  done  what  ? said  Mr.  Haredale. 

"  Bought  them  off,"  returned  his  smiling  Mend.  I  hare 
fbimd  it  necessary  to  take  some  active  stops  towards  setting 
this  boy  and  girl  attachment  quite  at  rest,  and  haye  begun  bj 
removing  these  two  agents.  You  are  surprised?  "Who  «m 
withstand  tlie  inliuence  of  a  Little  money !  They  wanted  it, 
and  have  been  bought  off.  We  have  nothing  more  to  fear 
from  them.    They  are  gone.*' 

"  Gone  !  "  echoed  Mr.  Haredale.    "  Where  ?  *' 

"  My  dear  follow — and  you  must  permit  me  to  say  again, 
that  you  never  looked  so  young ;  so  positively  boyish  as  you 
do  to-night — the  Lord  knows  where;  I  beUeve  Columbus 
himself  wouldn't  find  them.  Between  you  and  me  they  have 
their  hidden  reasons,  but  upon  that  point  I  have  pledged 
myself  to  secrecy.  She  appointed  to  see  you  here  to-night  I 
knowy  but  Ibund  it  inconyenient,  and  couldnH  wait.  Here  is 
the  key  of  the  door.  I  am  afraid  you  'U  find  it  inoonTenienlly 
large ;  but  as  the  tenement  is  yours,  your  good-natuxe  will 
excuse  tha^  Haredale,  I  am  certain ! 
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CHAPTER  XXVn. 

Ms.  Hakedale  stood  in  the  widow's  parlour  with  the  door- 
key  in  his  hand,  gazing  by  turns  at  Mr.  Chester  and  at 
Gabriel  Varden,  and  occasionally  glancing  downward  at  the 
key  as  in  the  hope  that  of  its  own  accord  it  would  unlock  the 
mystery;  until  Mr.  Chester,  putting  on  his  hat  and  gloves, 
and  sweetly  inquiring  whether  they  were  walking  ia  the 
Bame  direction^  recalled  him  to  himaelf. 

No/'  he  said*  Our  roads  diyerge— widely^  as  you 
know.    For  the  present,  I  shall  remain  heore/' 

You  will  be  hipped,  Haredale;  you  will  be  nuserable, 
meiianeholy»  utterly  wietdied,"  xetuzned  the  other.  *'  It  *b  a 
place  of  the  very  last  desoriptum  for  a  man  of  your  temper. 
I  know  it  will  make  you  very  miserable." 

Let  it,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  sitting  down ;  "  and  thrive 
upon  the  thought.    Good  night ! " 

Feigning  to  be  wliolly  unconscious  of  the  abrupt  wave  of 
the  hand  which  rendered  this  farewell  tantamount  to  a  dis- 
missal, Mr.  Chester  retorted  with  a  bland  and  heartfelt 
benediction,  and  inquired  of  Gabriel  in  what  direction  he  was 

Yours,  sir,  woidd  be  too  much  honour  for  the  like  of  me," 
replied  the  locksmith,  hesitating. 

"  I  wish  you  to  remain  here  a  litde  while,  Varden,"  said 
Mr.  Haredale,  without  looking  towards  them.  **  I  have  a 
word  or  two  to  say  to  you." 

"  I  will  not  intrude  upon  your  conference  another  moment," 
said  Mr.  Chester  with  inconceivable  politeness.  **  May  it  be 
satis&ctory  to  you  both !  God  bless  you ! "  So  saying,  and 
bestowing  upon  the  Locksmith  a  most  refulgent  smile,  he  left 
them. 

A  deplorably  constituted  creature,  that  rugged  person," 
he  said,  as  he  walked  along  the  street ;  "  he  is  an  atrocity  that 
carries  its  own  punishment  along  with  it — a  bear  that  gnaws 
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himflelf.  And  hare  is  one  of  I3ie  inftBfciTnahle  advantages  of 
Laying  a  perfect  command  over  one's  inclinalioas.  I  lunre 
been  tempted  in  these  two  short  interviews,  to  diav  upon  Hiat 

fellow  fifty  times.  Five  men  in  six  would  have  yielded  to  the 
impulse.  By  suppressing  mine,  I  wound  him  deeper  and 
more  keenly  than  if  I  were  the  best  swordsman  in  all  Europe, 
and  he  the  worst.  You  are  the  wise  man's  very  last  resource," 
he  said,  tapping  the  hilt  of  his  weapon ;  we  can  but  appeal 
to  you  when  all  else  is  said  and  done.  To  come  to  you 
before,  and  thereby  spare  our  adversaries  so  much,  is  a 
barbarian  mode  of  warfare,  quite  unworthy  any  man  with  the 
remotest  pretensions  to  delicacy  of  feeling,  or  refinement." 

He  smiled  so  very  pleasantly  as  he  communed  with  him- 
self after  this  manner,  that  a  beggar  was  emboldened  to 
follow  him  for  alms,  and  to  dog  his  footsteps  for  some 
distance.  He  was  gratified  by  the  circumstance,  feeling  it 
complimentaxy  to  his  power  of  feature,  and  as  a  xeward 
suffered  the  man  to  follow  him  until  he  called  a  ohairy  vheii 
be  graciously  dismissed  him  with  a  fervent  blessing. 

**  Which  is  as  easy  as  cursing,"  he  wisely  added,  as  he  took 
bis  seat,  **  and  more  becoming  to  the  face. — To  Clerkenwell* 
my  good  creatures,  if  you  please!"    The  ehaiimen  were  * 
mndmd  quite  vivacious  by  having  soidh  a  oonrteons  burden, 
and  to  derkenwell  they  vent  at  a  fear  round  trot. 

Alighting  at  a  certain  point  be  bad  indicated  to  them  upon 
the  ready  and  paying  them  somethiog  less  than  Uisy  bad 
expected  ficom  a  fitre  of  such  gentle  speecth,  be  turned  into 
tbe  street  in  which  Inolrsmith  dwel^  and  presently  stood 
beneath  the  shadow  of  the  Golden  Key.  Mr.  Tappertit,  wbo 
was  bard  at  work  by  kmp-light,  in  a  comer  of  the  workshop, 
remained  unconscions  of  bis  presence  upon  bis 

shoulder  made  him  start  and  turn  bis  bead. 

Industry,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  is  the  soul  of  business,  and 
the  key-stone  of  prosperiiy.  Mr.  Tappertit,  I  shall  expect  you 
to  invite  me  to  dinner  when  you  are  Lord  Mayor  of  London." 

"Sir,"  returned  the  'prentice,  laying  down  his  hammer, 
and  rubbing  his  nose  on  the  back  of  a  very  sooty  hand,  "  I 
scorn  the  Lord  Mayor  and  ever}i;liing  that  belongs  to  him. 
We  must  have  another  state  of  society,  sir,  before  you  catch 
me  being  Lord  Mayor.    How  de  do,  sir  ?  " 

"  Tlie  better,  Mr.  Tappertit,  for  looking  into  your  ingenuous 
face  once  more.    I  hope  you  are  well." 
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I  am  as  well,  sir,"  said  Sim,  standing  up  to  get  nearer  to 
his  ear,  and  whispering  hoarsely,  as  any  man  can  be  under 
the  aggrawations  to  which  I  am  exposed.  My  life  's  a  burden 
to  mo.  If  it  wasn't  for  wengeanoe,  I 'd  play  at  pitch  and  toss 
with  it  on  the  losing  hazard." 

**  Is  Mrs.  Yard  en  at  home  ?  "  said  Mr.  Chester. 

"Sir,"  returned  Sim,  eyeing  him  over  with  a  look  of 
concentrated  expressioiii — she  is.  Did  jou  wish  to  see 
her?" 

Mr.  Chester  nodded. 

"  Then  come  tliis  way,  sir,"  said  Sim,  wiping  his  face  upon 
his  apron.    "  FoUow  me,  sir. — Would  yoa  permit  me  to 
whisper  in  yofor  ear,  one  half  a  aeooiul?  " 
•    "  By  all  meana." 

Mr.  Tappertit  laifled  himself  on  tiptoe,  applied  his  lips  to  . 
Mr.  Chester's  ear,  drew  back  his  head  wi^out  saying  any- 
thing, looked  hard  at  him,  appHed  them  to  his  ear  again, 
again  drew  back,  and  finally  whispered — '^Ihe  name  is 
Joseph  WiUist    Hush !    I  say  no  more." 

^Ying  said  that  mmsk,  he  bedroned  the  visitor  with  a 
mysterious  aspect  to  follow  him  to  the  parloiir  door,  where  he 
'  annoiineed  him  in  ihe  Toioe  of  a  gentleman-UBher.  ''Mr. 
Ghestor." 

And  not  Mr.  Ed'datd,  mind,"  said  Sim,  looking  into  the 
door  again,  and  adding  tbds  hy  way  of  postscript  in  his  own 
person;  " it 's his £i>thar." 

**  But  do  not  let  his  &ther,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  adraicing 
hat  in  hand,  as  he  ohseryed  the  efiEect  of  this  last  explanatory 
announcement,  *'  do  not  let  his  father  be  any  check  or  restraint 
on  your  domestic  occupations,  Miss  Varden." 

Oh !  Now!  There!  An't  1  always  a  saying  it!" 
exclaimed  Miggs,  clapping  her  hands.  **  If  he  an't  been  and 
took  Misiss  fur  her  o^-n  daughter.  Well,  she  do  look  like  it, 
that  she  do.    Ony  think  of  that,  mim  !  " 

Is  it  possible,"  said  Mr.  Chester  in  his  softest  tones, 
*'  that  this  is  Mrs.  Varden  !  I  am  amazed.  That  is  not  your 
daughter,  Mrs.  Varden  ?    No,  no.    Your  sister." 

''My  dauglitcr,  indeed,  sir,"  retumed  Mrs.  V.  blushing 
witli  great  juvenility. 

*'  Ah,  ^Irs.  Varden  I  "  cried  the  visitor.  Ah,  ma'am — 
humanity  is  indeed  a  happy  lot,  when  we  can  repeat  ourselves 
in  others^  and  still  be  young  as  they.    You  must  aUow  me  to 
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salute  jou — ^the  coBtom  of  the  oountiy,  my  dear  madam — your 

daughter  too." 

Dolly  showed  some  reluctance  to  perform  this  ceremony, 
but  was  sharjily  reproved  by  Mrs.  Varden,  who  insisted  on 
her  undergoing  it  that  minute.  For  pride,  she  said  "with, 
great  severity,  was  one  of  the  seven  deadly  sins,  and  humility 
and  lowliness  of  heart  were  virtues.  Wherefore  she  desired 
that  Dolly  would  1)6  kissed  immediately,  on  pain  of  her  just 
displeasure ;  at  the  same  time  giving  her  to  understand  that 
whatever  she  saw  her  mother  do,  she  mip^ht  safely  do  herself, 
without  being  at  the  trouble  of  any  reasoning  or  reflection  on 
the  subject — which,  indeed,  w^as  offensive  and  nni^^^^fiil^  and 
in  direct  contravention  of  the  church  catechism. 

Thus  admonished,  Dolly  complied,  though  by  no  means 
willingly ;  for  there  was  a  broad,  bold  look  of  admiration  in 
Mr.  Chester's  face,  refined  and  x>oIished  though  it  sought  to 
be,  which  distressed  her  very  much.  As  she  stood  with  down- 
cast eyes,  not  liking  to  look  up  and  meet  his,  he  gazed  upon 
her  with  an  approving  air,  and  then  turned  to  her  mother. 

**  My  friend  Gabriel  (whose  aoquaintanoe  I  only  made  thia 
TSiy  evening)  ahonld  be  a  happy  man,  Mis.  YaxdsiL" 

'*AhV'  sighed  Mis.  V.,  shddng  her  head. 
Ah ! "  echoed  Miggs. 

''Is  that  the  case?"  said  Ux.  C!hfistar,  compassionately. 
Dear  me!*' 

**  Master  has  no  intentions,  sir,"  mmrnmed  Miggs  as  she 
sidled  up  to  him,  ''but  to  be  as  gratefhl  as  his  natnr  will  let 
him,  fbr  eraythink  he  owns  whidi  it  is  in  his  powers  to  appre- 
ciate. Bnt  we  never,  sir" — said  Mi^s,  looking  sideways  at 
Mrs.  Varden,  and  interlarding  her  discourse  with  a  sigh — 
"  we  never  know  the  full  value  of  some  wines  and  fig-trees  till 
we  lose  'em.  So  much  tlio  worse,  sir,  for  them  as  has  the 
slighting  of  'em  on  their  consciences  w  hen  they  're  gone  to  be 
in  full  })low  elsewhere.'*  And  Miss  Miggs  cast  up  her  eyes  to 
signify  whore  that  might  be. 

As  Mrs.  Varden  distinctly  heard,  and  was  intended  to  hear, 
all  tliat  Miggs  said,  and  as  these  words  appeared  to  convey  in 
metaphorical  terms  a  presage  or  foreboding  that  she  would  at 
some  early  period  droop  beneath  her  trials  and  take  an  easy 
flight  towards  the  stars,  she  immediately  began  to  languish, 
and  tiiking  a  volume  of  the  Manual  from  a  neigh l)0iiring 
table,  leant  her  aim  upon  it  as  though  she  were  Hope  and 
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that  her  Anchor.  Mr.  Chester  perceiving  this,  and  seeing 
how  the  volume  was  lettered  on  tlie  back,  took  it  gently  from 
lier  hand,  and  turned  the  fluttering  leaves. 

"  My  favourite  book,  dear  madam.  How  often,  how  very 
often  in  his  early  life — before  he  can  remember " — (this 
clause  was  strictly  true)  "have  I  deduced  little  easy  moral 
lessons  from  its  pages,  for  my  dear  son  Ned!  You  know 
Ned?" 

Mrs.  Varden  had  that  honour,  and  a  fine  afGable  young 
gentleman  he  was. 

"  You  're  a  mother,  Mrs.  Varden,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  taking 
a  pinch  of  snuff,  "  and  you  know  what  I,  as  a  father,  feel, 
whieiL  lie  is  praised.  He  giyes  me  some  imeasinees — ^much 
uneasiness — ^he  *e  of  a  roving  nature,  ma'am — ^from  flower  to 
flower — from  sweet  to  sweet — ^but  his  is  the  butterfly  time  of 
life,  and  we  must  not  be  hard  upon  such  trifling." 

He  glanced  at  Dolly.  She  was  attending  evidently  to  what 
he  said.    Just  what  he  desired ! 

'*  The  only  thing  I  olject  to  in  this  little  trait  of  Ned's, 
is,'*  said  Mr.  Chester,  — and  the  mentioii  of  his  name 
reminds  me,  hy  the  way,  that  I  am  ahout  to  heg  the  &TOiir  of 
a  minute's  talk  with  yoa  alone — the  only  thing  I  object  to  in 
it,  is,  that  it  does  partake  of  insLooeriliy.  Now,  however  I 
may  attempt  to  disguise  the  fiiot  from  myself  in  my  affection 
fbr  Ned,  still  I  always  revert  to  this — that  if  we  are  not 
sincere,  we  are  nothing.  Nothing  upon  earth.  Let  us  be 
ainoere,  my  dear  madam —  ** 

" — and  Protestant,"  murmured  Mrs.  Varden. 

"-^d  Protestant  above  all  things.  Let  us  be  sincere 
and  Protestant,  strictly  moral,  strictly  just  (though  always 
with  a  leaning  towards  mercy),  strictly  honest,  and  strictly 
true,  and  we  gain — it  is  a  slight  point,  certainly,  but  still  it  is 
something  tangible ;  we  throw  up  a  groimdwork  and  founda- 
tion, so  to  speak,  of  goodness,  on  which  we  may  afterwards 
erect  some  worthy  superstructure.** 

Now,  to  be  sure,  Mrs.  Varden  thought,  hero  is  a  perfect 
character.  Here  is  a  meek,  righteous,  thoroughgoing  Chris- 
tian, wlio,  ha\'ing  mastered  all  these  qualities,  so  diflScult  of 
attainment ;  who,  having  dropped  a  pinch  of  salt  on  the  tails 
of  all  the  cardinal  virtues,  and  caught  them  every  one  ;  makes 
light  of  their  possession,  and  pants  for  more  morality.  For 
.  the  good  woman  never  doubted  (as  many  good  men  and 
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women  never  do),  that  this  slightiag  kind  of  profession,  this 
setting  so  little  store  by  g^at  matters,  this  seeming  to  say  I 
am  not  proud,  I  am  what  you  hear,  but  I  consider  myself  no 
better  than  otiier  people;  let  us  change  the  subject,  pray  " — 
was  perfeotLy  genuine  and  true.  He  so  contrived  it,  and  said  it 
in  that  way  Hiat  it  appeared  to  haye  been  fbzoed  torn  liim, 
and  its  eSidct  was  marvellous. 

Aware  of  the  impression  he  had  made — ^bw  men  wwe 
quicker  than  he  at  saoh  disooreries — Mr.  Oiester  IbUowed  up 
tiie  blow  by  propounding  certain  yirtaous  maxims,  somewihat 
vague  and  general  in  their  nature,  doubtless,  and  oocasioimlly 
partaldng  of  the  cliaracter  of  truisms,  worn  a  little  out  at 
elbow,  but  delivered  in  so  charming  a  voice  and  with  such 
uncommon  serenity  and  peace  of  mind,  that  they  answered  as 
well  as  the  best.  Nor  is  this  to  be  wondered  at;  for  as 
hoUow  vessels  ])roduce  a  far  more  musical  sound  in  falling 
than  those  which  are  substantial,  so  it  will  oftentimes  be  found 
that  sentiments  which  have  nothing. in  them  make  the  loudeet 
ringing  in  the  world,  and  are  tiie  most  reHshed. 

Mr.  Chester,  with  tho  vohime  gently  extended  in  one  hand, 
and  with  the  other  planted  lightly  on  his  breast,  talked  to 
them  in  the  most  delioioas  manner  possible;  and  qnite 
enchanted  all  his  hearersy  notwithstanding  their  oonflioting^ 
interests  and  thonghts.  E^en  Dolly,  who,  between  his  keen 
regards  and  he^  eyeing  over  by  Mr.  Tappertit,  was  put  qtdte 
ont  of  oonntenanoe,  oonld  not  help  owning  within  henelf  I3iat 
he  was  the  sweetest-spoken  gentleman  she  had  ever  seen. 
Even  Miss  Miggs,  who  was  divided  between  admiration  of 
Mr.  Cliester  and  a  mortal  jealousy  of  her  young  mistress,  had 
sufficient  loisui-e  to  be  propitiated.  Even  Mr.  Tappertit, 
though  occupied  as  we  have  seen  in  gazing  at  his  heart's 
delight,  could  not  wholly  divert  his  thoughts  from  the  voice  of 
the  other  charmer.  :Mis.  Varden,  to  her  own  private  think- 
ing, had  never  been  so  improved  in  all  her  life :  and  when 
Mr.  Chester,  rising  and  craving  permission  to  speak  with  heat 
apart,  took  her  by  the  hand  and  led  her  at  arm's  length  up* 
stairs  to  the  best  sitting-room,  she  almost  deemed  hlun  some- 
thing more  than  human. 

Dear  madam,"  he  said,  pressing  her  hand  delicately  to 
his  lips;     be  seated.*' 

Mrs.  Varden  called  np  quite  a  oonrdy  air,  and  became 
aeated. 


Digitized  by  Google 


BABNABT  WDQtJL 


m 


**Ycfa  goflu  my  objeofe?"  said  l£r.  Ghestar,  dittwing  a 
chair  towaids  her.  "Toa  dhrine  my  purpose?  I  am.  an 
aflbctionate  parent,  my  dear  Mrs.  Vaxdeo."  . 

'^That  I  am  sure  yon  are,  sir/'  said  Mrs.  Y. 

"  Thank  you/'  retozned  Mr.  CSiester,  tapping  his  iaiiff*boz 
lid.  "Heavy  moral  reepooailnHtieB  rest  irith  parente,  Mrs. 
Varden." 

Mrs.  Varden  sliglitly  raised  her  hands,  shook  her  head,  and 
looked  at  the  ground  as  though  she  saw  straiprlit  through  the 
globe,  out  at  the  other  end,  and  into  the  iimnonsity  of  space 
beyond. 

'*  I  may  confide  in  you,"  said  Mr.  Cliester,  "  without 
reserve.  I  love  my  son,  ma'am,  dearly ;  and  loving  him  as  I 
do,  I  would  6ave  him  from  working  certain  misery.  You 
know  of  his  attachment  to  Miss  Haredale.  You  have  abetted 
him  in  it,  and  very  kind  of  you  it  was  to  do  so.  I  am  deeply 
obliged  to  you — most  deeply  obliged  to  you — for  your  interest 
in  his  behalf;  but,  my  dear  ma'am,  it  is  a  mistaken  ozLe,  I  do 
assure  you." 

Mrs.  Varden  stammered  that  she  was  sorry — 
*^  Sorry,  my  dear  ma'am/'  he  interposed.  **  Never  be  sofny 
Ibr  what  is  so  Yesj  amiable,  so  vesy  good  in  intentitmy  so 
'p&gSedify  like  yourself.  But  there  are  grave  and  weighly 
TeemofDB,  pressing  family  considerations^  and  apart  even  from 
tibeae,  points  of  religious  difference,  whioh  interpose  them- 
selves, and  render  their  union  impossible;  utterly  im-possible. 
I  should  have  mentioned  these  oiroanutanoes  to  your  husband : 
bat  he  has — you  will  excuse  my  saying  this  so  freely — he  has 
not  your  quidmess  of  apprehension  or  depth  of  moral  sense. 
What  an  extremely  airy  house  this  is,  and  hov  beautiftdly 
k^t !  For  one  like  myself— «  widower  so  long — ^these  tokeaas 
of  ibmale  eare  and  superintendenoe  have  ine^pieesible 
dianns." 

Mtb.  Varden  began  to  think  (she  aoanely  knew  why)  that 
the  young  Mr.  Chester  must  be  in  the  wrong,  and  the  old 
Mr.  Chester  must  be  in  the  right. 

"  My  son  Ned,"  resumed  her  tempter  with  his  most  winning 
air,  "  has  had,  I  am  told,  your  lovely  daughter's  aid,  and  your 
open-hearted  husband's." 

— Much  more  than  mine,  sir,'*  said  Mrs.  Varden;  **a 
great  deal  more.    I  have  often  had  my  doubts.    It 's  a —  '* 

''A  bad  example,"  suggested  Mr.  Chester.    ''It  is.  No 
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doubt  it  is.   Your  daughter  is  at  that  age  when  to  set  belbie 

her  an  encouragement  for  young  persons  to  rebel  against 

their  parents  on  this  most  important  point,  is  particularly 
injudicious.  You  are  quite  right.  I  ought  to  have  thought 
of  that  myself,  but  it  escaped  me,  I  confess — so  far  superior 
are  your  sex  to  ours,  dear  madam,  in  point  of  penetration  and 
sagacity.'* 

Airs.  Varden  looked  as  wise  as  if  she  had  really  said  some- 
thing  to  deserve  this  compliment — ^firmly  believed  she  had, 
in  short — and  her  fiaith  in  her  own  flhrewdDess  increased 
considerably. 

**  My  dear  ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  yon  embolden  me 
to  be  plain  vith  yon.  My  son  and  I  axe  at  yarianoe  <m  this 
point.  The  young  lady  and  her  natural  guardian  differ  npon 
it^  also.  And  the  dosing  point  is,  that  my  son  is  bound,  by 
his  duty  to  me,  by  his  hjcmour,  by  every  solemn  tie  and 
obligation,  to  marry  some  one  else." 

"Engaged  to  marry  another  lady!"  quoth  Mrs.  Varden, 
holding  up  her  liaiids. 

"My  dear  madam,  brought  up,  educated,  and  trained, 
expressly  for  that  purpose.  Expressly  for  that  puri)ose. — 
Miss  Haredale,  I  am  told,  is  a  very  cliarming  creatiu'e." 

"  I  am  her  foster-mother,  and  should  know — the  best  young 
lady  in  the  world,"  said  Mrs.  Varden. 

"  I  have  not  the  smallest  doubt  of  it.  I  am  sure  she  is. 
And  you,  who  have  stood  in  that  tender  relation  towards  her, 
are  bound  to  consult  her  happinsss.  Now,  can  I — as  I  have 
said  to  Haredale,  who  quite  agrees — can  I  possibly  stand  by, 
and  suffer  her  to  throw  herself  away  (although  she  is  of  a 
caiholio  family),  upon  a  young  fellow  who,  as  yet,  has  no 
heart  at  all  ?  It  is  no  imputation  upon  him  to  say  he  has 
not,  because  young  men  who  have  plunged  deeply  into  the 
fHvolitieB  and  conventionalities  of  society,  very  seldom  have. 
Their  hearts  never  grow,  my  dear  ma'am,  till  after  thirty.  I 
don't  believe,  no,  1  do  not  b^eve,  that  I  had  any  heart  myself 
when  I  was  Ned's  age." 

"  Oh,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Varden,  "  I  think  you  must  have  had. 
It 's  impossible  that  you,  who  have  so  much  now,  can  ever 
have  been  without  any." 

"  I  hope,"  he  answered,  shrugging  his  shoulders  meekly, 
"  I  have  a  little  ;  I  hope,  a  very  little — Heaven  knows  !  But 
to  return  to  Ned;  I  have  no  doubt  you  though^  and  therefore 
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intelbred  benevoleaily  in  his  behalf  thai  I  oljected  to  Bfiss 
Haiedale.  How  yeij  natural !  Mj  dear  madam,  I  olrject  to 
liim — to  him— emphatically  to  Ned  himself.*' 

Mis.  Vaxdan  was  peifectly  aghast  at  the  disdosDie. 

''He  has,  if  he  honourably  Ailfils  this  solemn  obligaifaon  of 
which  I  have  told  you — and  he  most  he  honourable,  dear 
Mrs.  Varden,  or  he  is  no  son  of  mine — a  fortune  within  his 
reach.  He  is  of  most  expensive,  ruinously  expensive  habits ; 
and  if,  in  a  moment  of  caprice  and  wilfulness,  he  were  to 
marry  this  young*  lady,  and  so  deprive  himself  of  the  means 
of  gratifying  the  tastes  to  which  he  has  been  so  long  accus- 
tomed, ho  would — my  dear  madam,  he  would  break  the  gentle 
creature's  heart.  Mrs.  Varden,  my  good  lady,  my  dear  soul, 
I  put  it  to  you — is  such  a  sacrifice  to  be  endured  ?  Is  tlie 
female  heart  a  thing  to  be  trifled  with  in  this  way  ?  Ask 
your  own,  my  dear  madam.    Ask  your  own,  I  beseech  you.** 

"  Tndy,"  thought  Mrs.  Varden,  ''this  gentleman  is  a  saint. 
But,"  she  added  aloud,  and  not  imnaturally,  "  if  you  take 
Miss  Emma's  lover  away,  sir,  what  beoomes  of  the  poor 
thing's  heart,  then?  '* 

The  very  x>oint/*  said  Mr.  Chester,  not  at  all  abashed, 
**  to  which  I  wished  to  lead  yon.  A  marriage  with  my  son, 
whom  I  should  be  compelled  to  disown,  would  he  followed  by 
years  of  misery ;  they  would  be  separated,  my  dear  madam, 
in  a  twelvemonth.  To  break  o£P  this  attadmient,  which  is 
more  fancied  than  real,  as  you  and  I  know  yetj  well,  will  cost 
the  dear  girl  but  a  £sw  tean»  and  she  is  happy  again.  Take 
the  ease  of  your  own  daughter,  the  young  lady  down-stairs, 
who  is  your  breathing  image " — ^Mrs.  Yaxden  ooughed  and 
simpered — ''there  is  a  young  man,  (I  am  soray  to  say,  a 
dissolute  Mlow,  of  Tery  ind^erent  character,)  of  whom  I 
have  heard  Ned  speak — ^Bullet  was  it — PuUet — ^Mullet — " 

''There  is  a  young  man  of  the  name  of  Joseph  Willst,  sir," 
said  Mrs.  Vardoi,  folding  her  hands  loftily. 

"That's  he,'*  cried  Mr.  Chester.  "Suppose  this  Joseph 
Willet  now,  were  to  aspire  to  the  affections  of  your  charming 
daughter,  and  were  to  engage  them.** 

"  It  would  be  like  liis  impudence,"  interposed  Mrs.  Varden, 
bridling,  "  to  dare  to  think  of  such  a  thing  I  " 

"  My  dear  madam,  that 's  the  whole  case.  I  know  it  would 
be  like  his  impudence.  It  is  like  Ned's  impudence  to  do  as 
he  has  done   but  you  would  not  on  that  acoount,  or  because 
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of  a  few  tears  from  your  beautiful  daughter,  refrain  from 
checking  their  inclinations  in  their  birth.  I  meant  to  have 
reasoned  thus  with  your  husband  when  I  saw  him  at  Mrs. 
Rudge's  this  evening — " 

"  My  husband,"  said  Mrs.  Varden,  interposing  with  emotion, 
"  would  be  a  great  deal  bettor  at  home  than  going  to  Mrs. 
lludge's  80  often.  I  don^t  know  what  he  does  there.  I  don't 
see  what  oooasioa  he  has  to  busy  v^imaAlf  in  her  a£^saxa  at 
aR,  sir." 

**  If  I  don't  appear  to  express  my  concurrence  in  those  last 
sentiments  of  yours/'  returned  Mr.  Chester,  "  quite  so  strongly 
as  you  might  desire,  it  is  beioaase  his  being  there,  mj  dear 
madam,  and  not  proving  oamyersational,  led  me  hither,  and 
procured  me  the  happiness  of  this  interview  with  one,  in 
whom  iSb»  whole  management,  conduet,  and  prosperity  o£  hat 
&mily  are  centred,  I  perceive." 

With  that  be  took  Mrs.  Yaxdea'a  hand  again,  and  having  • 
pressed  it  to  his  lips  with  the  high-flown  gallantly  of  the  day 
— a  little  burlesqued  to  zeuder  it  the  more  strildng  in  the 
good  lady's  unaccustomed  eyes — proceeded  In  flie  same  strain 
of  mingled  sophistry,  cajolery,  and  flattery,  to  entreat  that 
her  utmost  influence  might  be  exerted  to  leslnun  tier  husband 
and  daughter  from  any  fva&m  promotion  Edward's  suit  to 
Miss  Haredale,  and  fSram  aiding  or  abetting  either  party  in 
any  way.  Mrs.  Varden  was  but  a  woman,  and  had  her  shale 
of  vanity,  obstinacy,  and  lovo  of  power.  She  entered  into  a 
secret  treaty  of  alliance,  offensive  and  defensive,  with  her 
insinuating  visitor ;  and  really  did  believe,  as  many  others 
would  have  done  who  saw  and  heard  liim,  that  in  so  doing 
she  furthered  the  ends  of  truth,  justice,  and  morality,  in  a 
very  uncommon  degree. 

Overjoyed  by  the  success  of  his  negotiation,  and  mightily 
amused  within  himself,  Mr.  Chester  conducted  her  down-stairs 
in  the  same  state  as  before;  and  having  repeated  the  previous 
ceremony  of  salutation,  which  also  as  before  comprehended 
Dolly,  took  his  leave ;  first  completing  the  conquest  of  Miss 
Miggs's  heart,  by  inquiring  if  this  yoimg  lady  **  would  light 
him  to  the  door. 

**  Oh,  mim,"  said  Miggs,  letuming  with  the  candle.  Oh 
gracious  me,  mim,  there's  a  gentleman!  Was  there  ever 
subh  an  angel  to  talk  as  he  is — and  such  a  sweet-looking 
man  1   So  upright  and  noble,  that  he  seems  to  despise  the 
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Teiy  groimd  lie  walks  cm;  and  yet  so  mild  and  oondesoendingy 
that  he  seems  to  say  'but  I  will  take  notice  on  it  too/  And 
to  think  of  his  taking  yon  for  Miss  Dolly,  and  Miss  DoUy  for 
your  sister — Oh,  my  goodness  mo,  if  I  was  master  wouldn't  I 
be  jealous  of  him !  " 

Mrs.  Varden  reproved  her  handmaid  for  this  vain-speaking; 
but  very  gently  and  mildly — c|uite  smilingly  indeed — remark- 
ing that  she  was  a  foolish,  giddy,  light-headed  girl,  whoso 
spirits  carried  her  beyond  all  bounds,  and  who  didn't  mean 
liaJf  she  saidy  or  she  would  be  quite  angry  with  her. 

For  my  part,"  said  Dolly,  in  a  thoughtful  manner,  I 
half  beUeve  Mr.  Chester  is  something  like  Miggs  in  that 
xespeet.  For  all  his  politeness  and  pleasant  speaking,  I  am 
pretty  sure  he  was  nuddng  game  of  us,  more  than  once."  ' 

If  you  yentuxe  to  say  sueh  a  thing  again,  and  to  speak  ill 
of  people  behind  their  hacks  in  my  presence.  Miss,''  said  Mrs. 
Yarden,  "  I  shall  insist  upon  your  taking  a  candle  and  going 
to  bed  directly.  How  dare  you,  DoUy ?  I'm  astonished  at 
you.  The  rudeness  of  your  whole  behaviour  this  evening  has 
been  disgraceful.  Did  anybody  ever  hear,"  cried  the  enraged 
matron,  bursting  into  tears,  "  of  a  daughter  telling  her  own 
mother  she  has  been  made  game  of !  " 

What  a  yeiy  imcertain  temper  Mrs.  Yardeu's  was  1 
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CHAPTER  XXVIIL 


Rbfaibino  to  a  noted  ooffide-Iioiue  in  Covent  garden  when 
lie  left  ibe  locksmiih'fl^  Mr.  Chester  sat  long  over  a  late 
dinner,  entertaining  himself  exceedingly  wiiJi  the  whimsical 

recollection  of  his  recent  proceedings,  and  congratulating  him- 
self verj^  much  on  his  great  cleverness.  Influenced  by  these 
thoughts,  his  face  wore  an  expression  so  benign  and  tranquil, 
that  the  waiter  in  immediate  attendance  upon  him  felt  ho 
could  almost  have  died  in  his  defence,  and  settled  in  his  owti 
mind  (until  the  receipt  of  the  bill,  and  a  very  small  fee  for 
veiy^  great  trouble,  disabused  it  of  the  idea)  that  such  an 
apostolic  customer  was  worth.  lialf-a-do2»n  of  the  ordinary  run 
of  visitors,  at  least. 

A  yisit  to  the  gaming-table — not  as  a  heated,  anxious 
Tenturer,  bnt  one  whom  it  was  qnite  a  treat  to  see  staking  hia 
two  or  three  pieces  in  deference  to  the  follies  of  society,  and 
smiling  with  equal  benevolence  on  winners  and  losers — made 
it  late  before  he  reached  home.  It  was  his  eostom  to  bid  his 
servant  go  to  bed  at  his  own  time  unless  he  had  orders  to  the 
contrary,  and  to  leave  a  candle  on  the  common  stair.  There 
was  a  lamp  on  the  landing  by  which  he  could  always  light  it 
when  lie  came  homo  late,  and  liaving  a  key  of  the  door  about 
him  he  could  enter  and  go  to  bed  at  his  pleasure. 

He  opened  the  glass  of  the  dull  lamp,  whose  wick,  burnt 
up  and  swollen  like  a  drunkard's  nose,  came  fl^^ang  off  in 
little  carbuncles  at  the  candle^s  touch,  and  scattering  hot 
sparks  about  rendered  it  matter  of  some  difficulty  to  kindle 
the  lazy  taper ;  when  a  noise,  as  of  a  man  snoring  deeply 
some  steps  higher  up,  caused  him  to  pause  and  listen.  It- 
was  the  heavy  breathing  of  a  sleeper,  close  at  hand.  Some 
feUow  had  lain  down  on  the  open  staircase,  and  was  slumber- 
ing soundly.  Having  lighted  the  candle  at  length  and  opened 
his  own  door,  he  softly  ascended,  holding  the  taper  high  above 
his  head,  and  peering  cautiously  about ;  curious  to  see  what 
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kind  of  man  had  chosen  so  comfortless  a  shelter  for  his 

lodging. 

With  his  head  upon  the  larM^ing  and  his  great  limbs  flung 
over  half  a  dozen  stairs,  as  carelessly  as  though  he  were  a 
dead  man  whom  drunken  bearers  had  thrown  down  by  chance, 
these  lay  Hugh,  &ce  uppermost,  Lis  long  hair  drooping  like 
some  wild  weed  upon  his  wooden  pillow,  and  his  huge  chest 
heaving  with  the  sounds  which  so  unwontedly  disturbed  the 
place  and  hour.  He  who  came  upon  him  so  unexpectedly 
was  about  to  break  his  rest  by  thrusting  him  with  his  foot, 
when,  glancing  at  his  upturned  face,  Iw  arrested  himself  in 
the  very  action,  and  stooping  down  and  shading  the  candle 
with  his  hand,  examined  his  features  closely.  Close  as  his 
first  inspection  was,  it  did  not  sidfice,  for  he  passed  the  light, 
still  carefidly  shaded  as  before,  across  and  across  his  &ice,  and 
yet  observed  him  with  a  searching  eye. 

While  he  was  thus  engaged,  the  sleeper,  without  any  start* 
ing  or  texning  round,  awoke.  There  was  a  kind  of  fascination 
in  meeting  hia  steady  gaze  so  suddenly,  which  took  firom  the 
other  the  presenea  of  mind  to  withdraw  his  eyes,  and  forced 
him,  as  it  were,  to  meet  his  look.  So  they  remained  staring 
at  each  other,  until  Mr.  Chester  at  last  broke  silence,  and 
asked  him  in  a  low  Toioe,  why  he  lay  sleeping  there. 

**  I  thought,"  said  Hugh,  struggling  into  a  sitting  posture 
and  gazing  at  him  intently,  still,  "  that  you  were  a  part  of 
my  dieam.  It  was  a  curious  one.  I  hope  it  may  never 
come  true,  master." 

'*  What  makes  you  shiver  ?  " 

"The — the  cold,  I  suppose,"  he  growled,  as  he  shook,  him- 
self, and  rose.    "  I  hardly  know  where  I  am  yet." 

"  Do  you  know  me  ?  *'  said  Mr.  Chester. 

"Ay.  I  know  you,"  he  answered.  **I  was  dreaming  of 
you — we're  not  where  I  thought  we  were.  That's  a 
comfort." 

He  looked  round  him  as  he  spoke,  and  in  particular  looked 
above  his  head,  as  though  he  half  expected  to  be  standing 
under  some  object  which  had  had  existence  in  his  dream. 
Then  he  rubbed  his  eyes  and  shook  himself  again,  and 
followed  his  conductor  into  his  own  rooms. 

Mr.  Chester  lighted  the  candles  which  stood  upon  his  dress- 
ing-table, and  wheeling  an  easy  chair  towards  tlie  tire,  which 

was  yet  burning,  stirred  up  a  cheerful  blaze,  sat  doA\  n  before 
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it,  and*  bade  his  uncouth  Tiaitor  "  Come  here/*  and  draw  his 
boots  off. 

"You  have  boon  drinking  again,  my  fine  fellow,"  he  said, 
as  Hugh  went  down  on  one  knee,  and  did  as  he  was  told. 

As  I 'm  alive,  master,  I  've  walked  the  twelve  long  miles, 
and  waited  here  I  don't  know  how  long,  and  had  no  dxiuk 
between  my  lips  since  dinner-time  at  noon." 

And  can  you  do  nothing  better,  my  pleasant  Mend,  than 
fall  asleep,  azid  shake  the  very  building  with  your  snores  ?  " 
said  Mr.  Chester.  Can't  you  dream  in  your  straw  at  home, 
dull  dog  as  you  are,  that  you  need  come  here  to  do  it  ? — 
Beach  me  those  slippers,  and  tread  softly." 

Hugh  obeyed  in  silence. 

**J^d  harkee,  my  dear  young  gentLeman/'  said  Mr. 

Chester,  as  he  put  them  on,  "  the  next  time  you  dream,  don't 

let  it  be  of  mo,  but  of  some  dog  or  horse  with  whom  you  are 
better  acquainted.  Fill  the  glass  once — ^you  '11  find  it  and 
the  bottle  in  the  same  place — and  empty  it  to  keep  yourself 
awake." 

Hugh  obeyed  again — even  more  zealously — ^and  haying 
done  so,  presented  himself  before  his  patron. 

''Now/'  said  Mr.  Chester,  '^what  do  you  want  with 
me?" 

^' There  was  news  to-day,"  returned  Hugh.  ''Your  son 
was  at  our  house— came  down  on  horseback.  He  tried  to  see 
the  young  woman,  but  couldn't  get  sight  of  her.  He  laft 
some  letter  or  some  message  which  our  Joe  had  charge  of, 
but  he  and  the  old  one  quarrelled  about  it  when  your  son  had 
gone,  and  the  old  one  wouldn't  let  it  be  delivered.  He  says 
(that's  the  old  one  does)  that  none  of  his  people  shall  interfere 
and  get  him  into  trouble.  He  'a  a  landlord  he  says,  and  lives 
on  everybody's  custom." 

"He  is  a  jewel,"  smiled  Mr.  Chester,  "and  the  better  for 
being  a  dull  one. — Well  ?  " 

"  Varden's  daughter — that 's  the  girl  I  kissed — " 

"  — and  stole  the  bracelet  from  upon  the  king's  highway," 
said  Mr.  Chester,  composedly.    *'  Yes ;  what  of  her  ?  " 

"  She  wrote  a  note  at  our  house  to  the  young  woman,  say- 
ing she  lost  the  letter  I  brought  to  you,  and  you  burnt.  Our 
Joe  was  to  cany  it,  but  the  old  one  kept  him  at  home  all 
next  day,  on  purpose  tiiat  he  shouldn't.  Next  rooming  he 
gave  it  to  me  to  take ;  and  here  it  is." 
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"You  didn't  deliver  it  then,  my  good  Mend?"  said  Mr. 
Chester,  twirling  DoUy's  note  between  his  finger  and  thumb, 
and  feigning  to  be  surprised. 

"  I  supposed  you 'd  want  to  have  it,"  retorted  Hugh. 
"  Bum  one,  bum  aU,  I  thought." 

"  My  devil-may-care  acquaintance,"  said  Mr.  Chester — 

really  if  you  do  not  draw  some  nicer  distinctions,  your 
career  will  be  cut  short  with  most  surprising  suddenness. 
Don't  you  know  that  the  letter  you  brought  to  me,  was 
directed  to  my  son  who  resides  in  this  very  place  ?  And  can 
you  descry  no  difference  between  his  letters  and  those  addressed 
to  other  people  ?  " 

If  you  don't  want  it,'*  said  Hugh,  disconcerted  by  this 
reproof,  for  he  had  expected  high  praise,  **give  it  me  back, 
and  I  '11  deliver  it.  I  dont  know  how  to  please  you, 
master." 

**  I  shall  deliver  it,"  retumed  his  patron,  putting  it  away 
after  a  moment's  consideration,  "myself.  Does  the  young 
lady  walk  out,  on  fine  mornings  ?  " 

"  Mostly — about  noon  is  her  usual  time." 

''Alone?" 
Yes,  alone." 

"Where?" 

"  In  the  grounds  before  the  house. — Them  that  the  foot- 
path crosses." 

"  If  the  weather  should  be  fine,  I  may  throw  myseK  in  her 
way  to-morrow,  perhaps,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  as  coolly  as  if  she 
were  one  of  his  ordinary  acquaintance.  "  Mr.  Hugh,  if  I 
should  ride  up  to  the  Maypole  door,  you  will  do  me  the  favour 
only  to  have  seen  me  once.  You  must  suppress  your  grati- 
tude, and  endeavour  to  forget  my  forbearance  in  the  matter  of 
the  bracelet.  It  is  natiiral  it  should  break  out,  and  it  does 
you  honour ;  but  when  other  folks  are  by,  you  must,  for  your 
own  sake  and  safety,  be  as  like  your  usual  self  as  though  you 
owed  me  no  obligation  whatever,  and  had  never  stood  within 
these  walls.    You  comprehend  me  ?  " 

Hugh  understood  liim  perfectly.  After  a  pause  he  muttered 
that  he  hoped  his  patron  would  involve  him  in  no  trouble 
about  this  last  letter ;  for  he  had  kept  it  back  solely  with  the 
view  of  pleasing  him.  He  was  continuing  in  this  strain, 
when  Mr.  Chester  witli  a  most  beneficent  and  patronising  air 
cut  liim  short  by  saving : 
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"  My  good  fellow,  you  have  my  promifle,  my  word,  my 
sealed  bond  (for  a  Yerbal  pledge  with  me  is  quite  as  good), 
that  I  will  always  protect  you  so  long  as  yoa  deserve  it 
Now,  do  set  your  mind  at  rest.  Keep  it  at  ease,  I  beg  of  you. 
When  a  man  puts  himself  in  my  power  so  thoroughly  as  you 
have  done,  I  really  idnH  as  though  he  had  a  kind  of  claim 
upon  me.  I  am  more  disposed  to  mercy  and  forbearance 
under  sudi  circumstances  than  I  can  tell  you,  Hugh.  Do 
look  u]K)n  me  as  your  protector,  arid  rest  assm-ed,  1  entreat 
you,  that  on  the  su])ject  of  that  indiscretion,  you  may  preserve, 
as  long  as  you  and  I  are  friends,  the  lightest  heart  that  ever 
heat  witliin  a  human  breast.  Fill  that  glass  once  more  to 
cheer  you  on  your  road  homewards — I  am  really  quite  ashamed 
to  think  how  far  you  have  to  go — and  then  God  bless  you  for 
the  night." 

**  They  think,"  said  Hugh,  when  he  had  tossed  the  liquor 
down,  **  that  I  am  sleeping  soundly  in  the  stable.  Ha  ha  ha! 
The  stable  door  is  shut,  but  the  steed 's  gone,  maater." 

"  You  are  a  most  convivial  fellow,"  returned  his  friend, 
**  and  I  love  your  humour  of  all  things.  Good  night !  Take 
the  greatest  possible  care  of  yourself,  Ibr  my  sake ! " 

It  was  remarkable  that  during  the  whole  interview,  each 
had  eiuleavoured  to  catch  stolen  glances  of  the  other's  face, 
and  had  never  looked  fidl  at  it.  They  interchanged  one  brief 
and  hasty  glance  as  Hugh  went  out,  averted  their  eyes 
directly,  and  so  separated.  Hugh  closed  tlie  double  doors 
behind  him,  carefully  and  without  noise ;  and  Mr.  Chester 
remained  in  his  easy  chair,  with  his  gaze  intently  £xed  upon 
the  fire. 

Well ! "  he  said,  after  meditating  for  a  long  time — and 
said  with  a  deep  sigh  and  an  uneasy  shifting  of  his  attitude, 
as  though  he  dismiased  some  other  subject  from  his  thoughts, 
and  returned  to  that  which  had  held  possession  of  them  aU 
the  day — "  the  plot  thickens ;  I  have  thrown  the  shell ;  it  will 
explode,  I  Ihink,  in  eight-and-forty-hours,  and  should  scatter 
these  good  folks  amazingly.    We  shall  see ! " 

He  went  to  bed  and  fell  asleep,  but  had  not  slept  long  when 
he  started  up  and  thought  that  Hugh  was  at  the  outer  door, 
calling  in  a  strange  voice,  yery  different  from  his  own,  to  be 
admitted.  The  delusion  was  so  strong  upon  him,  and  was  so 
full  of  that  vague  terror  of  the  night  in  which  such  visions 
have  their  being,  that  he  rose,  and  taking  his  sheathed  sword 
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in  his  liand,  oppiied  the  door,  and  looked  out  upon  the  stair- 
case, and  towards  the  spot  where  Ilupfh  had  lain  asleep ;  and 
even  spoke  to  him  by  name.  But  all  was  dark  and  quiet, 
and  creeping  back  to  bed  again,  be  fell,  after  aa  bourns 
uneasy  watcbing,  into  a  second  aleep,  and  woke  no  more  till 
morning. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

The  thoughts  of  worldly  men  are  for  ever  regulated  by  a 
moral  law  of  gravitation,  which,  like  the  physical  one,  holds 
them  down  to  earth.  The  bright  glory  of  day,  and  the  silent 
wonders  of  a  starlit  nighty  appeal  ta  their  minds  in  vain. 
Theie  are  no  signs  in  the  son,  or  in  the  moon,  or  in  the  stars, 
for  their  reading.  Tbieyr  axe  Wsb  some  wise  men,  wlio,  learning 
to  know  each  planet  by  its  Latin  name,  have  quite  forgotten 
sueh  small  heavenly  constellations  as  Charity,  Forbearanoe, 
Universal  Love,  and  Mercy,  althongh  they  shine  by  night  and 
day  so  brightly  that  the  blind  may  see  them;  and  who, 
looking  upward  at  the  spangled  sky,  see  nothing  there  bat 
tiie  reflection  of  their  own  great  wisdom  and  book-learning. 

It  is  cnrioos  to  imagine  these  people  of  the  world,  bni^  in 
thought,  turning  their  eyes  toward  the  countless  spheres  that 
shine  above  us,  and  making  them  reflect  the  only  images  their 
minds  contain.  The  man  who  lives  but  in  the  breath  of 
princes,  has  nothing  in  his  sight  but  stars  for  courtiers' 
breasts.  The  envious  man  beholds  his  neighbours'  lionours 
even  in  the  sky ;  to  the  money-hoarder,  and  the  ma.s8  of  worldly 
folk,  the  whole  great  imiverse  above  glitters  with  sterling 
coin — fresh  from  the  mint — stamped  with  the  sovereign's  head 
coming  always  between  them  and  heaven,  turn  where  they 
may.  So  do  the  shadows  of  our  own  desires  stand  between  us 
and  our  better  angels,  and  thus  their  brightness  is  eclipsed. 

Ever}iliiug  was  fresh  and  gay,  as  though  the  world  were 
but  that  morning  made,  when  Mr.  Chester  rode  at  a  tranquil 
pace  along  the  Forest  road.  Though  early  in  the  season,  it 
was  warm  and  genial  weather;  the  trees  were  budding  into 
leaf,  the  hedges  and  the  grass  were  green,  the  air  was  musical 
with  songs  of  birds,  and  high  above  them  all  the  lark  poured 
out  her  richest  melody.  In  shady  spots,  the  morning  dew 
sparkled  on  each  young  leaf  and  blade  of  grass ;  and  where 
the  mm  was  shiioing,  some  diamond  drops  yet  glistened 
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brightly,  as  in  imwiUingnfiOB  to  leave  80  fair  a  world,  and 
have  such  brief  existence.  Even  the  light  wind,  whose 
rustling  was  as  gentle  to  tlie  ear  as  softly  ialling  water,  had 
its  hope  and  promise ;  and,  leaving  a  pleasant  fragrance  in 
its  track  as  it  went  fluttering  by,  whispered  of  its  intercourse 
with  Summer,  and  of  his  happy  coming. 

The  solitiiry  rider  went  glancing  on  among  the  trees,  from 
sunlight  into  shade  and  back  again,  at  tlie  same  even  pace- 
looking  about  him,  certaiidy,  from  time  to  time,  but  with  no 
greater  thought  of  the  day  or  the  scene  through  which  he 
moved,  than  that  he  was  fortunate  (being  cht)icely  dressed)  to 
have  such  favourable  weather.  He  smiled  very  complacently 
at  such  times,  but  rather  as  if  he  were  satisfied  with  himself 
than  witli  anything  else:  and  so  went  riding  on,  npon  his 
ohestnut  cob,  as  pleasant  to  look  upon  as  his  own  hone,  and 
probably  far  less  fiensitive  to  the  many  oheeiM  influenoes  by 
which  he  was  surrounded. 

In  course  of  time,  the  Maypole's  massiye  ohinmeys  rose 
upon  his  view :  but  he  quickened  not  lus  pace  one  jot,  and 
with  the  same  cool  gravity  rode  up  to  tiie  tavem  porch. 
Jobn  Willet^  who  was  toasting  his  red  fiuie  belbre  a  great 
fire  in  the  bar,  and  who,  witii  surpassuig  fbresight  and  quick- 
ness of  apprehension,  had  been  thinking,  as  hie  looked  at  the 
blue  sky,  that  if  that  state  of  things  lasted  much  longer,  it 
might  idtimaiely  become  necessaiy  to  leave  off  fires  and  throw 
the  windows  open,  issued  Ibrth  to  hold  his  stiiTup ;  calling 
lustily  fi:>r  Hugh. 

"Oh,  you're  here,  are  you,  sir?''  said  John  rather 
surprised  by  the  quickness  with  which  he  appeared.  **  Take 
tliis  here  valuable  aniniiil  into  the  stable,  and  have  more 
than  particular  care  of  him  if  you  want  to  keep  your  place. 
A  mortal  lazy  fellow,  sir ;  he  needs  a  deal  of  looking  after." 

"  But  you  have  a  son,"  returned  Mr.  Chester,  giving  his 
bridle  to  Hugh  as  he  dismounted,  and  acknowledging  his 
salute  by  a  ctireless  motion  of  his  hand  towards  his  hat. 
"  Why  don't  you  make  him  useful?  " 

"  Why,  tlio  truth  is,  sir,"  replied  John  with  great  impor- 
tance, "that  my  fion — what,  you're  a  listening  are  you, 
viUain?" 

"  Who  's  listening?"  returned  Hugh  angrily.  A  treat, 
indeed,  to  hear  you  speak  i  Would  you  haye  me  take  him  in 
tiUhe'soool?" 
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«  Walk  him  up  and  down  f^irOier  off  then,  sir/'  cried  old 
John,  and  when  you  aee  me  and  a  noble  gentleman  enters 
taining  ourselyea  with  talk,  keep  your  distanoe.  If  you  don't 
know  your  distance,  sir,"  added  Mr.  WiUet»  after  an 
enormously  long  pause,  during  which  he  fixed  his  great  dull 
eyes  on  Hugh,  and  waited  with  exemplary  patience  for  any 
little  property  in  the  way  of  ideas  that  might  be  coming  to 
him,     we  '11  find  a  way  to  teach  you,  pretty  soon." 

Hugh  shrugged  his  shoulders  8C(;rufully,  and  in  his  reckless 
swaggering  way,  crossed  to  the  other  side  of  the  little  green, 
and  there,  with  the  bridle  slung  loosely  over  his  shoulder, 
led  the  horse  to  and  fro,  glancing  at  his  master  every  now 
and  then  from  und(^r  his  bushy  eyebrows,  with  afl  sinister  an 
aspect  as  one  would  desire  to  see. 

Mr.  Chester,  who,  without  appearing  to  do  so,  had  eyed 
liim  attentively  durinrr  this  brief  dispute,  stepped  into  the 
porch,  and  turning  abruptly  to  Mr.  Willet,  said, 

"  You  keep  strange  servants,  John." 
Strange  enough  to  look  at,  sir,  certainly,"  answered  the 
host;  "but  out  of  doon;  for  horses,  dogs,  and  the  like  of 
that;  there  an't  a  better  man  in  England  than  is  that  Ma^-pole 
Hugh  yonder.  He  an't  fit  £>r  indoors,"  added  Mr.  Willet, 
i^th  the  confidential  air  of  a  man  who  felt  his  own  superior 
nature,  "I  do  that ;  but  if  that  chap  had  only  a  little  imagin- 
ation, sir — " 

"  He 's  an  active  fbllow  now,  I  daze  swear,"  said  Mr. 
Chester,  in  a  musing  tone,  whidi  seemed  to  suggest  that 
he  would  have  said  the  same  had  there  been  nobody  to  hear 
him. 

Active,  sir!"  letorted  John,  with  quite  an  eag^ression 
in  his  face ;  "  that  chap !  HaUo  there !  You,  sir ! .  Bring 
that  horse  here,  and  go  and  hang  my  wig  on  the  weather- 
cook,  to  show  this  gentleman  whether  you  're  one  of  the  lively 
sort  or  not." 

Hugh  made  no  answer,  but  throwing  the  Lridlo  to  liis 
master,  and  snatchiii^j^  his  wig  from  his  head,  in  a  manner  so 
unceremonious  and  hasty  that  tlio  action  discomp()S(?d  Mr. 
Willet  not  a  little,  though  perfornunl  at  his  own  special  desire, 
climbed  nimbly  to  the  very  summit  of  the  mjiypole  before  the 
house,  and  hanging  the  wig  upon  the  weathercock,  sent  it 
twirling  round  like  a  roasting  jack.  Having  atliicved  tliis 
performance,  he  cast  it  on  the  ground,  and  sliding  down  the 
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pole  with  inconceivable  rapidity,  alighted  on  his  feet  almost 

as  soon  as  it  had  touched  the  earth. 

''There,  sir/'  said  John,  relapsing  into  his  usual  stolid 
state,  ''you  won't  see  that  at  many  houses,  besides  the 
Maypole,  where  there's  good  aocommodatiQn  itxt  man  and 
beast — ^nor  that  neither,  though  that  with  him  is  nothing." 

This  last  remark  bore  reference  to  his  yaulting  on  horse- 
back, as  upon  Mr.  Gbeeter^s  first  Tisit,  and  quickly  disappearing 
by  the  stable  gate. 

"  That  with  him  is  nothing/'  repeated  Mr.  Willet,  bmshing 
his  wig  with  his  wiist,  and  inwardly  resolving  to  distribute  a 
small  charge  Ibr  dost  and  damage  to  that  article  of  dress, 
through  the  various  items  of  his  guest's  bill ;  "  he  '11  get  out 
of  a' most  any  winder  in  the  house.  There  never  was  such  a 
chap  for  flinging-  himself  about  and  never  hurting  his  bones. 
It 's  my  opinion,  sir,  that  it 's  j)rett)^  nearly  all  owing  to  his 
not  having  any  imagination ;  and  that  if  imagination  coiild 
be  (wliich  it  can't)  knocked  into  him,  he 'd  never  be  able  to 
do  it  any  more.    But  we  was  a  talking,  sir,  about  my  son." 

"  True,  Willet,  true,"  said  his  visitor,  turning  again 
towards  the  landlord  with  his  accustomed  serenity  of  face. 
"  My  good  friend,  what  about  him  ?  " 

It  has  been  reported  that  Mr.  Willet,  previously  to  making 
answer,  winked.  But  as  he  never  was  kno^\Ti  to  be  guilty  of 
such  lightness  of  conduct  either  before  or  aftonvards,  this 
may  be  looked  upon  as  a  malicious  invention  of  his  enemies 
— founded,  perhaps,  upon  the  imdisputed  circum stance  of  his 
taking  his  g^est  by  the  third  breast  button  of  his  coat,  count- 
ing downwards  from  the  chin,  and  poimng  his  reply  into 
his  ear : 

Sir,"  whispered  John,  with  digniiy,  I  know  my  duty. 
We  want  no  love-making  here,  sir,  unbeknown  to  parents. 
I  respect  a  certain  young  gentleman,  taking  him  in  the  light 
of  a  young  gentleman ;  I  respect  a  certain  young  la^,  tal^ig 
her  in  the  %ht  of  a  young  lady ;  but  of  the  two  as  a  couple, 
I  have  no  ^owledge,  sir,  none  whatever.  My  son,  sir,  is 
upon  his  patrole." 

"  I  thought  I  saw  him  looking  through  the  comer  window 
bnt  this  moment,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  who  naturally  thought 
that  bemg  on  patrole,  implied  walking  about  somewhere. 

"  No  doubt  you  did,  sir,"  returned  John.  He  is  upon  his 
patrole  of  honour,  sir,  not  to  leave  the  premises.    Me  and 
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some  friends  of  mine  that  use  the  Maypole  of  an  evening, 
sir,  considered  what  was  best  to  be  done  with  him,  to  prevent 
his  doing  anything  unpleasant  in  opposing  your  diosires ;  and 
we've  put  him  on  his  patrole.  And  what's  more,  sir,  he 
won't  be  off  his  patrole  for  a  pzettjr  long  time  to  oome,  I  oaa 
tell  you  that." 

When  he  had  conmmnioated  this  bright  idea»  whioih  had 
had  its  origUL  in  the  perusal  by  the  village  cronies  of  a  news- 
paper, oontaining  among  other  matters,  an  aocotmt  of  hoir 

some  officer  pending  the  sentence  of  some  court-martial  had 
been  enlarged  on  parole,  Mr.  Willet  drew  back  from  his 
guest's  ear,  and  without  any  visible  alteration  of  feature, 
chuckled  thrice  audibly.  This  nearest  approach  to  a  laugh 
in  which  he  ever  indulged  (and  that  but  seldom  and  only  on 
extreme  occasions),  never  even  curled  his  lip  or  effected  the 
smallest  change  in — ^no,  not  so  much  as  a  slight  wagging  of 
— ^his  great^  £aX,  doable  chin,  which  at  these  times,  as  at  all 
others,  remained  a  perfect  desert  in  the  broad  map  of  his  face; 
one  changeless,  dull,  tremendous  blank. 

Lest  it  should  be  matter  of  surprise  to  any,  that  Mr.  Willet 
adopted  this  bold  course  in  opposition  to  one  whom  he  had 
oft^  entertained,  and  who  had  always  paid  his  way  at  iSba 
Maypole  gallantly,  it  may  be  remarked  that  it  was  his  resrj 
peiMtratton  and  sagacity  in  Ihis  respect,  which  occasioned  him  to 
indulge  in  those  imusual  demonstrations  of  jocularity,  just  DOW 
recorded.  For  Mr.  Willet,  after  carefully  balancing  father  and 
son  in  his  mental  scales,  had  arrived  at  the  distinct  conclusion 
that  the  old  gentleman  was  a  })etter  sort  of  customer  than  the 
young  one.  llirowing  his  landlord  into  the  same  scale,  which 
was  already  turned  by  this  consideration,  and  heaping  upon 
him,  again,  his  strong  desires  to  run  counter  to  the  unfortu- 
nate Joe,  and  his  opposition  as  a  general  principle  to  all  matters 
of  love  and  matrimony,  it  went  down  to  tiie  very  groond 
straightway,  and  sent  the  light  cause  of  the  younger  gentLemao 
flying  upwards  to  the  ceiling.  Mr.  Chester  was  not  the  kind 
of  man  to  be  by  any  means  dimnsighted  to  Mr.  WiEal^B 
motives^  but  he  thanked  him  as  graciously  as  if  he  had  beeiB 
one  of  the  most  disinterested  marfyrs  that  ever  shone  on 
earth;  and  leaving  him  with  many  complimentary  reliances 
on  his  great  taste  and  judgment,  to  prepare  whatever  dinner 
he  might  deem  mostv  fitting  the  occasion,  bent  his  steps 
towards  the  Warren. 
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Dressed  witli  more  than  his  usual  elegance ;  assuming  a 
gracefulness  of  manner,  which,  though  it  was  the  result  of 
long  study,  sat  easily  upon  liim  and  became  him  well;  com- 
posing his  features  into  their  most  serene  and  prepossessing 
expression ;  and  setting  in  short  that  guard  iij>on  liimself,  at 
every  point,  which  denoted  that  he  attached  no  slight  im- 
portance to  the  impression  he  was  about  to  make  ;  he  entered 
the  bounds  of  Miss  Haredale's  usual  walk.  He  had  not  gone 
far,  or  looked  about  him  long,  when  he  descried  ooming 
towards  him^  a  female  figxire.  A  glimpse  of  the  form  and 
dress  as  she  crossed  a  little  wooden  bridge  which  lay  between 
them,  satisfied  him  that  lie  had  found  her  whom  he  desired  to 
see.  He  threw  himself  in  her  way,  and  a  Yery  few  paces 
brought  them  close  together. 

He  raised  his  hat  from  his  head,  and  yielding  the  path, 
suffered  her  to  pass  him.  Then,  as  if  the  idea  had  but  that 
moment  occurred  to  him,  he  timied  hastQy  back  and  said  in 
an  agitated  yoioe : 

''I  beg  pardon— do  I  address  Miss  Haredale 

She  stopped  in  some  confbsion  at  being  so  unexpectedly 
accosted  by  a  stranger ;  and  answered  "  Tes." 

Something  told  me,"  he  said,  looking  a  compliment  to  her 
beauty,  that  it  could  be  no  other.  Miss  Haredale,  I  bear  a 
name  which  is  not  unknown  to  you — ^which  it  is  a  pride,  and 
yet  a  pain  to  me  to  know,  sounds  pleasantly  in  your  ears.  I 
am  a  man  advanced  in  life,  as  you  see.  I  am  the  father  of 
him  whom  you  honour  and  distinguish  above  all  other  men. 
May  I  for  weighty  reasons  which  fill  me  with  distress,  beg 
but  a  minute's  conversation  with  you  here?" 

Who  that  was  inexperienced  in  deceit,  and  had  a  frank  and 
youthful  heart,  coidd  doubt  the  speaker's  truth — could  doubt 
it  too,  when  the  voice  that  spoke,  was  like  the  faint  echo  of 
one  she  knew  so  well,  and  so  much  loved  to  hear?  She 
inclined  her  head,  and  stopping,  cast  her  eyes  upon  the 
ground. 

"A  little  more  apart — among  these  trees.  It  is  an  old 
man's  hand,  Miss  Harcdale  ;  an  honest  one,  believe  me.'' 

She  put  hers  in  it  as  he  said  these  words,  and  suflGared  him 
to  lead  her  to  a  neighbouring  seat. 

You  alarm  me,  sir,"  she  said  in  a  low  Toioe.  You  are 
not  the  bearer  of  any  ill  news,  I  hope  ?  " 

«  Of  none  that  you  andcipate,"  he  answered,  sitting  down 
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beside  her.  Edward  is  well — quite  well.  It  is  of  him  I 
wish  to  speak)  oertaiulj ;  but  I  have  no  misfortune  to  com- 
municate.'' 

She  bowed  her  head  again,  and  made  as  though  she  would 
have  begged  him  to  proceed ;  but  said  nothing. 

I  am  sensible  that  I  speak  to  you  at  a  disadvaiitage,  dear 
Miss  Haredalfi.  Believe  me  that  I  am  not  so  fbirgetful  of  the 
fdelings  of  my  younger  days  as  not  to  know  that  you  are  little 
disposed  to  view  me  with  favour.  You  have  heard  me 
described  as  cold-hearted,  calenlatxag,  selfish — " 

"  I  have  never,  sir/' — iahe  interposed  with  an  altered  maimer 
and  a  firmer  voice ;  "  I  have  never  heard  you  spoken  of  in 
harsh,  or  di«respectful  terms.  You  do  a  great  WTong-  to 
Edward's  nature  if  you  believe  him  capable  of  any  mean,  or 
base  proceeding.'* 

Pardon  me,  my  sweet  young  lady,  but  your  unele — 

'*Nor  is  it  my  uncle's  nature  either,"  she  replied,  with,  a 
heightened  colour  iu  her  cheek.  It  is  not  his  nature  to  stab 
in  tiie  dark,  nor  is  it  mine  to  love  such  deeds.'' 

She  rose  as  she  spoke,  and  would  have  left  him ;  but  he 
detained  her  with  a  gentle  hand/  and  besought  her  in  such 
persuasive  accents  to  hear  him  but  another  minute,  that  she 
was  easily  prevailed  upon  to  comply,  and  so  sat  down  again. 

''And  it  is/'  said  Mr.  Chester,  looking  upward,  and 
apostrophising  the  air;  ''it  is  this  frank,  ingenuous,  nobl^ 
nature,  Ned,  that  you  can  wound  so  lightly.  Shame— shame 
upon  you,  boy  !  " 

She  turned  towards  him  quickly,  and  with  a  scomfid  look 
and  flashing  eyes,    There  were  tears  in  Mr.  Chester's,  but  he 
dashed  them  hurriedly  away,  as  though  im^s-illing  that  his 
*  weakness  should  be  known,  and  regarded  her  with  mingled 
admiration  and  compassion. 

1  never  until  now,"  he  said,  believed,  that  the  Mvolous 
actions  of  a  young  man  could  move  me  like  these  of  my  own 
son.  I  never  knew  till  now,  the  worth  of  a  woman's  heart, 
which  boys  so  lightly  win,  and  lightly  fling  away.  Trust  me^ 
dear  young  lady,  that  I  never  until  now  did  know  your 
wortili ;  and  though  an  abhorrence  of  deceit  and  falsehood  has 
impelled  me  to  seek  you  out,  and  would  have  done  so  had  you 
been  the  poorest  and  lesst  gifted  of  your  sex,  I  should  have 
lacked  the  fortitude  to  sustain  this  interview  could  I  have 
pictured  you  to  my  imagination  as  you  re^y  are." 
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Oh  !  If  Mrs.  Varden  could  have  seen  the  virtuous  gentle- 
man as  he  said  these  words,  with  indignation  sparkling  from 
liis  eyes — if  slie  could  luive  lioard  his  broken,  quavering  voice 
— ^if  ahe  could  have  beheld  him  as  he  stood  bareheaded  in 
the  sunlight,  and  mih.  unwonted  eneigy  poured  forth  his 
eloquence ! 

With  a  haughty  faoe,  but  pale  and  trembling  too,  *Emma 
regarded  him  in  rilenoe.  She  neither  flpoke  nor  mored,  but 
gazed  upon  him  as  though  she  would  look  into  his  heart. 

**I  throw  off/'  said  Mr.  Chester,  "ike  restraint  which 
natural  affection  would  impose  on  some  men,  and  reject  all 
bonds  but  those  of  truth  and  duty.  Miss  Haredale,  you  are 
deceived ;  you  are  deceived  by  your  unworthy  lover,  and  my 
unwortliy  son." 

Still  she  looked  at  him  steadily,  and  still  said  not  one 
word. 

I  have  ever  opposed  his  professions  of  love  for  you  ;  you 
will  do  me  the  justice,  dear  Miss  Haredale,  to  remember  that. 
Your  imcle  and  myself  were  enemies  in  early  life,  and  if  I  had 
sought  retaliation,  I  might  have  found  it  here.  But  as  we 
grow  older,  we  grow  wiser — ^better,  I  would  fain  hope— and 
from  the  first,  I  have  opposed  him  in  this  attempt.  I  Ibresaw 
the  end,  and  would  have  iq[iared  you,  if  I  could." 

"  Speak  plainly,  sir,''  die  Mtered.  "  You  deoeiye  me,  or 
are  deceived  yourself.  I  do  not  believe  you — cannot^ — I 
aLould  not.'* 

**  First,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  soothingly,  for  there  may  be 
in  your  mind  some  latent  angr}-  feeling  to  which  I  would  not 
appeiil,  pray  take  this  letter.  It  reached  my  liands  by  chance, 
and  by  mistake,  and  sliould  have  accoimted  to  you  (as  I  am 
told)  for  my  son's  not  answering  some  other  note  of  yours. 
God  forbid,  Miss  Haredale,"  said  the  good  gentleman,  with 
great  emotion,  that  there  should  be  in  your  gentle  breast 
one  causeless  groimd  of  quarrel  with  him.  You  ^ould  know, 
and  you  will  see,  that  he  was  in  no  faxlt  here." 

There  appeared  something  so  very  candid,  so  scrupulously 
honourable,  so  very  truthfbl  and  just  in  this  course — some- 
thing which  rendered  the  upright  person  who  resorted  to  it,  so 
worthy  of  belief— that  Emma's  heart,  for  the  first  time,  sunk 
within  her.    She  taimed  away,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"I  would,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  leaning  over  her,  and  speakini^ 
in  mild  and  quite  venerable  accents;  "  1  would,  dear  girl,  it 
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were  my  task  to  baxuflh,  not  increaae^  tiioee  tokans  of  your 
grief.  My  son,  my  erring  sou, — will  not  call  liim  delibe- 
rately criminal  in  this,  for  men  so  yoimg,  who  have  been 

inconstant  twito  or  tlirice  before,  act  witliout  reflection,  almost 
^Wthout  a  knowledge  of  the  wrong  they  do, — will  breai:  his  ' 
plighted  faitli  to  you ;  has  broken  it  even  now.    Sliall  I  stop 
here,  and  liaving  given  you  this  waruing,  leave  it  to  be 
fulfilled ;  or  shaR  I  go  on  ?  " 

You  wiE  go  on,  sir,''  she  answered,     and  speak  more 
plainly  yet,  in  justice  both  to  him  and  me." 

"  My  dear  girl,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  bending  over  hjep  more 
affectionately  stiU;  ''whom  I  would  call  my  daughter^  but 
the  Fates  ftxrhid,  Edward  seeks  to  bresk  with  you  upon  a 
£Edse  and  most  nnwaxrantable  pretence.  I  have  it  on  his  own 
showing ;  in  his  own  hand.  Forgive  me,  if  I  have  had  a 
watch  upon  his  conduct ;  I  am  his  father ;  I  had  a  regard  for 
your  peace  and  his  honour,  and  no  better  resource  was  left 
me.  There  lies  on  his  desk  at  this  moment,  ready  for  trans- 
mission to  you,  a  letter,  in  which  he  tells  you  that  oiu-  poverty 
— our  poverty ;  his  and  mine,  Miss  Ilaredale — forbids  him  to 
pursue  his  claim  upon  yoiu*  hand ;  in  which  he  offers,  volun- 
tarily proposes,  to  free  you  from  your  i)ledge ;  and  talks 
magnanimously  (men  do  so,  very  commonly,  in  such  cases) 
of  being  in  time  more  worthy  your  regard — and  so  £orth. 
A  letter,  to  be  plain,  in  which  he  not  only  jilts  you — ^pardon 
the  word;  I  would  summon  to  your  aid  your  pride  and  dignily 
— not  09ly  jUts  you,  I  fiaar,  in  favour  of  the  object  whose 
slighting  treatment  Brst  inspired  Ms  brief  passion  £ar  yourself 
and  gave  it  birth  in  wounded  vanily,  bat  afiects  to  make  a 
merit  and  a  virtue  of  the  act." 

She  glanced  proudly  at  him  once  more,  as  by  an  involuntary 
impulse,  and  with  a  swelling  breast  rejoined,  "  If  what  you 
say  be  tme,  he  takes  mucli  needless  trouble,  sir,  to  compass 
liis  design.  He  is  very  tender  of  my  peace  of  mind.  I  quite 
thank  him.'* 

Tlie  truth  of  what  I  tell  you,  dear  young  lady,"  he 
replied,  "  you  wiU  test  by  the  receipt  or  non-receipt  of  the 
letter  of  which  I  speak. — Haxedale,  my  dear  fellow,  I  am 
delighted  to  see  you,  although  we  meet  under  singular  oixoum- 
stanoes,  and  upon  a  melancholy  occasion.  I  hope  you  are 
veiy  well." 

At  these  words  the  young  lady  raised  her  eyes,  which  were 
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filled  mih  teen;  and  seemg  tiiat  lier  unele  indeed  stdod 
befine  tiiem,  and  being  quite  vneqiial  to  the  trial  of  hearing 
or  of  speaking  one  word  more,  hurriedly  withdrew,  and  left 
tiiem.  They  stood  looking  at  eaoih  other,  and  at  her  zetoating 
figure,  and  fbr  a  long  time  neither  of  them  spoke. 

What  does  this  mean?  Explain  it,"  said  Mr,  Hmdale 
at  length.    "  "Why  are  3rou  here,  and  why  with  her  ?  " 

"  My  dear  friend,"  rejoined  the  other,  resuming  his  accus- 
tomed manner  with  iniinite  readiness,  and  throwing  himself 
upon  the  bench  with  a  weary  air,  "  you  told  me  not  very  long 
ago,  at  that  delightful  old  tavern  of  which  you  are  the 
esteemed  proprietor  (and  a  most  charming  establishnient  it  is 
for  persons  of  rural  pursuits  and  in  robust  health,  who  are 
not  liable  to  take  cold),  that  I  had  the  head  and  heart  of  an 
evil  spirit  in  all  matters  of  deception.  I  thought  at  the  time ; 
I  really  did  think ;  you  flattered  me.  But  now  I  begin  to 
wonder  at  your  discernment,  and  vanity  apart,  do  honestly 
believe  you  spoke  the  truth.  Did  you  ever  counterfeit 
eirtreme  ingenuousness  and  honest  indignation?  My  dear 
fellow,  you  have  no  conoeption,  if  you  never  did,  how  faint 
the  efiEort  makes  one." 

Mr.  Hazedale  sozreyed  him  with  a  look  of  cold  contempt. 
"  Yon  may  evade  an  explanation,  I  know,"  he  said,  Mding 
his  arms.      But  I  must  have  it.    I  can  wait." 

Not  at  aJL  Not  at  all,  my  good  feUow.  You  shall  not 
wait  a  moment,"  returned  his  friend,  as  he  lazily  crossed  his 
legs.  ''The  simplest  thing  in  Ihe  wodd.  It  Hes  in  a  nut- 
ahelL  Ned  has  writton  h^  a  letter — ahoyish,  hones^  senti- 
mental composition,  wlddk  remains  as  yet  in  his  desk,  because 
he  hasn't  had  the  heart  to  send  it  I  have  taken  a  liberty, 
&r  which  my  parental  bSoc/God,  and  auxiely  are  a  sufBoient 
excuse,  and  possessed  myself  of  the  contents.  I  have  described 
tiiem  to  your  niece  (a  most  enohanting  person,  Haredale; 
quite  an  angelic  creature),  with  a  little  colouring  and  descrixH 
tkm  adapted  to  our  purpose.  It 's  done.  You  may  be  quite 
easy.  It 's  all  over.  Deprived  of  their  adherents  and  medi- 
ators ;  her  i)ride  and  jealousy  roused  to  the  utmost ;  with 
nobody  to  undeceive  her,  and  you  to  confirm  me;  you  will 
find  that  their  intercourse  will  close  with  her  answer.  If  she 
receives  Ned's  letter  by  to-morrow  noon,  you  may  date  their 
parting  from  to-morrow  night.  No  thanks,  I  beg ;  you  owe 
me  none.    I  have  acted  for  myseK;  and  if  I  have  forwarded 


Digitized  by  Google 


BABNABT  BUDOR, 


<mr  oompaot  with  all  the  ardour  even  yoa  oould  Ixave  denzedy 
I  have  done  so  selfifihly,  indeed.'' 

I  curse  the  compact,  as  you  call  it,  with  my  whole  heart 
and  soul,''  letumed  the  other.  It  was  made  in  an  evil  hour. 
I  have  bound  myaelf  to  a  lie;  I  ha^e  leagned  myself  with  yoa; 
and  though  I  did  so  witih  a  zighteoos  motive,  and  though  it 
cost  me  Buoh  an  effint  as  haply  few  men  ^ow,  I  hate  and  . 
despise  myaeilf  for  the  deed." 

Tou  are  Teiy  wann,"  lAod  Mr.  Cheeter  with  a  languid 
smile. 

"  I  am  warm.  I  am  maddened  by  your  ooldneBS.  'Death, 
Chester,  if  your  blood  ran  warmer  in  your  veins,  and  there 
were  no  restraints  upon  me,  such  as  those  that  hold  and  drag 

me  back — well ;  it  is  done ;  you  tell  me  so,  and  on  such  a 
point  I  may  believe  you.  When  I  am  most  remorseful  for 
this  treachery,  I  wiU  think  of  you  and  your  marriage,  and 
try  to  justify  myself  in  such  remembrances,  for  having  torn 
asunder  Emma  and  your  son,  at  any  cost.  Our  bond  is 
cancelled  now,  and  we  may  part." 

Mr.  Chester  kisst^d  his  hand  gracefully ;  and  with  the 
same  tranquil  face  ho  had  preserved  throughout — even  when 
he  had  seen  his  companion  so  tortured  and  transported  by 
his  passion  tliat  his  whole  frame  was  shaken — lay  in  his 
lounging  posture  on  the  seat  and  watched  him  as  he  walked 
away. 

*^  My  scape-goat  and  my  drudge  at  school,"  he  said,  raising 
his  head  to  look  after  him ;  "  my  friend  of  later  days,  who 
oould  not  keep  his  mistress  when  he  had  won  her,  and  threw 
me  in  her  way  to  carry  off  the  prize;  I  triumph  in  the  present 
and  the  past.  Bark  on,  ill-favoured,  ill-conditioned  onr; 
fortune  has  ever  been  with  me— I  like  to  hear  you." 

The  i^t  where  they  had  met,  waa  in  an  avenue  of  trees. 
Mr.  EEaredale  not  passing  out  atk  either  hand,  had  walked 
straight  on.  He  chanced  to  turn  his  head  when  at  some 
considerable  distance,  and  seeing  that  his  late  companion  had 
by  that  time  risen  and  was  looking  after  him,  stood  still  as 
though  he  half  expected  him  to  follow  and  waited  £br  his 
coming  up. 

''It  tnatf  come  to  that  one  day,  but  not  yet,"  said  Mr. 
Chester,  waving  his  hand,  as  though  they  were  the  beet  of 
£*iends,  and  turning  away.  "  Not  yet,  Haredale.  Life  is 
pleasant  enough  to  me;  dull  and  full  of  heaviness^to  you. 
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T^o.  To  orosB  swords  with  such  a  num. — to  indulge  bis 
Inimoar  tinless  upon  extremity — ^would  be  weak  indeed." 

For  ill!  that,  he  drew  his  sword  as  he  walked  rdonp^,  and  in 
axi  absent  humour  ran  liis  eye  from  hilt  to  x^oint  fidl  twenty 
times.  But  thoughtfuLiess  begets  wrinkles ;  remembering 
this,  he  soon  put  it  up,  smoothed  his  contracted  brow, 
hummed  a  gay  tune  with  greater  gaiety  of  maimer,  and  waa 
y^i^^  imruffled  ig^Jf  pgft^iTii 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

A  aovsLT  proverb  leoognises  the  existence  of  a  trouble- 
some  dasB  of  pessons  who,  haying  an  inch  oonoeded  them, 
inR  take  an  dl.  '  Not  to  quote  ti^e  lUuBtrions  exampiLes  of 
those  heroic  soonrgeB  of  mankuid,  whose  amiable  pa&  in  life 
has  been  from  birth  to  death  through  blood,  azid  fire,  and 
ruin,  and  who  would  seem  to  have  existed  for  no  better 
purpose  than  to  teach  mankind  that  as  the  absence  of  x>ain  is 
pleasure,  so  the  earth  purged  of  their  presence,  may  be 
deemed  a  blessed  place — not  to  quote  such  mighty  instances, 
it  will  be  sufficient  to  refer  to  old  John  Willet. 

Old  J ohn  having  long  encroached  a  g-ood  standard  inch,  full 
measure,  on  the  liberty  of  Joe,  and  having  snipped  off  a 
Flemish  ell  in  the  matter  of  the  parole,  grew  so  despotic  and 
so  great,  that  his  thirst  for  conquest  knew  no  bounds.  The 
more  yoimg  Joe  submitted,  the  more  absolute  old  John 
became.  The  eU  soon  £Euied  into  nothing.  Yards,  furlongs, 
miles  arose;  and  on  went  old  John  in  the  pLeasanteet  manner 
^'possible,  trimming  off  an  exuberance  in  this  plaoe,  shearing 
^  away  some  liberty  of  speech  or  action  in  that,  and  oonduoting 
himself  in  his  small  way  with  as  much  high  mightiness  and 
majesty,  as  the  most  glorious  tyrant  that  ever  had  his  statue 
reared  in  the  publie  ways,  of  ancient  or  of  modem  times. 

As  great  men  are  urged  on  to  the  abuse  of  power  (when 
they  need  urging,  which  is  not  often)  by  their  flatterers  and 
dependents,  so  old  John  was  impelled  to  these  exercises  of 
authority  by  the  applause  and  admiration  of  his  Maypole 
cronies,  who,  in  the  intervals  of  their  nightly  pipes  and  pots, 
woidd  shake  their  heads  and  say  that  Mr.  Willet  was  a  father 
of  the  good  old  English  sort ;  that  there  were  no  new-fangled 
notioDs  or  modem  ways  in  him ;  that  he  put  them  in  mind  of 
what  their  fathers  were  when  they  were  boys ;  that  there  was 
no  mistake>bout  him ;  that  it  would  be  well  £at  the  oountxy 
if  there  wer^'.more  like  him,  and  more  was  the  pity  that  there 
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were  not ;  with  many  other  original  remarks  of  that  nature. 
Then  they  would  oondesoendinglj  give  Joe  to  understand  that 
it  was  all  for  his  good,  and  he  would  be  thankful  for  it  one 
di^;  and  in  particular,  Mr.  Cobb  would  aognaint  him,  that 
whm  he  was  his  age,  his  &ther  ilioug^t  no  more  of  giving 
him  a  parental  Iddc,  or  a  box  on  the  ean,  or  a  caff  on  the 
head,  or  some  little  admonitioii  of  that  sort,  than  he  did  of 
any  oiher  ordinary  duty  of  life ;  and  he  would  farther  remai^, 
with  looks  of  great  significance,  that  but  for  this  judicious 
bringing  up,  lie  might  liave  never  been  the  man  lie  was  at 
that  present  speaking;  which  was  probable  enough,  as  he 
was,  beyond  all  question,  the  dullest  dog  of  the  party.  In 
short,  between  old  John,  and  old  Jolm's  friends,  there  never 
was  an  imfortunate  young  fellow  so  bullied,  badgered, 
worried,  fretted,  and  browbeaten;  so  constantly  beset,  or 
made  so  tired  of  his  life,  as  poor  Joe  Willet. 

This  had  come  to  be  the  leoogniaed  and  established  state  of 
things ;  bnt  as  John  was  tbtj  anadous  to  flourish  his  supre- 
macy befofe  the  eiyes  of  Mr.  Chester,  he  did  that  day  exceed 
himself,  and  did  so  goad  and  chafe  his  son  and  heir,  that  but 
£>r  Joe's  having  made  a  solemn  tow  to  keep  his  hands  in  his 
pockets  wh«i  Ihey  weie  not  otherwise  engaged,  it  is  impossihie 
to  say  what  he  might  have  done  with  them.  But  the  longest 
day  has  an  end,  and  at  length  Mr.  Chester  came  down-stairs 
to  mount  his  horse  which  was  ready  at  the  door. 

As  old  John  was  not  in  the  way  at  the  moment,  Joe,  who 
was  sitting  in  the  bar  ruminating  on  his  dismal  fate  and  the 
manifold  perfections  of  DoUy  Varden,  ran  out  to  hold  the 
guest's  sthrup,  and  assist  him  to  mount.  Mr.  Chester  was 
scarcely  in  the  saddle,  and  Joe  was  in  the  very  act  of  making 
him  a  graceful  bow,  when  old  John  came  diving  out  of  the 
porch,  and  coUazed  him. 

"None  of  that,  sir,"  said  John,  ''none  of  that,  sir.  No 
breaking  of  patrtto.  How  daze  yon  come  oat  of  &e  door, 
mr,  wiihoat  leave?  Tou'ze  trying  to  get  away,  sir,  are  you, 
and  to  make  a  traitor  of  yourself  again?  What  do  you  mean, 
air?" 

''Let  me  go,  father,^  said  Joe,  imploringly,  as  he  marked 
the  smile  upon  their  visitor's  face,  and  o})8erved  the  pleasure 
his  disgrace  aiibrded  him.  **  This  is  too  bad.  Who  wants  to 
get  away?" 

''Who  wants  to  get  awayT'  cried  John,  shaking  him. 
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"Why  you  do,  sir,  you  do.  You're  the  boy,  sir,"  added 
John,  collaring  with  one  hand,  and  aiding  the  effect  of  a  fare- 
well bow  to  the  visitor  with  the  other,  that  wants  to  sneak 
into  houses,  and  stir  up  differences  between  noble  genlileiiiea 
and  their  sons,  are  you,  eh  ?    Hold  your  tongne,  air." 

Joe  made  no  effort  to  reply.  It  was  the  crowning  circum- 
stance of  his  degradation.  He  extricated  himsqlf  from  his 
other's  grasp,  darted  an  angry  look  at  the  departing  goest, 
and  returned  into  the  house. 

"  But  for  her/'  thought  Joe,  as  he  threw  his  arms  n^on  a 
table  in  the  common  room,  and  laid  his  head  i^on  them« 
''but for  Dolly,  who  I  couldn't  bear  should  thiidc  me  the 
rascal  tiiey  would  make  me  out  to  be  if  I  ran  away^  this  house 
and  I  shoidd  part  to-night." 

It  being  evening  by  this  time,  Solomon  Daisy,  Tom  Oobb, 
and  Long  Parkes,  were  all  in  the  common  room  too,  and  had 
from  the  window  been  witnesses  of  what  had  just  occurred. 
Mr.  Willet  joining  them  soon  afterwards,  received  the  compli- 
ments of  the  company  with  great  composure,  and  lighting  his 
pipe,  sat  dowTi  among  them. 

"We'll  see,  gentlemen,"  said  John,  after  a  long  pause, 
"  who 's  the  master  of  this  house,  and  who  isn't.  We  '11  see 
whether  boys  are  to  govern  men,  or  men  are  to  govern 
boys." 

"  And  quite  right  too,'*  assented  Solomon  Daisy  with  some 
approving  nods ;  "  quite  right,  Johnny.  Very  good,  Johnny. 
Well  said,  Mr.  Willet.    Brayvo,  sir." 

J ohn  slowly  brought  his  eyes  to  bear  upon  him,  looked  at 
him  for  a  long  time,  and  finally  made  answer  to  the  unspeak- 
able consternation  of  his  hearers,  "  When  I  want  encouragement 
Aom  you,  nr,  I  '11  ask  you  for  it.  You  let  me  alone,  air.  I 
can  get  on  without  you,  I  hope.  Dcn't  you  tadde  me,  sir,  if 
you  please." 

''Don't  take  it  ill,  Johnny;  I  didn't  mean  any  harm," 
pleaded  the  little  man. 

Very  good,  sir,"  said  John,  more  than  usually  obstinata 
after  his  late  success.  ''Never  mind,  sir.  I  can  stand  pretly 
firm  of  myself  sir,  I  believe,  without  being  shored  up  l^you.'* 
And  having  given  utterance  to  this  retort,  Mr.  Willet  fixed  his 
eyes  upon  tilie  boiler,  and  Ibll  into  a  kind  of  tobacco-trance. 

The  q^rits  of  the  company  being  somewhat  danq»ed  1^  thia 
embarrassuig  line  of  ccmduofe  on  the  part  of  their  host,  nothing 
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more  was  said  for  a  long  time ;  but  at  len<^tli  Mr.  Cobb  took 
upon  himself  to  remark,  as  he  rose  to  knock  the  ashes  out  of 
his  pipe,  that  he  hoped  Joe  would  thenceforth  learn  to  obey 
his  fadier  in  all  things ;  that  he  had  found,  that  day,  he  was 
not  one  of  the  sort  of-  men  who  were  to  be  trifled  with;  and 
that  he  wonld  reoommend  him,  poetioally  apeaking,  to  mind 
hjB  ejB  Ibr  the  future. 

''I'd  leoommend  you,  in  zetimiy"  said  Joe,  looldng  up 
with  a  flushed  &oe,  "  not  to  talk  to  me." 

''Hold  your  tongue,  sir,''  cried  Mr.  Willetfc,  «uddeDly 
xousing  himself,  and  turning  round. 

"I  won't,  &ther,"  cried  Joe,  smiting  the  table  with  his  fist, 
so  that  the  jugs  and  glasses  rung  again ;  these  things  are 
hard  enough  to  bear  from  you ;  from  anybody  else  I  never 
will  endure  them  any  more.  Therefore  I  say,  Mr.  Cobb, 
dun't  talk  to  me." 

"Why,  wlio  are  you,"  said  Mr.  Cobb,  sneeringly,  "that 
you  *re  not  to  be  talked  to,  eh,  Joe  ?  " 

To  which  Joe  returned  no  answer,  but  with  a  very  ominous 
shako  of  the  head,  resumed  his  old  position,  which  he  would 
have  peacefully  preserved  until  the  house  shut  up  at  night, 
but  that  Mr.  Cobb,  stimulated  by  the  wonder  of  the  company 
at  the  young  man's  presumption,  retorted  with  sundry  taunts, 
which  proved  too  much  for  flesh  and  blood  to  bear.  Crowding 
into  one  moment  the  vexation  and  the  wrath  of  years,  Joe 
started  up,  overtumed  the  table,  fell  upon  his  long  enemy, 
pummelled  him  with  all  his  might  and  main,  and  finished  by 
driving  him  with  surprising  swiftness  against  a  heap  of 
spittoons  in  one  oomer ;  plunging  into  which,  head  foremost, 
with  a  tremendous  crash,  he  lay  at  full  length  among  the 
ruins,  stunned  and  motionless.  Then,  without  waiting  to 
reoei'Te  the  compliments  of  the  bystanders  on  the  rictory  he 
had  won,  he  retreated  to  his  own  bed-chamber,  and  con- 
sidering himself  in  a  state  of  ai^ge,  piled  all  the  portable 
fbmiture  against  the  door  by  way  d  barricade. 

"  I  have  done  it  now,"  said  Joe,  as  lie  sat  down  upon  his 
bedstead  and  wiped  his  heated  fim.  "  I  knew  it  would  come 
at  last.  The  Maypole  and  I  must  part  company.  I 'm  a  roring 
vagabond — she  hatoa  me  Ibr  eramore — it 's  all  over  , 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

PoTTDSUira  on  his  unhappy  lot,  Joe  sat  and  listened  for  a 
long  time,  expecting  every  moment  to  hear  their  creaking 
footsteps  on  the  stairs,  or  to  be  greeted  by  bis  worthy  father 
with  a  Bommons  to  capitulate  unconditionally^  and  deliver 
himself  up  straightway.  But  neither  voice  nor  footstep  came ; 
and  though  some  distant  eohoes,  as  of  dosing  doors  and 
people  hurrying  in  and  out  of  rooms,  resounding  ftom  tmifi  to 
time  through  the  great  passages,  and  penetrating  to  his 
remote  seclusion,  gave  note  of  unusual  commotion  down-stairs, 
no  nearer  sound  disturbed  his  place  of  retreat,  which  seemed 
the  quieter  for  these  fiur-off  noises,  and  was  as  dull  and  full  of 
gloom  as  any  hermit^s  cell 

It  came  on  darker  and  darker.  The  old-fitshioned  fbrmtue 
of  the  chamber,  which  was  a  kind  of  hospital  for  all  the  in- 
valided moval)les  in  the  house,  grew  indistinct  and  shadowy 
in  its  many  shapes ;  chairs  and  tables,  which  by  day  were  as 
honest  cripples  as  need  be,  assumed  a  doubtful  and  mysterious 
character ;  and  one  old  leprous  screen  of  faded  India  leather 
and  gold  binding,  which  had  kept  out  many  a  cold  breath  of 
air  in  days  of  yore  and  shut  in  many  a  jolly  face,  frowned  on 
him  with  a  spectral  aspect,  and  stood  at  full  heip:ht  in  its 
allotted  comer,  Hke  some  gaimt  ghost  who  waited  to  be 
questioned.  A  portrait  opposite  the  window — a  queer,  old 
grey-eyed  general,  in  an  oval  frame — seemed  to  wink  and 
doze  as  the  light  decayed,  and  at  length,  when  the  last  faint 
glimmering  speck  of  day  went  out,  to  shut  its  eyes  in  good 
earnest,  and  fall  sound  asleep.  There  was  such  a  hush 
and  mystery  about  everything,  that  Joe  could  not  help 
following  its  example ;  and  so  went  off  into  a  slumber  like- 
wise, and  dreamed  of  Dolly,  till  the  dock  of  Chigwell  church 
struck  two. 

StiU  nobody  came.  The  distant  noises  in  the  house  had 
ceased,  and  out  of  doors  all  was  quiet  too ;  save  finr  tiie  occa- 
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sional  barking  of  some  deep-mouthed  dog,  and  the  ehaMng  of 
the  branches  by  the  night  wind.  He  gazed  mournfully  out  of 
window  at  each  well-known  object  as  it  lay  sleeping  in  the 
dim  light  of  the  moon ;  and  creeping  back  to  his  former  seat, 
thought  about  the  late  uproar^  until,  with  long  fhinlring  of,  it 
aeemed  to  have  ooomred  a  month  ago.  Thus,  between  doimgy 
and  thinking,  and  walking  to  the  window  and  looking  out, 
the  night  wore  away;  the  grim  old  screen,  and  tiie  kindzed 
ehairs  and  tables,  began  slowly  to  zereal  themselves  in  their 
aooustomed  toanm;  the  grey-eyed  general  seemed  to  wink  and 
yawn  and  rouse  himself;  and  at  last  he  was  broad  awake 
again,  and  Teiy  unoomfbrtable  and  oold  and  liaggard  he 
looked,  in  the  dull  grey  light  of  morning. 

The  sun  had  begun  to  peep  above  tlie  forest  trees,  and 
already  flung  across  the  curling  mist  bright  bars  of  gold, 
when  Joe  di-opped  from  his  window  on  the  ground  below,  a 
little  bundle  and  his  trusty  stick,  and  prepared  to  descend 
himself. 

It  was  not  a  very  difficult  task;  lor  there  were  so  many 
projections  and  gable  ends  in  the  way,  that  they  formed  a 
series  of  dumsy  stops,  with  no  greater  obstacle  than  a  jump 
of  some  few  feet  at  last  Joe,  with  his  stick  and  bundle  on 
Ids  shoulder,  quickly  stood  on  the  firm  eartli,  and  looked  up 
at  the  (dd  Maypole,  it  might  be  for  the  last  time. 

He  didn't  apostrophise  it,  Ibr  he  was  no  great  scholar.  He 
didn't  curse  it,  for  he  had  little  ill-will  to  give  to  anything  on 
earth.  He  felt  more  affectionate  and  kind  to  it  than  ever  he 
had  done  in  all  his  life  before,  so  said  with  all  his  heart, 
**  God  bless  you !  "  as  a  parting  wish,  and  turned  away. 

He  walked  along  at  a  brisk  pace,  big  with  great  thoughts 
of  going  for  a  soldier  and  dying  in  some  foreign  country 
where  it  was  very  hot  and  sandy,  and  leaving  God  knows 
what  unheard-of  wealth  in  prize-money  to  Dolly,  who  would 
be  veiy  much  adOPocted  when  she  came  to  know  of  it;  and  full 
of  such  youthful  visions,  which  were  sometimes  sanguine  and 
sometimes  melancholy,  but  always  had  her  for  ti^eir  main 
point  and  centre,  pui^hed  on  vigorously  until  the  noise  of 
London  sounded  in  Mb  ears,  and  the  Black  lion  hove  in  sight. 

It  was  only  eight  o'cilook  then,  and  very  much  astonidied 
ihe  Black  Lion  was,  to  see  him  come  walking  in  with  dust 
upon  his  feet  at  that  early  hour,  with  no  grey  mare  to  bear 
him  company.    But  as  he  ordered  breakfast  to  be  got  ready 
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with  all  speed,  and  on  its  being  set  before  him  gave  indis- 
putable tokens  of  a  hearty  appetite,  the  Lion  received  him,  as 
nmial,  with  a  hospitable  welcome ;  and  treated  him,  with  those 
marks  of  distinction^  which,  as  a  regular  customer,  and  one 
within  the  freemasonry  of  the  trade,  he  had  a  right  to  oLaim. 

This  Lion  or  landlord, — ^for  he  was  called  both  man  and 
beast,  by  reason  of  his  having  instructed  the  artist  who 
painted  his  sign,  to  convej  into  the  features  of  the  lordly 
bmto  whose  effigy  it  bore,  as  near  a  counterpart  of  his  own 
face  as  his  skill  could  compass  and  deyise,~-was  a  gentlsmaii 
almost  as  quick  of  apprdiennon,  and  of  almost  as  sabOe  a 
wit,  as  the  mighty  John  hirnwelf.  But  the  diflEiarence  between 
them,  lay  in  this ;  that  whereas  Mr.  Willet^s  extreme  sagacity 
and  acateness  were  the  eflbrts  of  unassisted  nature,  the  Lion 
stood  indebted,  in  no  small  amount,  to  beer;  of  which  he 
swigged  such  copious  draughts,  that  most  of  his  fiiculties 
were  utterly  drowned  and  washed  away,  except  the  one  great 
feculty  of  sleep,  which  he  retained  in  surprising  perfection. 
The  creaking  Lion  over  the  house- door  was,  therefore,  to  say 
the  truth,  rather  a  di'owsy,  tame,  and  feeble  Hon ;  and  as 
these  social  representatives  of  a  savage  class  are  usually  of  a 
conventional  cliaracter  (being  depicted,  for  the  most  part,  in 
impossible  attitudes  and  of  imearthly  colours)  he  was  fre- 
quently supposed  by  the  more  ignorant  and  iminformed 
among  the  neighbours,  to  be  the  veritable  portrait  of  the  host 
as  he  appeared  on  the  occasion  of  some  great  fiineral  cere- 
mony or  public  mourning. 

"  What  noisy  fellow  is  that  in  the  next  room  ?  "  said  Joe, 
when  he  had  disposed  of  his  breakfast,  and  had  washed  and 
brushed  l»vtwifftlf. 

"  A  recruiting  seijeant,"  replied  the  Lion, 

Joe  started  involuntarily.  Here  was  the  Teiy  thing  he  had 
been  dreaming  of,  all  the  way  along. 

"  And  I  wish,''  said  the  Lion,  "  he  was  anywhere  else  but 
here.  The  party  make  noise  enough,  but  they  don't  call  for 
much.  There 's  great  ray  there,  Mr.  Willet,  but  Tesy  little 
wool.   Tour  flEdher  wouMu't  like  'em,  J  know." 

Perhaps  not  much  under  any  circumstances.  Perhaps  if  he 
could  have  known  what  was  passing  at  that  moment  in  Joe's 
mind,  he  would  have  liked  them  stQl  lees. 

^'Jb  he  recruiting  for  a — Ibr  a  fine  r^;iment?'*  said  Joe, 
glancing  at  a  little  round  mirror  that  hung  in  the  bar. 
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"  I  belieye  he  is/'  replied  tlie  host.  "  It 's  much  the  same 
thing,  whatever  regiment  he 's  leeruiting  for.  I told  there 
an't  a  deal  of  difference  between  a  fine  moa  and  another  one, 
ivhen  they  're  shot  through  and  throngh.'* 

"  Thegr're  not  all  dhot^'*  said  Joe. 

''No,"  the  lion  answered^  ''not  alL   Those  that  are- 
supposing  it  'b  done  eaaj — are  the  heat  off  in  my  opinion.'* 
"  Ah ! "  retorted  Joe,  "  but  you  don't  oare  gloxy." 
"For  what?"  said  the  lion. 
"  Glory." 

"  No,"  returned  the  Lion,  with  supreme  indiflference.  "  I 
don't.  You  're  right  in  that,  Mr.  Willet.  When  Glory  comes 
here,  and  calls  for  anything  to  drink  and  clianges  a  guinea  to 
pay  for  it,  I  '11  give  it  him  for  nothing.  It 's  my  belief,  sir, 
that  tlie  Glory's  arms  woiddn't  do  a  very  strong  business." 

These  remarks  were  not  at  all  comforting.  Joe  walked  out, 
stopped  at  the  door  of  the  next  room,  and  listened.  The 
Serjeant  was  describing  a  military  life.  It  was  all  drinking, 
he  said,  except  that  there  were  frequent  intervals  of  eating 
and  love-making.  A  battle  was  the  finest  thing  in  the  world 
— when  your  side  won  it — and  Englishmen  always  did  that. 
"  Supposing  you  should  be  killed,  sir  ?  "  said  a  timid  voice  in 
one  comer.  "  Well,  sir,  supposing  you  should  be,"  said  the 
Serjeant,  ''what  then?  Your  country  loves  you,  sir;  his 
Majeeiy  King  George  the  Third  loTes  you ;  your  memory  is 
honoured,  revered,  respeoted;  everybody's  fond  of  you,  and 
grateful  to  you  ;  your  name 's  wrote  down  at  fiill  length  in  a 
book  in  the  War^ffioe.  Damme,  gentlemen,  we  must  all  die 
aome  time,  or  another,  eh  ?  " 

The  voice  conghedt  and  eaid  no  more. 

Joe  walked  into  the  room.  A  group  of  half-a-doMn  fallows 
had  gathered  iogeiher  in-  the  tap-room,  and  were  Uatening 
wilh  greedy  ears.  One  of  them,  a  carter  in  a  smook  firooik, 
seemed  wavering  and  disposed  to  enlist.  The  rest,  who  were 
hy  no  means  disposed,  strongly  urged  him  to  do  so  (aooording 
to  the  custom  of  manldnd),  backed  the  seijeanf  s  arguments, 
and  grinned  among  themselves.  "  I  say  nothing,  hoys,"  said 
Hie  Serjeant,  who  sat  a  little  apart  drinking  his  liquor.  For 
lads  of  spirit" — ^here  he  cast  an  eye  on  Joe — "this  is  the 
time.  I  don't  want  to  inveigle  you.  The  king  's  not  come  to 
that,  I  hope.  Brisk  young  blood  is  what  we  want ;  not  milk 
and  water.    We  won't  take  £ve  men  out  of  six.    We  want 
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top-sawyers,  we  do.  I'm  not  a-goiag  to  tell  tales  ovit  of 
school,  but,  damme,  if  eveiy  gentLemaii's  son  that  carries  arms 
in  our  corps,  through  being  under  .a  doud  and  having  littilie 
differenoes  with  his  xe^aHam,  was  counted  up — ^here  his  eye 
feu  on  Joe  again,  and  so  goodnaturedly,  that  Joe  beckoned 
him  out.   He  came  direeti|y. 

**  Ton  're  a  gentiemaiiy  bgr  Gh— ! "  waa  his  first  xematk,  as 
he  slapped  him  on  the  back.  You  're  a  gentteman  in  dis- 
guise.   So  am  I.   Let 's  swear  a  fiiendship.'' 

Joe  didn't  eocactly  do  that,  but  he  shook  hands  with  him, 
and  thanked  him  ibr  his  good  opinion. 

"  You  want  to  serre,''  said  his  new  fiiend.  "  You  ahalL 
You  were  made  for  it.  You're  one  of  us  by  nature. 
What  'U  you  take  to  driiik  ?  *' 

"Nothing  just  now,"  replied  Joe,  smiling  faintly.  ".I 
haven't  quite  made  up  my  mind." 

"A  mettlesome  fellow  like  you,  and  not  made  up  his 
mind!"  cried  the  Serjeant,  "Here — let  me  give  the  bell  a 
pull,  and  you'll  make  up  youx  mind  in  half  a  minute,  I 
know." 

"You're  right  so  far" — answered  Joe,  "for  if  you  pull 
the  bell  here,  where  I 'm  kno\sTi,  there  '11  bo  an  end  of  my 
soldiering  inclinatioDS  in  no  time.  Look  in  my  face.  You 
see  me,  do  you  ?  " 

**  I  do,"  replied  the  serjeaut  with  an  oath,  "  and  a  finer 
jmmg  fellow  or  one  better  qualified  to  serve  his  king  and 
country,  I  never  set  my  " — he  used  an  adyectiTe  in  this  place 
— "  eyes  on." 

«  Thank  you,"  said  Joe,  "  I  didn't  aak  you  for  want  of  a 
compliment,  but  thank  you  all  the  same.  Do  I  lode  like  a 
sneaking  fellow  or  a  liar  ?  " 

The  seijeant  x^oined  with  mai^  choice  aasevierations  that 
he  didn't ;  and  diat  if  his  (the  seijeanf  s)  own  'fiMher  wwe  to 
say  he  did,  he  would  run  the  old  gentlemian  through  the  body 
chesrAjlly,  and  consider  it  a  meritonous  action. 

Joe  expressed  his  obligationsy  and  continued,  ^'Yon  can 
trust  me  tiien,  and  credit  what  I  say.  I  believe  I  shall  enlist 
into  your  regiment  to-night.  The  reason  I  don't  do  so  now  is 
because  I  don't  want  until  to-night,  to  do  what  I  can't  recaL 
Where  shall  I  find  you  this  evening  ?  " 

His  friend  replied  with  some  unwillingness,  and  aft^r  much 
ineHectuiii  entreaty  having  for  its  object  the  immediate  settle- 
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ment  of  the  business,  that  Ms  quarters  would  bo  at  the 
Crooked  Billet  in  Tower-street;  where  he  would  be  fouud 
waking  until  midniglxt^  and  sleeping  until  breakfast  time 
to-morrow. 

'*  And  if  I  do  come— which  it 's  a  million  to  one,  I  shall— 
wlien  will  you  take  me  out  of  London  ?  "  demanded  Joe. 

"  To-morrow  morning,  at  half  after  ei^t  o'oloGk/'  replied 
iifte  Serjeant.  You  'U  go  abroad — a  ooontry  where  it  'a  all 
Bonithiiift  and  phmder — 1^  fioeat  climate  in  the  world." 

To  go  abroad,"  said  Joe,  shaking  Wida  with  him,  ''ia 
Hie  very  thing  I  want.    Yoa  may  expect  me." 

Yoa  're  ti^e  kind  of  lad  for  us,"  cried  the  seijeant,  holding 
Joe's  hand  in  his,  in  the  ezeess  of  his  admiration.  "  You  're 
the  boy  to  push  your  fortune.  I  don't  say  it  because  I  Lear 
you  any  envy,  or  would  take  away  from  the  credit  of  the  rise 
you  *11  make,  but  if  I  had  been  bred  and  taught  like  you,  I 'd 
have  been  a  colonel  by  this  time." 

"Tush  man!"  said  Joe,  I 'm  not  so  young  as  that. 
Needs  must  when  the  devil  drives;  and  the.deTil  that  drives 
me  is  an  empty  pocket  and  an  unhappy  home.  For  the 
preoont,  good-l^." 

''For  king  and  ooontiy!"  cried  the  ee^eaat^  flourishing 
his  cap. 

''  For  brad  and  meat ! "  cried  Joe,  snapping  his  flngeia. 

And  so  they  parted. 
He  had  very  little  money  in  his  pocket ;  so  litde  indeed, 

that  after  paying  for  his  breakfast  (which  he  was  too  honest 
and  perhaps  too  proud  to  score  up  to  his  father's  charge)  he 
had  but  a  penny  left.  He  had  courage,  notwithstanding,  to 
resist  all  the  affectionate  importunities  of  the  Serjeant,  who 
waylaid  him  at  the  door  with  many  protestations  of  eternal 
friendship,  and  did  in  particidar  request  that  he  would  do  liim 
the  £EiT0ur  to  accept  of  only  one  shilling  as  a  temporary  accom- 
modation. Kejecting  his  offers  both  of  cash  and  credit,  Joe 
walked  away  with  stick  and  bundle  as  before,  bent  upon  getting 
through  the  day  as  he  best  could,  and  going  down  to  the  lock- 
smith's in  the  dusk  of  the  evening;  for  it  should  go  hard,  he 
hadiesclved,  but  he  wouM  have  a  parting  word  wi&oharming 
Dolly  Yarden. 

He  vrent  out  by  Islington  and  so  on  to  Highgate,  and  sat 
on  many  stones  and  gates,  but  there  were  no  voices  in  the 
bells  to  bid  liiiu  turn.    Since  the  time  of  noble  Wliittington, 
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taai  flower  of  merohaais,  beills  liave  oome  to  haTe  lees  sympathy 
with  humankind.    They  only  ring  for  money  and  on  state 

occasions.  Wanderers  have  increased  in  number  ;  ships  leave 
the  Thames  for  distant  regions,  carrying  fi'om  stem  to  stem  no 
other  cargo ;  the  bells  are  silent ;  they  ring  out  no  entreaties 
or  regrets ;  they  are  used  to  it  and  have  gro-^ni  woi  Idly. 

Joe  bought  a  roll,  and  reduced  his  purse  to  the  conditioii 
(with  a  difference)  of  that  celebrated  purse  of  Fortunatus, 
which,  whatever  were  its  favoured  owner's  necessities,  had 
one  imvaiying  amoimt  in  it.  In  these  real  times,  when  all 
the  Fairies  are  dead  and  buried,  there  axe  still  a  great  xnai^ 
purees  which  possess  that  quality.  The  sum-total  they  oom- 
tain  is  eoLpxeeaed  in  arithmetic  by  a  circle,  and  whether  it  be 
added  to  or  multiplied  by  its  own  amoimt,  the  result  of  tiie 
problem  is  more  easily  stated  than  any  known  in  figures. 

Evening  drew  on  at  last  With  the  desolate  and  solitary 
feeling  of  one  who  had  no  home  or  shelter,  and  was  alone 
utterly  in  the  world  for  the  first  time,  he  bent  his  steps 
towards  the  locksmith's  house.  He  had  delayed  tiU  now, 
knowing  that  Mrs.  Varden  sometimes  went  out  alone,  or  with 
Miggs  for  her  sole  attendant,  to  lectures  in  the  evening ;  and 
devoutly  hopiog  that  this  might  be  one  of  her  nights  of  moral 
culture. 

He  had  walked  up  and  down  before  the  house,  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  way,  two  or  three  times,  when  as  he  re- 
turned to  it  again,  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  fluttering  skirt  at 
the  door.  It  was  Dolly's — to  whom  else  could  it  belong?  no 
dress  but  hers  had  such  a  flow  as  that.  He  plucked  up  his 
spirits,  and  followed  it  into  the  workshop  of  the  Gkdden  Key. 

His  darkening  the  door  caused  her  to  look  round.  Oh  tibat 
face !  « If  it  hadn't  been  for  that,"  thought  Joe,  "  I  should 
never  have  walked  into  poor  Tom  Cobb.  She  *8  twenty  times 
handsomer  than  ever.    She  might  marry  a  Lord  ! " 

He  didn't  say  this.  He  only  thought  it — perhaps  looked  it 
also.  Dolly  was  glad  to  see  him,  and  was  so  sorry  her  father 
and  mother  were  away  from  home.  Joe  begged  she  wouldn't 
mention  it  on  any  account. 

Dolly  hesitated  to  lead  the  way  into  the  parlour,  for  there 
it  was  nearly  dark ;  at  the  same  time  she  hesitated  to  stand 
talking  in  the  workshop,  which  was  yet  light  and  open  to  the 
street.  They  had  got  by  some  means,  too,  befoie  the  little 
fbrge;  and  Joe  having  her  hand  in  his  (which  he  had  no 
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rigbi  to  have,  foot  Dolly  only  gave  it  liim  to  shake),  it  was  so 
like  siandiii^^  before  some  homelj  altar  being  married,  that  it 

was  the  most  embarrassing  state  of  things  in  the  world. 

"  I  have  come,"  said  Joe,  ^'  to  say  good-bye — to  say  good- 
bye for  I  don't  know  how  majay  years;  perhaps  for  ever, 
1  am  going  abroad." 

Now  this  was  exactly  what  ho  should  not  have  said.  Here 
he  was,  talking  like  a  gentleman  at  large  who  was  free  to 
come  and  go  and  roam  about  the  world  at  his  pleasure,  when 
that  gallant  coachmaker  had  vowed  but  the  night  before  that 
Miss  Varden  held  him  bound  in  adamantine  chains  ;  and  had 
pofiitiTeij  stated  in  so  many  words  that  she  was  killing  him 
by  inches,  and  that  in  a  fbrtnight  more  or  thereabouts  he 
expected  to  make  a  decent  end  ttod  leave  the  business  to  his 
mother. 

Dolly  released  her  hand  and  said  Indeed!"  She  re- 
marked in  the  same  breath  that  it  was  a  fine  night,  and  in 
short,  betrayed  no  more  emotion  tlian  the  forge  itself. 

I  couldn't  go,"  said  Joe,  "  without  coming  to  see  you.  I 
hadn't  the  heart  to." 

Dolly  was  more  sorry  than  she  could  teU,  that  he  should  • 
have  taken  so  much  trouble.    It  was  such  a  long  way,  and  he 
must  have  such  a  deal  to  do.   And  how  vm  Mr.  WiUet — ^that 
dear  old  gentleman — " 

"  Is  this  all  you  say  !  "  cried  Joe. 

All !  Good  gracious,  what  did  the  man  expect !  She  was 
obliged  to  take  her  apron  in  her  hand  and  ran  her  eyes  along 
the  hem  from  comer  to  coiner,  to  keep  herself  from  laughing 
in  his  iaee; — ^not  because  his  gaze  confbsed  her — ^not  at  alL 

Joe  had  small  experience  in  love  affidrs,  and  had  no  notion 
how  different  young  ladies  are  at  different  times  ;  he  had  ex- 
pected to  take  Dolly  up  again  at  the  very  point  wliero  lie  had 
left  her  after  that  delicious  evening  ride,  and  was  no  more 
prepared  for  such  an  alteration  than  to  see  the  sun  and  moon 
change  places.  He  had  buoyed  himself  up  all  day  with  an 
indistinct  idea  that  she  would  certainly  say  "Don't  go,"  or 
'*  Don't  leave  us,"  or  Why  do  you  go  ?  "  or  "  Why  do  you 
leave  us  ?  "  or  would  give  him  some  little  encouragement  of 
that  sort;  he  had  even  entertained  the  possibility  dhiet  burst- 
ing into  tears,  of  her  throwing  herself  into  his  arms,  of  her 
lulling  down  in  a  fainting  fit  without  previous  word  or  sign ; 
but  any  approach  to  such  a  Ime  of  coiuluot  as  this,  had  been 
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so  far  from  liis  thoughts  that  he  could  onlj  look  at  her  in 
,  aileut  wonder. 

Dolly  in  the  mean  while  turned  to  the  comers  of  her  apron, 
and  measured  the  sides,  and  smoothed  out  the  wrinkles,  and 
was  as  silent  as  he.  At  last,  after  a  long  pause,  Joe  said 
good-bye.  ''Good-bye^" — said  DoUy — with  as  pleasant  a 
smile  as  if  he  were  going  into  the  next  street^  and  wore  oomiiig 
baok  to  sapper ;  good-bye." 

" Come"  said  Joe^  puttiBg  out  boih  his  hands,  DoUy, 
dear  Dolly,  don't  let  us  part  like  this.  I  lore  yoa  dearly, 
with  all  my  heart  and  soul;  with  as  much  troth  and  earnest- 
ness as  ever  man  loved  woman  in  this  wofld,  I  do  believe.  I 
am  a  poor  feUow,  as  you  know — poorer  now  than  ever,  for  I 
have  fled  from  home,  not  being  able  to  bear  it  any  longer, 
and  must  fight  my  own  way  without  help.  You  are  beautiful, 
admired,  are  loved  by  everybody,  are  weU  off  and  happy ;  and 
may  you  ever  be  so  !  Heaven  forbid  I  should  ever  make  you 
otherwise;  but  give  me  a  word  of  comfort.  Say  something 
kind  to  mo.  I  have  no  right  to  expect  it  of  you,  I  know,  but 
I  ask  it  because  I  love  you,  and  shaU  treasure  the  slightest 
word  from  you  aU  through  my  li£d.  Dolly,  dearest^  have  yon- 
nothing  to  say  to  me  ?  " 

No.  Nothing.  DoUy  was  a  coquette  by  nature,  and  a 
spoilt  child.  She  had  no  notion  of  being  oanied  by  stoirm  in 
this  way.  The  ooachmaker  would  have  been  dissolved  in 
tears,  and  would  have  knelt  down,  and  called  himself  names, 
and  clasped  his  hands,  and  beat  his  breast,  and  tugged  wildly 
at  his  cravat,  and  done  all  kinds  of  poetry.  Joe  had  no 
business  to  be  going  abroad.  He  had  no  right  to  be  able  to 
do  it.    If  he  was  in  adamantine  chains,  he  couldn't. 

"I  have  said  good-bye,"  said  Dolly,  "twice.  Take  your 
arm  away  directly,  Mr.  Joseph,  or  I  'U  caU  Miggs." 

"  I  *n  not  reproach  you,"  answered  Joe,  "it's  my  fault,  no 
doubt.  1  have  thought  sometimes  that  you  didn't  quite 
despise  me,  but  I  was  a  fool  to  think  so.  Every  one  must, 
who  has  seen  the  li£d  I  have  led — you  most  of  alL  God  bless 
you!" 

He  was  gone,  aotually  gone.  DoUy  waited  a  little  whUe, 
thinlring  he  would  return,  peeped  out  at  the  door,  looked  up 
the  street  and  down  as  wdl  as  the  increasing  darkness  would 
allow,  came  in  again,  waited  a  little  longer,  went  up-sturs 
humming  a  tune,  bolted  herself  in,  laid  her  head  down  on  her 
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bed,  and  cried  as  if  her  heart  would  break.  And  yet  soxh 
'  natures  are  made  up  of  so  many  contradiotionB,  that  if  Joe 
Willei  liad  oome  back  that  night,  next  day,  next  week,  next 
month,  the  odds  are  a  hundred  to  one  ahe  would  hm  treated 
him  in  the  very  same  manner,  and  have  wept  ioat  it  afterwards 
with  the  very  same  distress. 

She  had  no  sooner  left  the  workshop  than  there  cantiously 
peered  out  fioni  bcliiiid  the  chimney  of  the  forge,  a  fiice  wlacli 
had  ahx3ady  emerged  from  the  same  concealment  twice  or 
thrice,  unseen,  and  whicli,  after  satisfying  itself  that  it  was 
now  alone,  was  followed  by  a  leg,  a  shoulder,  and  so  on  by 
degrees,  until  the  form  of  Mr.  Tappertit  stood  confessed,  with 
a  broT?vTi  paper  cap  stuck  negligently  on  one  side  of  its  head, 
and  its  arms  very  much  a-kimbo. 

"  Have  my  ears  deceived  me,"  said  the  'Prentice,  *'  or  do  I 
dream  !  am  I  to  thank  thee,  Fortun',  or  to  cus  thee — which  ?  " 

He  gravely  descended  from  his  elevation,  took  down  his 
piece  of  looking-glass,  planted  it  against  the  waU  upon  the 
usual  bench,  twisted  his  head  round,  and  looked  doeely  at 
his  legs. 

**  If  they  're  a  dream,"  said  Sim,  **  let  aoulptures  have  such 
wisions,  and  chisel  'em  out  when  thej  wake.  This  is  reality'. 
Sleep  has  no  such  limbs  as  them.  Tremble,  WiUet^  and 
despair.    She 's  mine  !    She 's  mine ! " 

With  these  triumphant  expressions,  he  seized  a  hammer 
and  dealt  a  heavy  Idow  at  a  vice,  which  in  his  mind's  eye 
represented  the  sconce  or  head  of  Joseph  Willet  That  done, 
he  burst  into  a  peal  of  laughter  which  startled  Miss  Migga 
even  in  her  distant  kitchen,  and  dipping  his  head  into  a  bowl 
of  water,  had  recourse  to  a  jack-towel  inside  the  doaet  door, 
whidi  served  the  double  purpose  of  smothering  hisliaelings 
and  dr}  ing  his  fiioe. 

Joe,  disconsolate  and  down-hearted,  but  full  of  courage  too, 
on  leaving  the  locksmith's  house  made  the  best  of  his  way  to 
the  Crooked  Billet,  and  there  inquired  for  his  friend  the 
Serjeant,  who,  expecting  no  man  less,  received  him  with 
open  arms.  In  the  course  of  five  minutes  after  his  arrival  at 
tliat  liouse  of  entertain mont,  he  was  enrolled  amoug  llio 
gallant  defenders  of  his  native  land ;  and  witliin  halt'  an  liour, 
was  regaled  with  a  steaming  supper  of  boiled  tripe  and 
onions,  prepared,  as  his  friend  assured  him  more  than  once, 
at  the  express  command  of  his  most  Sacred  Majesty  the  King. 
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To  Mb  mealy  trliioh  tasted  ^eiy  tummiy  after  his  long 
&8ting,  he  did  ample  justice ;  and  when  he  had  followed  it 
up,  or  down,  with  a  variety  of  loyal  and  patriotic  toasts,  he 
was  conducted  to  a  straw  mattress  in  a  lofib  oyer  the  stable, 
and  locked  in  there  for  the  night. 

The  next  morning,  he  found  that  the  obliging  care  of  his 
martial  friend  had  decorated  his  hat  with  sundry  parti- 
oolouxed  streamers,  which  made  a  very  lively  appearance; 
and  in  company  "with  that  officer,  and  three  other  military 
gentlemen  newly  enrolled^  who  were  imder  a  doud  so  dense 
that  it  only  left  three  ahoes,  a  boot,  and  a  coat  and  a  half 
visible  among  them,  repaired  to  the  river-side.  Here  they 
were  joined  by  a  corporal  and  fbnr  more  heroes,  of  whom  two 
were  drunk  and  daring,  and  two  sober  and  penitent,  but  each 
of  whom,  like  Joe,  had  his  dusty  stidc  amd  bundle.  The 
party  embarked  in  a  passage-boat  bound  Ibr  Gravesend, 
whence  they  were  to  proceed  on  foot  to  Chatham ;  the  wind 
was  in  their  favour,  and  they  soon  left  London  behind  them, 
a  mere  dark  mist — a  giant  phantom  in  the  air. 
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CHAPTER  XXXn. 

MiSFOBTXTNESy  saith  the  adage,  never  oome  singly.  There 
is  little  doubt  that  troubles  are  exceedingly  gregarious  in 
their  nature,  and  flying  in  flocks,  are  apt  to  perch  capriciously ; 
crowding  on  the  heads  of  some  poor  wights  until  there  is  not 
an  inch  of  room  left  on  tlieir  unlucky  crowns,  and  taking  no 
more  notice  of  others  who  offer  as  good  resting-places  for  the 
soles  of  their  feet,  than  if  they  had  no  existence.    It  may 
have  happened  that  a  flight  of  troubles  brooding  over  London, 
and  looking  out  for  Josepk  Willet,  whom  they  couldn't  find, 
darted  down  liap-hazard  on  the  flrst  young  man  that  caught 
their  iasicy,  and  settled  on  him  instead.    However  this  may 
be,  certain  it  is  that  on  the  very  day  of  Joe's  departure  they 
swarmed  about  the  ears  of  Edward  Chester,  and  did  so  buzs 
and  flap  their  wings,  and  persecute  him,  that  he  was  most 
proifoundly  wretched. 

It  was  evening,  and  just  eight  o'clock,  when  he  and  his 
father,  lia\dng  wine  and  dessert  set  before  them,  were  left  to 
themselves  for  the  first  time  that  day.  They  liad  dined 
together,  but  a  tliird  person  had  been  present  during  the 
.  meal,  and  until  tliey  met  at  table  they  had  not  seen  each 
other  since  the  previous  night. 

Edward  was  reserved  and  silent,  Mr.  Chester  was  more  than 
usually  gay ;  but  not  oaring,  as  it  seemed,  to  open  a  conversa- 
tion with  one  whoso  humour  was  so  different,  he  vented  the 
lightness  of  his  spirit  in  smiles  and  sparkling  looks,  and  made 
no  effort  to  awaken  his  attention.  So  they  remained  for  some 
time:  the  Mher  lying  on  a  sofiEi  with  his  accustomed  air  of  grace- 
ful negligence ;  the  son  seated  opposite  to  him  with  downcast 
eyes,  busied,  it  was  plain,  with  padnful  and  uneasy  thoughts. 

*'  My  dear  Edward,"  said  Mr.  Chester  at  length,  with  a 
most  engaging  laugh,  "  do  not  extend  your  drowsy  influence 
to  the  decanter.  SuiTer  tluit  to  circulate,  let  your  spirits  be 
never  so  stagnant." 
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Edward  begged  his  pardon,  passed  it,  aud  relapsed  into  his 
former  state. 

"You  do  wrong  not  to  fill  your  glass,"  said  Mr.  Chester, 
holding  up  his  o\vu  before  the  lifrht.  "  Wine  in  moderation 
— not  in  excess,  for  that  makes  men  ugly — has  a  thousand 
pleasant  influences.  It  brightens  tlie  eye,  improves  the  voice, 
imparts  a  new  vivacity  to  one's  thoughts  and  conyersation : 
you  shoidd  try  it,  Nod." 

"  Ah  fatlioV  !  "  cried  his  son,  "  if—  " 

**  My  good  fellow,"  interposed  the  parent  hastily,  as  he  set 
down  his  glaASf  and  raised  his  eyebrows  with  a  startled  and 
horrified  expression,  **  for  heaven's  sake  don't  call  me  by  that 
obsolete  and  andent  name.  Have  some  regard  for  delicairjr. 
Am  I  grey,  or  wrinkled,  do  I  go  on  crutches,  have  I  lost  my 
teeth,  that  you  adopt  suoh  a  mode  of  addzess  f  Good  God» 
how  yeorjr  coarse  I " 

"I  was  about  to  speak  to  yoa  from  my  hearty  sir," 
letmnM  Edward,  ''in  the  oonfidanoe  which  ahould  fldbsirt 
between  us ;  and  you  oheok  me  in  the  outset" 

**  Now  do,  Ned,  do  not,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  raising  his  delkata 
hand  imploringly,  talk  in  lhat  monstrous  manner.  About  to 
speak  ftom  your  heart.  Don't  you  know  that  the  heart  is  an 
ingenious  part  of  our  formation — the  centre  of  the  blood-vessels 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing — ^which  has  no  more  to  do  wifh 
what  you  say  or  think,  than  your  knees  have  ?  How  can  you 
be  so  very  vulgar  and  absurd?  These  anatomical  allusions 
should  be  left  to  gentlemen  of  the  medical  profession.  They  are 
really  not  agreeable  in  society.    You  quite  surprise  me,  Ned.'* 

**  Well !  there  are  no  such  things  to  wound,  or  heal,  or  . 
have  regard  for.    I  know  your  creed,  sir,  and  will  say  no 
more,"  returned  liis  son. 

"There  again,"  said  Mr.  Chester,  sipping  his  wine,  **you 
arc  wrong.  I  distinctly  say  there  are  such  things.  We  know 
there  are.  The  hearts  of  animals — of  bullocks,  sheep,  and  so 
forth — are  cooked  and  devoured,  as  I  am  told,  by  the  lower 
classes,  with  a  vast  deal  of  relish.  Men  are  sometimes  stabbed 
to  the  heart,  sliot  to  the  heart ;  but  as  to  speaking  from  the 
heart,  or  to  the  heart,  or  being  warm-hearted,  or  cold-hearted, 
cor  broken-hearted,  or  being  all  heart,  or  having  no  heart — 
psh !  these  things  are  nonsense,  Ned." 

No  doubt,  sir,"  returned  his  SOU,  seeing  tiiat  ha  paused 
for  him  to  speak.      No  doubt." 
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''There's  Haxedale's  nieoe,  your  late  flame/'  aaid  llr. 
Chester,  as  a  careless  illustratiofii  of  his  meaning.  "No 
doubt  in  your  mind  she  was  all  heart  onoe.  Now  she  has 
none  at  alL   Yet  she  is  Che  same  person,  Ned,  exactly." 

She  is  a  changed  person,  sir,"  cried  Edward,  xeddfining; 
**  and  changed  by  vile  means,  I  believe." 

**  You  have  had  a  cool  dismissal,  have  you  ? "  said  liis 
father.  "  Poor  Ned !  I  told  you  last  night  what  would 
liappen. — May  I  ask  you  for  the  nut-rrackers  ?  " 

"  She  has  been  tampered  with,  and  most  treacherously 
deceivod,"  cried  Edward,  rising  from  his  seat.  I  nev(»r 
will  believe  that  the  knowledge  of  my  real  position,  given  her 
by  myself,  has  worked  this  change.  I  know  she  is  beset 
and  tortured.  But  though  our  contract  is  at  an  end,  and 
broken  past  all  redemption ;  though  I  charge  upon  her  want 
of  firmness  and  want  of  troth,  bofli  to  herself  and  me ;  I  do 
not  now,  and  never  wiU  believe,  that  any  sordid  motive, 
or  her  own  mibiassed  will,  has  led  her  to  this  course — 
never! " 

You  make  me  blush,"  returned  his  father  gaily,  *'  for  the 
IbUy  of  your  nature,  in  which — but  we  never  know  ourselves 
— I  dcvoutl}^  hope  there  is  no  reflection  of  my  own.  With 
regard  to  the  young  lady  herself,  she  has  done  what  is  very 
uatui'al  and  proper,  my  dear  fellow ;  what  you  yourself  pro- 
posed, as  I  leum  from  Ilaredale ;  and  what  I  predicted — with 
no  great  exercise  of  sagacity — she  would  do.  She  supposed 
you  to  be  rich,  or  at  least  quite  rich  enough ;  and  found  you 
poor.  Marriage  is  a  civil  contract;  peo^  many  to  better 
their  worldly  condition  and  improve  appearances;  it  is  an 
tdSedx  of  house  and  fiimitare,  of  liveries,  servants,  equipage, 
and  so  forth.  The  lady  being  poor  and  you  poor  also,  there 
is  an  end  of  the  matter.  You  cannot  enter  upon  these  con- 
siderationsy  and  have  no  manner  of  business  with  tiie  cere- 
mony. I  drink  her  heallh  in  this  glass,  and  respect  and 
honour  her  for  her  extreme  good  sense.  It  is  a  lesson  to  you. 
Fill  yours,  Ned." 

It  is  a  lesson,'*  returned  his  son,  "  by  which  I  hope  I 
may  never  profit,  and  if  years  and  their  experience  impress 
it  on—" 

'*  Don't  say  on  the  heart,"  interposed  his  father. 
**  On  men  wliom  the  world  and  its  hjq)Ocri8y  have  spoiled," 
said  Edward  warmly;  "  Heaven  keep  me  fi?om  its  knowledge." 
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**  Come,  sir,"  returned  his  father,  raising  himself  a  little 
on  the  sofa,  and  looking-  straight  towards  him  ;  "we  have 
had  enough  of  this.  Remember,  if  you  please,  your  interest, 
your  duty,  your  moral  obligations,  your  filial  ail'ections,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing  which  it  is  so  very  delightful  and 
charming  to  reflect  upon ;  or  you  will  repent  it." 

**  I  shall  never  repent  the  preservation  of  my  self-respect, 
sir,"  said  Edward.  "  Forgive  me  if  I  say  that  I  will  not 
sacrifice  it  at  your  bidding,  and  that  I  will  not  pursue  the 
track  which  you  would  have  me  take,  and  to  which  the  secret 
share  you  have  had  in  this  late  separation  tends.*' 

His  ^Either  lose  a  little  higher  still,  and  looking  at  him  bb 
though  curious  to  know  if  he  were  quite  resolved  and  eaziiiesty 
dropx)ed  gently  down  again,  and  said  in  the  calmest  voice — 
eating  his  nute  meanwhile, 

"  Edward,  my  £G^er  had  a  son,  who  being  a  fool  like  you, 
and,  like  you,  entertaining  low  and  disobedient  sentimentBi,  he 
disinherited  and  cursed  one  morning  after  breakftst  The 
dionmstanod  occurs  to  me  with  a  siuQilar  deamess  of  reo(d« 
lection  this  evening.  I  remember  eating  mufBns  at  the  time^ 
with  marmalade.  He  led  a  miserable  life  (the  son,  I  mean) 
and  died  early ;  it  was  a  happy  release  on  all  accounts ;  be 
degraded  the  family  veiy  mucb.  It  is  a  sad  circumstance, 
Edward,  when  a  fitther  finds  it  necessary  to  resort  to  snob 
strong  measures/' 

''It  is,*'  replied  Edward,  "and  it  is  sad  when  a  son, 
proffering  him  his  love  and  duty  in  their  best  and  truest 
sense,  finds  himself  repelled  at  every  turn,  and  forced  to  dis- 
obey. Dear  father,'*  he  added,  more  earnestly  though  in  a 
gentler  tone,  I  have  reflected  many  times  on  what  occurred 
between  us  when  we  first  discussed  this  subject.  Let  there 
be  a  confidence  between  us;  not  in  terms,  but  truth.  Hear 
what  I  have  to  say." 

"  As  I  anticipate  what  it  is,  and  cannot  fail  to  do  so, 
Edward,"  returned  his  fatlier  coldly,  "I  decline.  I  couldn't 
possibly.  I  am  sure  it  would  put  me  out  of  temper,  which  is 
a  state  of  mind  I  can't  endure.  If  you  intend  to  mar  my 
plans  for  your  establishment  in  life,  and  the  preservation  of 
that  gentility  and  becoming  pride,  which  our  family  have  so 
long  Biistained — if,  in  short,  you  are  resolved  to  take  your 
own  course,  you  must  take  it^  and  my  curse  with  it.  I  am 
veiy  eony,  but  there's  really  no  alternative." 
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"The  curse  may  pass  your  lips,"  said  Edward,  "but  it  will 
be  but  empty  breath.  I  do  not  believe  that  any  man  on 
earth  has  greater  power  to  call  one  down  upon  his  fellow — 
least  of  all,  upon  his  own  child — than  he  has  to  make  one 
drop  of  rain  or  fliiko  of  snow  fall  from  the  clouds  above  us  at 
his  impious  bidding.    Beware,  sir,  what  you  do." 

You  are  so  very  irreligious,  so  exceedingly  undutiful,  so 
horribly  profane,"  rejoined  his  father,  turning  his  face  lazily 
towards  him,  and  crackiag  another  nut,  "  that  I  positively 
must  interrupt  you  here.  It  is  quite  impossible  we  can  con> 
tinue  to  go  on,  upon  such  terms  as  these.  If  you  will  do 
me  the  favour  to  ring  the  bell,  th^  servant  will  Ihow  70a  to 
the  door.  Return  to  this  roof  no  more,  I  beg  you.  Go,  sir, 
since  you  have  no  moral  Bense  remaining;  and  go  to  the 
Devil,  at  my  express  desire.    Good  day.** 

Edward  left  the  room  without  another  irord  or  look^  and 
tuned  his  back  upon  the  house  for  ever. 

The  Mher^B  face  was  slig^y  flushed  and  heated,  but  his 
manner  was  quite  unchanged,  as  he  rang  the  hell  again,  and 
addressed  his  servant  on  Mb  entrance. 

"  Peak — if  that  gentleman  who  has  just  gone  out—" 

"  I  heg  your  pardon,  sir,  Mr.  Edward  ?  " 

"Were  there  mora  than  one,  dolt^  that  you  ask  the  ques- 
tion ? — ^If  that  gentlemaa  should  send  hera  Ibr  his  wazdroh^ 
lei  him  have  it»  do  you  hear  f  If  he  should  call  himself  at 
any  time,  I 'm  not  at  home.  You  '11  tell  him  so,  and  shut 
the  door." 

So,  it  soon  got  whispered  about,  that  Mr.  Chester  was  very 
imfortunate  in  his  son,  who  had  occasioned  him  great  grief 
and  sorrow.  And  the  good  people  who  heard  this  and  told  it 
again,  marvelled  the  more  at  his  equanimity  and  even  temper, 
and  said  what  an  amiable  nature  that  man  must  have,  who, 
having  undergone  so  much,  could  be  so  placid  and  so  calm. 
And  when  Edward's  name  was  spoken.  Society  shook  its  head 
and  laid  its  finger  on  its  lip,  and  sighed,  and  looked  very 
grave;  and  those  who  had  sons  about  his  age,  waxed  wratlifid 
and  indignant,  and  hoped,  for  Virtue's  sake,  that  he  was  dead. 
And  the  world  went  on  turning  round,  as  usual,  for  £y6  years, 
oonceniing  which  this  NarratiYe  is  silent. 
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Onb  wintry  evening,  eailj  in  the  jear  of  our  Lord  one 
tlMNifland  seven  kundrad  and  eighty,  a  keen  nordi  ivind  azose 
as  it  grew  daik,  and  night  came  on  with  blaek  and  dismal 
looks.  A  Intto  storm  of  sleet,  sharp,  dense,  and  icy-oold, 
swept  the  wet  streets,  and  rattled  on  the  trembling  windows. 
Sign-boards,  shaken  past  endurance  in  their  creaking  frames, 
fell  crashing  on  the  pavement ;  old  tottering  chimneys  reeled 
and  staggered,  in  the  blast ;  and  many  a  steeple  rocked  again 
that  night,  as  though  the  earth  were  troul)led. 

It  was  not  a  time  for  tliose  who  could  by  any  means  get 
light  and  warmth,  to  brave  the  fury  of  the  weather.  In  coffee- 
houses of  the  better  sort,  guests  crowded  round  the  fire,  forgot 
to  be  political,  and  told  each  other  with  a  secret  p^ladness  that 
the  blast  grew  fiercer  ever^^  minute.  Each  Inimble  tavern  by 
the  water-side  had  its  group  of  uncouth  figures  round  the 
hearth ;  who  talked  of  vessels  foundering  at  sea,  and  all 
hands  lost,  related  many  a  dismal  tale  of  shipwreck  and 
dro^Tied  men,  and  hoped  that  some  they  knew  were  safe,  and 
shook  their  heads  in  doubt.  In^rivate  dwellings,  (diildien 
clustered  near  the  blaze;  listenmg  with  timid  pleasure  to 
tales  of  ghosts  and  goblins  and  taU  %ures  dad  in  white 
standing  by  bedsides,  and  people  who  had  gone  to  sleep  in 
old  churches  and  being  overlooked  had  found  themselves 
alone  there  at  the  dead  hour  of  the  night :  nntil  they 
shuddered  at  the  thought  of  the  dark  rooms  np-stairs,  yet 
loved  to  hear  the  wind  moan  too,  and  hoped  it  would  oontmue 
bravely.  From  time  to  time  these  happy  inrdoor  people 
stopped  to  listen,  or  one  held  up  his  finger  and  cried  "Hark!" 
and  then,  above  the  rambling  in  the  chimney,  and  the  ^ 
pattering  on  the  glass,  was  heaid  a  wailing,  rushing  sound, 
which  shook  the  walls  as  tiiougb  a  gianf  s  hand  were  on 
tnem ;  then  a  hoarse  roar  as  if  the  sea  had  risen;  then  sneh 
a  whirl  and  tumult  that  the  air  seemed  mad;  and  then,  with 
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a  lengthened  howl,  the  wetbs  of  wind  swept  on,  and  left  a 
moment's  interval  of  resL 

Gheeriljy  though  theore  WOT6  none  abroad  to  see  it,  shone 
ilie  Maypole  light  that  evening.  Blessings  on  the  red — deep, 
ruby,  glowing  red— old  cnitain  of  the  window;  blending  into 
<me  rich  stream  of  briglitnesSy  fire  and  candle,  meat,  drink,  ^ 
and  oompany,  and  gleaming  like  a  joyial  eje  upon  the  bleak 
waste  out  of  doors !  Within,  what  carpet  like  its  crunching  ^  .  ^ 
sand,  what  music  meny  as  its  crackling  logs,  what  perfume  /  ^ 
like  its  kitc'lien's  dainty  breath,  what  weather  genial  as  its 
hearty  wanntli !  Blessings  on  the  old  house,  how  sturdily  it 
stood  !  How  did  the  vexed  wind  chafo  and  roar  about  its 
stalwart  roof ;  how  did  it  pant  and  strive  with  its  wide 
chimneys,  which  still  poured  forth  horn  their  hospitable 
throats,  great  clouds  of  smoke,  and  pufiPed  defiance  in  its  &oe ; 
how,  above  all,  did  it  drive  and  rattle  at  the  casement,  emulous 
to  eactmgaish  1^  cheerfbl  glow,  which  would  not  be  put 
down  and  seemed  the  brighter  Ibr  the  conflict. 

The  profhsion  too,  the  rich  and  lavish  bounty,  of  that 
goodly  taYsm !  It  was  not  enough  that  one  fire  roared  and 
sparlded  on  its  spacious  hearth ;  in  the  tiles  which  paved  and 
compassed  it,  five  hundred  flickering  fires  burnt  brightly  also. 
It  was  not  enough  that  one  red  curtain  shut  tlie  wild  night 
out,  and  shed  its  cheerful  influence  on  the  room.  In  every 
saucepan  lid,  and  candlestick,  and  vessel  of  copper,  brass,  op 
tin  that  himg  upon  the  waUs,  were  countless  ruddy  hangings, 
flashing  and  gleaming  with  every  motion  of  the  blaze,  and 
offering,  lot  the  eye  wander  where  it  might,  interminable 
vistas  of  the  same  rich  coloulT  The  old  oak  wainscoting,  the 
beams,  the  chairs,  the  seats,  reflected  it  in  a  deep  dull 
gammer.  There  were  fixes  and  red  curtains  in  the  very  eyes 
of  the  drinkers,  in  their  buttons,  in  their  liquor,  in  the  pipes 
^  tiiej  smoked. 

Mr.  Willet  sat  in  what  had  been  his  accustomed  place  five 
years  befove,  with  his  eyes  on  tlie  eternal  boHer;  and  had  sat 

there  since  the  clock  struck  eight,  giving  no  other  signs  of  lilfe 
than  breathing  with  a  loud  and  constant  snore  (though  he  was 
wide  awake),  and  from  time  to  time  putting  his  glass  to  his 
lips,  or  knocking  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe,  and  filling  it  anew. 
It  was  now  half-past  ton.  Mr.  Cobb  and  long  Pliil  Parkes 
were  his  com])aiiions,  as  of  old,  and  for  two  mortal  hours  and 
a  hal^  none  of  the  company  had  pronounced  one  word. 
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^^^lethe^  people,  by  dint  of  sittinj^  together  in  the  same 
place  and  the  same  relative  positions,  and  doing  exactly  the 
same  things  for  a  great  many  years,  acquire  a  sixth  sense,  or 
some  unknown  power  of  influenciDg  each  other  which  serves 
them  in  its  stead,  is  a  question  for  pliilosophy  to  settle.  But 
certain  it  is  that  old  John  WiUet,  Mr.  Parkes,  and  Mr.  Cobb, 
•were  one  and  all  firmly  of  opinion  that  they  were  veiy  jollf 
companions — rather  chmoe  epiiits  than  otherwise ;  that  they 
looked  at  each  other  every  now  and  tilien  as  if  there  weie  a 
perpetual  interchange  of  ideas  going  on  among  them ;  tiiat  no 
man  considered  himself  or  his  neighbour  by  any  means  silent; 
and  that  eacli  of  them  nodded  occasionally  when  he  caught 
the  eye  of  another,  as  if  he  would  say,  "  You  have  expressed 
yourself  extremely  well,  sir,  in  relation  to  that  sentiment,  and 
I  quite  a<^voo.  with  you." 

The  room  was  so  very  warm,  the  tobacco  so  very  gX)od,  and 
the  fire  so  very  soothing,  that  Mr.  Willet  by  degrees  began  to 
doze ;  but  as  he  had  perfectly  acquired,  by  dint  of  long  habit, 
the  art  of  smoking  in  his  sleep,  and  as  his  breathing  was 
pretty  much  the  same,  awake  or  asleep,  saving  that  in  the 
latter  case  he  sometimes  experienced  a  slight  difBcolly  in 
respiration  (soch  as  a  carpenter  meets  with  when  he  is  plaiiing 
and  comes  to  a  knot),  neitiier  of  his  companions  was  aware  of 
the  dreomstance,  untQ  he  met  widi  one  cf  these  impedimenis 
and  was  obliged  to  try  again. 

"Johnny  's  dropped  off,"  said  Mr.  Parkes  in  a  whisper. 

*'  Fast  as  a  top,"  said  Mr.  Cobb. 

Neither  of  them  said  any  more  until  Mr.  WiUet  came  to 
another  knot — one  of  surpassing  obduracy — which  bade  fair 
to  throw  him  •  into  convulsions,  but  which  he  got  over  at  last 
without  waking,  by  an  eSoit  quite  superhuman. 
He  sleeps  uncommon  hard,*'  said  Mr.  Cobb. 

Mr.  Parkes,  who  was  possibly  a  hard-sleeper  himself^ 
replied  with  some  disdain  ''Not  a  bit  on  it; "  and  directed 
his  eyes  towards  a  handbill  pasted  over  the  chimney-piece, 
which  was  decorated  at  the  top  with  a  woodcut  representing  a 
youth  of  tender  years  running  away  very  fast,  with  a  bundle 
over  his  shoulder  at  the  end  of  a  stick,  and — to  caxxy  out  the 
idea — a  finger-post  and  a  mile-stone  beside  him.  Mr.  Cobb 
likewise  turned  his  eyes  in  the  same  direction,  and  surveyed 
the  placard  as  if  that  were  the  first  time  he  had  ever  beheld 
it.    Now,  this  was  a  document  which  Mr.  Willet  had  Idmself 
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indited  on  the  disappearaiu  of  his  son  Joseph,  acquainting 
tlio  nobility  and  g-ontry  and  the  public  in  general  with  the 
circumstances  of  his  having  left  his  home ;  describing  his 
dxQ88  and  appearanoe ;  and  offering  a  reward  of  five  pounds 
to  any  person  or  persons  who  would  pack  him  up  and  retom 
him  safely  to  the  Ma}'pole  at  Chigwell,  or  lodge  him  in  any  of 
his  Majesty's  jails  until  such  time  as  his  fatlier  should  come 
and  claim  him.  In  this  advertisement  Mr.  Willet  had 
obstinately  persisted,  despite  the  advice  and  entreaties  of  his 
Mends,  in  describing  his  son  as  a  "  young  boy ; "  and  further* 
mote  as  being  ftom  eighteen  inches  to  a  oou;^  of  &et  shorter 
than  he  really  was;  two  drouin stances  which  perhaps 
aoooonted,  in  ^some  degree,  fbr  its  never  having  been 
prodnotive  of  any  other  eSbot  than  tiie  transmission  to  Chig- 
well  at  various  times  and  at  a  vast  eiqpense,  of  some  five-and- 
forly  runaways  varying  from  six  years  old  to  twelve. 

Mr.  Cobb  and  Mr.  Parkes  looked  mysteriously  at  this 
composition,  at  each  other,  and  at  old  John.  Yxom  the  time 
he  had  pasted  it  up  with  his  own  hands,  Mr.  Willet  had  never 
by  word  or  sign  alluded  to  the  subject,  or  encouraged  any  one 
else  to  do  so.  Nobody  had  the  least  notion  what  his  thoughts 
or  opinions  were,  connected  with  it ;  whether  he  remembered 
it  or  forgot  it ;  whether  he  had  any  idea  that  such  an  event 
had  ever  taken  place.  Therefore,  even  while  he  slept,  no  one 
ventured  to  refer  to  it  in  his  presence  ;  and  for  such  suf&cient 
reasons,  these  his  chosen  friends  were  silent  now. 

Mr.  Willet  had  got  by  this  time  into  such  a  complication  of 
knots,  that  it  was  perfectly  dear  ho  must  wako  or  die.  He 
chose  the  former  alternative,  and  opened  his  eyes. 

If  he  don't  come  in  £ve  minutes,"  said  John,  I  shall 
have  supper  without  him." 

The  antecedent  of  this  pronoim  had  been  mentioned  for  the 
last  time  at  eight  o'clock.  Messrs.  Parkes  and  Cobb  being 
used  to  this  style  of  conversation,  replied  without  difficulty 
that  to  be  sure  Solomon  was  very  late,  and  they  wondered 
what  had  happened  to  detain  hinu 

"  He  an't  blown  away,  I  suppose/*  said  Parkes.  **  It 's 
enough  to  carry  a  man  of  his  figim  off  his  legs,  and  easy  too. 
Do  you  hear  it  ?  It  blows  great  guns,  indeed.  There  'U  be 
many  a  crash  in  the  Forest  to*night,  I  zeokon,  and  many  a 
broken  branch  upon  the  ground  to-morrow." 

It  won't  break  anything  in  the  Maypole,  I  take  it,  sir," 
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returned  old  John.      Let  it  try.    I  give  it  leave— wliat  *a 

that  ?  " 

The  wind,''  cried  Parkas.  ''It's  howling  like  a  Chzistiaii, 
and  has  been  all  night  long." 

"  Did  yoa  ever,  sir/'  adced  John,  after  a  minute's  coiitem- 
plation,  ''hear  the  wind  aay  'Majpdb?' " 

"  Why,  what  man  ever  did?"  said  Parkea. 

"Nor  'ahoy/  perhaps?"  added  John. 

"  No.    Nor  that  neither." 

"  Very  good,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Willet,  perfectly  unmoved ; 
**  then  if  that  was  the  wind  just  now,  and  you  'U  wait  a  little 
time  without  speaking,  you'll  hear  it  say  both  words  veiy 
plain." 

Mr.  Willet  was  right.  After  Kstening  for  a  few  moments, 
they  could  clearly  hear,  above  the  roar  and  tumult  out  of 
doors,  this  shout  repeated ;  and  that  with  a  ahiillness  and 
energy,  whioh  denoted  that  it  came  from  some  person  in 
great  distress  or  terror.  They  looked  at  each  other,  tumed 
pale,  and  held  their  breath.    No  man  stirred.' 

It  was  in  this  emergency  that  Mr.  Willet  displayed  some* 
thing  of  that  strength  of  mind  and  plenitude  of  mental 
resource,  which  rendered  him  the  admiration  of  all' his  fiiends 
and  neighbonrs.  After  looking  at  Messrs.  Parkes  and  Cobb 
for  some  time  in  silence,  he  clapped  his  two  hands  to  liis 
cheeks,  and  sent  forth  a  roar  which  made  the  glasses  dance 
and  rafters  ring — a  long-sustained,  discordant  bellow,  that 
rolled  onward  with  the  wind,  and  startling  every  echo,  made 
the  night  a  himdred  times  more  boisterous — a  deep,  loud, 
,  dismal  bray,  that  sounded  like  a  human  gong.  Then,  witli 
eveiy  vein  in  Ms  head  and  face  swoln  with  the  great  exertion, 
and  his  ooimtenanee  suffused  with  a  lively  purple,  he  drew  a 
little  nearer  to  the  fire,  and  turning  his  back  it,  said 
with  dignity : 

"  If  that 's«ny  oomlbrt  to  anjboo^,  they  're  welcome  to  it. 
If  it  an't,  I 'm  sony  fixr  'em.  If  either  of  you  two  genHemen 
likes  to  go  out  and  see  what's  the  matter,  you  can.    I 'm  not 

curious,  mjrself." 

While  he  spoke  the  cry  drew  nearer  and  nearer,  footsteps 

passed  the  window,  the  latch  of  the  door  was  raised,  it  opened, 
was  violently  shut  again,  and  Solomon  Daisy,  with  a  lighted 
lantern  in  his  hand,  and  the  rain  streaming  from  his  dis- 
ordered dress,  dashed  into  the  room. 
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A  more  complete  picture  of  terror  than  the  little  man  pre- 
sented, it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine.  The  perspiration 
stood  in  beads  upon  his  face,  his  knees  knocked  together,  his 
every  limb  trembled,  the  power  of  articulation  was  qiute 
gone  ;  and  there  he  stood,  panting  for  breath,  gazing  on  them 
with  such  livid  ashy  looks,  that  they  were  infected  with  his 
fear,  though  ignorant  of  its  ocoaaioD^  and,  reflecting  his  dia- 
mayed  and  hoxior-stricken  "viflage,  stared  back  again  without 
Tentoring  to  queation  him;  until  old  John  Willet,  in  a  £t  of 
temporaiy  insanity,  made  a  dive  at  his  oraYat^  and,  seizing 
him  by  that  portion  of  his  dress,  shook  him  to  and  &o  nntU 
his  Tery  teeth  appeared  to  rattle  in  his  head. 

''TeQ  us  what's  the  matter,  sir,''  said  John,  ''or  I'U  kiU 
yoTi.  Tell  us  what's  the  matter,  sir,  or  in  another  second, 
I  '11  have  your  liead  under  tlie  Liler.  How  dare  you  look 
like  tliat  ?  Is  anybody  a  following  of  you  ?  What  do  you 
mean  ?    Say  something,  or  I  '11  bo  the  death  of  you,  I  wiU." 

Mr.  Willet,  in  his  frenzy,  was  so  near  keeping  his  word  to 
the  very  letter  (Solomon  Daisy's  eyes  already  beginning  to 
roll  in  an  alarming  manner,  and  certain  guttural  sounds,  as 
of  a  choking  man,  to  issue  £rom  his  throat),  that  tlie  two  by- 
standers, recovering  in  some  degree,  plucked  him  off  his 
Tietim  by  main  foroe,  and  placed  the  litde  derk  of  Chigwell 
in  a  chair.  Directing  a  HdarM  gaze  all  round  the  room,  he 
implored  them  in  a  fdnt  voice  to  give  him  some  drink ;  and 
above  all  to  lock  the  house-door  and  cbse  and  bar  the  shutters 
of  the  room,  without  a  moment's  loss  of  time.  The  latter 
request  did  not  tend  to  re-assure  his  hearers,  or  to  fill  them 
with  the  most  comfortable  sensations ;  they  complied  with  it, 
however,  with  the  greatest  expedition ;  and  having  handed 
him  a  bumper  of  braridy-and-water,  nearly  boiling  hot, 
waited  to  hear  what  he  might  have  to  tell  them. 

Oh,  Johnny,"  said  Solomon,  shaking  him  by  the  hand. 
"Oh,  Parkes.  '*0h.  Tommy  Cobb.  Why  did  I  leave  this 
house  to-night  1  On  the  nineteenth  of  Maroh—of  ail  nights 
in  the  year,  on  the  nineteenth  of  March !  " 

They  ail  drew  closer  to  the  fire.  Parkes,  who  was  nearest 
to  the  door,  started  and  looked  ovev  his  shoulder.  Mr. 
Willet,  with  great  indignation,  inquired  what  the  devil  he 
meant  by  that — and  &en  said,  ''God  foigive  me,"  and 
glanced  over  his  own  shoulder,  and  came  a  litUe  nearer.  " 
men  I  left  here  to-night,"  said  Solomon  Daisy,    I  little 


Digitized  by  Google 


270 


BABHABT  EUDGB. 


thought  what  day  of  the  month  it  was.  I  have  never  g-one 
alone  into  the  church  after  dark  on  this  day,  for  seven-and- 
twenty  yean.  I  have  heard  it  said  that  as  we  keep  our 
birthdays  when  we  are  alive,  so  the  ghosts  of  dead  people, 
who  are  not  easy  in  their  graTSs,  keep  the  day  they  died 
v^oiL — How  the  wind  roars ! " 

Nobody  spoke.   All  eyes  were  futened  on  Solomon. 

^*  I  might  have  known/'  he  said,  what  night  it  was,  by 
the  foul  weather.  There 's  no  such  night  in  ^e  whole  year 
round  as  this  is,  always.  I  never  sleep  quietly  in  my  bed  on 
the  nineteenth  of  March." 

Go  on,"  said  Tom  Cobb,  in  a  low  voice.    "Nor  I  neither." 

Solomon  Daisy  raised  his  glass  to  his  lips ;  put  it  down 
upon  the  floor  witli  sucli  a  trembling  liand  tliat  the  spoon 
tinkled  in  it  like  a  little  bell ;  and  continued  thus  : 

Have  I  ever  said  that  we  are  always  brought  back  to  this 
subject  in  some  strange  way,  when  the  nineteenth  of  this 
month  comes  round  ?  Do  you  suppose  it  was  by  accident^  I 
forgot  to  wind  up  the  church-clock  ?  I  never  forgot  it  at  any 
other  time,  though  it 's  such  a  clumsy  thing  that  it  has  to  be 
wound  up  every  day*  Why  should  it  escape  my  memooy  on 
this  day  of  all  others? 

"  I  made  as  much  haste  down  there  as  I  oould  when  I  went 
firom  here,  but  I  had  to  go  home  first  to  Uie  keys ;  and  the 
wind  and  rain  being  dead  against  me  all  the  way,  it  was 
pretty  w<  11  as  much  as  I  could  do  at  times  to  keep  my  legs. 
I  got  there  at  last,  opened  the  church-door,  and  went  in.  I 
had  not  met  a  soul  all  the  way,  and  you  may  judge  whether 
it  was  dull  or  not.  Neither  of  you  would  bear  me  company. 
If  you  could  have  known  what  was  to  come,  you 'd  have  been 
in  the  right. 

The  >vind  was  so  strong,  that  it  was  as  much  as  I  could 
do  to  shut  the  church-door  by  putting  my  whole  weight 
against  it;  and  even  as  it  was,  it  burst  wide  open  twioe,  with 
sufiih  strength  that  any  of  you  would  have  ewom,  if  yoii  had 
been  leaning  against  it,  as  I  was,  that  somebody  was  posihing 
on  the  other  side.  However,  I  got  the  key  turned,  went 
into  the  belfiy,  and  wound  up  the  dock — ^which  was  veiy 
near  run  down,  and  would  have  stood  stock-still  in  half  an 
hour. 

As  I  took  up  my  lantern  again  to  leave  the  church,  it 
oame  upon  me  all  at  once  that  this  was  the  niueteenth  of 
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Maxoh.  It  came  apon  me  with  a  kind  of  shock,  as  if  a  liaod 
had  stradk  the  thought  upon  my  forehead ;  at  the  refij  same 
moment,  I  heard  a  Toioe  outside  the  tower — nsing  i^m 

among  the  graves." 

Here  old  John  precipitately  interrupted  the  speaker,  and 
begged  that  if  Mr.  Parkes  (who  was  seated  opposite  to  him 
and  was  staring  directly  over  his  head)  saw  anything,  he 
would  have  the  goodness  to  mention  it.  Mr.  Parkes  apologised, 
and  remarked  that  he  was  only  listening ;  to  which  Mr.  WiUet 
angrily  retorted,  that  his  listening  with  that  kind  of  expression 
in  his  face  was  not  agreeable,  and  that  if  he  couldn't  look  like 
other  people,  he  had  better  put  his  pocket-handkerchief  over 
his  head.  Mr.  Parkes  with  great  submission  pledged  himself 
to  do  so,  if  again  required,  and  John  Willet  turning  to 
Solomon  desired  him  to  proceed.  After  waiting  until  a 
violent  gust  of  wind  and  rain,  which  seemed  to  shake  even 
that  sturdy  house  to  its  loundationy  had  passed  away,  the  litde 
man  complied : 

'*  Never  tell  me  that  it  was  my  fancy,  or  that  it  was  any 
other  sound  which  I  mistook  for  that  I  tell  you  of.  I  heard 
the  wind  whistle  through  the  arches  of  the  churoh.  I  heard 
the  c^eeple  Btrain  and  creak.  I  heard  the  rain  as  it  came 
driving  against  the  walls.  I  fialt  the  bells  shake.  I  saw  the 
ropes  sway  to  and  fro.   And  I  heaid  that  voice.'^ 

''What  did  it  say?"  asked  Tom  CobK 

"  I  don't  know  what;  I  don't  know  that  it  spoke.  It  gave 
a  kind  of  cry,  as  any  one  of  us  might  do,  if  someliing 
dreadM  £»llowed  us  in  a  dream,  and  came  upon  us  unawares; 
and  then  it  died  off:  seeming  to  pass  quite  round  the 
ehurch." 

"I  don't  see  much  in  that,"  said  John,  drawing  a  long 
breath,  and  looking  round  him  like  a  man  who  felt  relieved. 
Perhaps  not,"  returned  his  friend,     but  that's  not  all." 

**  What  more  do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,  is  to  come  ?  "  asked 
John,  pausing  in  the  act  of  wiping  his  face  upon  his  apron. 
"  What  are  you  a  going  to  tell  us  of  next  ?  " 

"  What  I*  saw." 

**  Saw  I  "  echoed  all  three,  bending  forward. 

"When  I  opened  the  church-door  to  come  out,"  said  the 
little  man,  with  an  expression  of  face  which  bore  ample 
testimony  to  the  sincerity  of  his  conviction,  "  when  I  opened 
the  church-door  to  come  out,  which  I  did  suddenly,  lor  I 
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wanted  to  get  it  shut  again  before  another  gust  of  wind  came 
up,  there  crossed  me — so  close,  that  by  stretching  out  my 
finger  I  could  have  touched  it — something  in  the  likeness  of  a 
man.  It  was  })ar(i-lic:ided  to  the  storm.  It  turned  its  fac*e 
without  stopping,  aud  £xed  its  eyes  on  mine.  It  was  a  ghoet 
—a  spirit." 

"  Whoap?    they  all  three  cried  together. 
In  the  excess  of  his  emotion  (for  he  fell  back  tzembUoig  in 
bis  chair,  and  waved  his  hand  as  if  entreafang  them  to  question 
him  no  furtiher,)  his  answer  was  lost  on  aU  but  old  John 
Willet,  who  happened  to  be  seated  close  beside  him. 

**Yfho\'*  cried  Parkes  and  Tom  Cobb,  looking  eagerly  by 
tnms  at  Solomon  Daii^  and  at  Mr.  Willet.      Who  was  if  ?  " 
Gentlemen,'*  said  Mr.  Willet  after  a  long  pause,  '*y<>a 
i^^"  needn't  ask.    Tlie  Hkeness  of  a  murdered  man.    This  is  the 

-  nineteenth  of  March;** 
^  '     A  profound  silence  ensued. 

"  If  you  'U  take  my  advice,"  said  John,  "  we  had  better, 
one  and  all,  keep  this  a  secret.  Such  tales  woidd  not  be 
liked  at  the  Warren.  Let  us  keep  it  to  ourselves  for  the 
present  time  at  all  events,  or  we  may  get  into  trouble,  and 
Solomon  may  lose  his  place.  Whether  it  was  really  as  he 
says,  or  whether  it  wasn't,  is  no  matter.  Right  or  wrong-, 
nobody  would  believe  him.  As  to  the  probabilities,  I  don't 
mysdf  think,"  said  Mr.  WiHet,  eyeing  the  comers  of  the 
room  in  a  manner  whidi  showed  tiiat,  like  some  other  jdbi- 
loBophers,  he  was  not  quite  eaB|y  in  his  theory,  that  a  ghost 
as  had  been  a  man  of  sense  in  his  lifetime,  would  be  out 
a-walking  in  such  weather — ^I  only  know  that  I  wouldn't,  if  I 
was  one." 

But  this  heretical  doctrine  was  strongly  opposed  hy  the 
other  three,  who  quoted  a  great  niiiny  precedents  to  show 
that  bad  weather  was  the  very  time  for  such  appearances ; 
and  Mr.  Parkes  (who  had  had  a  ghost  in  his  family,  by  the 
mother's  side)  argued  the  matter  with  so  much  ingenuity  and 
force  of  illustration,  that  John  was  (mly  saved  £rom  having  to 
retract  his  opinion  by  the  opportune  appearance  of  supper,  to 
which  they  applied  themselves  with  a  dreadful  relish.  Even 
Solomon  Daisy  himself,  by  dint  of  the  elevating  infiueooeB  of 
£re,  lights,  brandy,  and  good  company,  so  £eu*  recovered  as  to 
handle  his  knife  and  fork  in  a  highly  ereditable  manner,  and 
to  display  a  capacity  both  of  eating  and  drinking,  suibh  as 
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banished  all  fear  of  his  having  sustained  any  laflting  injury 
from  his  fright. 

Supper  done,  they  crowded  round  the  fire  agaia,  and,  as  is 
commou  on  such  occasions,  propounded  all  manner  of  leading 
questions  calculated  to  surroimd  the  story  with  new  horrors 
and  surpriaes.  But  Solomon  Daisy,  notwithstanding  these 
temptations,  acDiered  00  steadily  to  his  original  aoQOunt,  and 
repeated  it  so  oftea,  mth  such  alight  variations,  and  with 
Bueh  solemn  asseverations  of  its  troth  and  reality,  that  his 
faiearaxB  were  (with  good  leasen)  more  astonished  than  at  fixst. 
As  he  took  J<^  Willef  s  view  of  tiie  matte  in  xegaxd  to  the 
propriety  of  not  bniiting  the  tale  abzoad,  miless  the  spixit 
sbcoM  appear  to  bim  again,  in  whieh  case  it  would  he  neoe»« 
sary  to  take  immediate  counsel  with  the  clerg3nDaan,  it  was 
solemnly  resolved  that  it  should  he  hushed  up  and  kept  quiet. 
And  as  most  men  like  to  have  a  secret  to  tell  which  may 
exalt  their  own  importance,  they  arrived  at  this  conclusion 
with  perfect  imanimity. 

As  it  was  by  this  time  growing  late,  and  was  long  past 
their  usual  hour  of  separating,  the  cronies  parted  for  the 
night.  Solomon  Daisy,  with  a  fresh  candle  in  his  lantern, 
repaired  homewards  under  the  escort  of  long  Phil  Parkes  and 
Mr.  Cobb,  who  were  rather  more  nervous  ihan  hinisel£  Mr. 
Willet^  after  seeing  them  to  the  door,  retained  to  collect  his 
ihoQffhts  with  the  assistance  of  the  hoiler,  and  to  listen  to  the 
storm  of  wind  and  rain,  which  had  not  yet  abated  one  jot  of 
its  fbry. 
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CHAPTER  XXKIV. 

BsvomB  old  Jolm  liad  looiked  at  the  IxtOer  quite  twoitj 
miniites,  he  got  his  ideas  into  a  focus,  and  hronght  tiiera  to 
bear  upon  Solomon  Daisy*  s  story.  The  more  he  thought  of 
it,  t}ie  more  impressed  he  became  with  a  sense  of  his  own. 
wisdom,  and  a  desiro  that  Mr.  Ilaredale  should  be  impressed 
with  it  likewise.  At  length,  to  the  end  that  he  might  sustain 
a  principal  and  important  character  in  the  fiffair ;  and  might 
have  the  start  of  Solomon  and  his  two  friends,  through  whose 
means  ho  knew  the  adventure,  with  a  variety  of  exaggerations, 
would  be  known  to  at  least  a  score  of  people,  and  most  likely 
to  Mr.  Haredale  himself,  by  breakfast -time  to-morrow  j  h» 
determined  to  repair  to  the  Warren  before  going  to  bed. 

He 's  my  landlord,"  thought  John,  as  lie  took  a  candle  in 
his  hand,  and  setting  it  down  in  a  comer  out  of  the  wind's 
way,  opened  a  casement  in  the  rear  of  the  house,  looking 
towards  the  stables.  **  We  haven't  met  of  late  years  so  often 
as  we  used  to  do — changes  are  taking  place  in  the  feunily — 
it 's  desirable  that  I  should  stand  as  well  with  them,  in  point 
of  dignity,  as  possible— the  whispering  about  of  this  here  tale 
will  anger  him — ^it  *8  good  to  have  confidences  with  a  gentle- 
man of  his  natur',  and  set  one's-self  right  besides.  Halloa 
there!  Hugh— Hugh.  Hal-loa!" 

When  he  had  reputed  this  shout  a  dozen  times,  and  startled 
eray  pigeon  from  its  slumbers^  a  door  in  one  of  the  ruinous 
old  buildings  openedi  and  a  rough  voiee  demanded  what  was 
amiss  now,  that  a  man  couldn't  even  haye  his  sleep  in  quiet 

What !  Hayen't  you  sleep  enough,  growler,  that  you  're 
not  to  be  knocked  up  for  onoe  ?  "  said  John. 

No/'  replied  the  yoice,  as  the  speaker  yawned  and  shook 
himself:      Not  half  enough." 

"  I  don't  know  how  you  can  sleep,  with  the  wind  a  beUowsing 
and  roaring  about  you,  making  the  tiles  fly  like  a  pack  of 
cards/'  said  John;  ''but  no  matter  for  that.    Wrap  yourself 
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Tip  in  something  or  another,  and  como  here,  for  you  must  go 
as  far  as  the  Warren  with  me.    And  look  sharp  about  it." 

Hugh,  with  much  low  growling  and  muttering,  went  back 
into  his  lair ;  and  presently  re-appeared,  carr}ing  a  lantern  and 
a  cudgel,  and  enveloped  from  head  to  foot,  in  an  old,  frowsy, 
slouching  hoise-doth.  Mr.  Willet  received  this  figure  at  the 
back  door,  and  ushered  him  into  the  bar,  while  he  wrapped 
himself  in  sundry  great-coats  and  capes,  and  so  tied  and 
knotted  his  £a€e  in  shawls  and  handkerehiefe^  that  how  he 
breathed  was  a  mysteiy. 

"  You  don't  take  a  man  oat  of  doors  at  near  midnight  in 
such,  weather,  without  putting  some  heaft  into  him^  do  you, 
jnaster?"  said  Hugh. 

**  Yes  I  do,  sir,"  returned  Mr.  Willet.  "  I  put  the  heart 
(as  you  caU  it)  into  him  when  he  has  brought  me  safe  home 
iigain,  and  his  standing  steady  on  liis  legs  an't  of  so  much 
consequence.  So  hold  that  liglit  up,  if  you  please,  and  go  on 
a  step  or  two  before  to  show  the  way." 

Hugh  obeyed  with  a  very  indiHerent  grace,  and  a  longing 
glance  at  the  bottles.  Old  John,  laying  strict  injunctions  on 
his  cook  to  keep  the  doors  locked  in  his  absence,  and  to  open 
to  nobody  but  himself  on  pain  of  dismissal,  followed  him  into 
the  blusteriog  darkness  out  of  doors. 

The  way  was  wet  and  dismal,  and  the  night  so  Hack,  that 
if  Mr.  WiUet  had  been  Ids  own  pilot,  he  would  hare  walked 
into  a  deep  horsepond  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  his  own 
house,  and  would  certainly  have  terminated  his  career  in  that 
ignoUe  sphere  of  action.  But  Hugh,  who  had  a  sight  as 
keen  as  any  hawk's,  and,  apart  from  that  endowment,  could 
have  found  his  way  blindfold  to  any  place  within  a  dozen 
miles,  dragged  old  John  along,  quite  deaf  to  his  remon- 
strances, and  took  his  own  course  without  the  slightest  refer- 
ence to,  or  notice  of,  his  master.  So  tliey  made  head  against 
the  wind  as  they  best  could ;  Hugh  crusliing  the  wet  griiss 
beneath  his  heavy  tread,  and  stalking  on  after  his  ordinary 
savage  fashion;  John  Willet  following  at  arm's  length,  pick- 
ing his  steps,  and  looking  about  him,  now  for  bogs  and 
ditches,  and  now  for  such  stray  ghosts  as  might  be  wandering 
abroad,  with  looks  of  as  mudi  dismay  and  uneasiness  as  bis 
.  immoveable  face  was  capable  of  ea^ressing. 

At  length  thej  stood  upon  the  broad  gravel-walk  before  tiie 

Wanen-houae.   The  building  was  profoundly  dark,  and  none 
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were  movin^^  near  it  save  themselves.  From  one  solitary 
tuiTet-chamber,  however,  there  shone  a  ray  of  light ;  and. 
towards  this  speck  of  comfort  in  the  cold,  cheerless  silent 
scene,  Mr.  Willet  bade  his  pilot  lead  him. 

"The  old  room,"  said  John,  looking  timidly  upward; 
*'Mr.  Reuben's  own  apartment,  God  be  with  ns!  I  wonder 
his  brother  likes  to  sit  there,  so  late  at  night— on  this  night 
too." 

"Why,  where  else  should  he  sit?"  asiked  Hugh  holding  the 
lantern  to  his  breast^  to  keep  the  candle  from  the  wind,  while 
he  trimmed  it  with  his  fingers.  "It's  snug  enooghy  an't 
it?" 

"Snug!"  said  John  indignantly.  "You  have  a  comfort- 
able idea  of  snugness,  you  have,  sir.  Do  you  know  what  waa 
done  in  that  room,  you  ruffian  ?  " 

'*  Why,  what  is  it  the  worse  for  that !  "  cried  Hugh,  look- 
ing into  John's  fat  face.  "  Does  it  keep  out  the  rain,  and 
snow,  and  wind,  the  less  for  that  ?  Is  it  less  warm  or  dry, 
because  a  man  was  killed  there  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Never 
believe  it,  master.  One  man's  no  such  matter  as  that 
com  OS  to.** 

Mr.  Willet  fixed  his  dull  eyes  on  his  follower,  and  began — 
by  a  species  of  inspiration — ^to  think  it  just  barely  possible 
that  he  was  something  of  a  daagerons  charaetor,  and  that  it 
might  be  advisable  to  get  rid  of  him  one  of  these  days.  He 
was  too  prudent  to  say  anything,  with  the  journey  home 
before  him;  and  therefore  turned  to  the  iron  gate  before 
which  this  brief  dialogue  had  passed,  and  pulled  the  handle  of 
the  bell  that  hung  beside  it.  The  turret  in  which  the  light 
appeared  being  at  one  comer  of  tlie  building,  and  only  divided 
from  the  path  by  one  of  the  garden-walks,  upon  which  this 
gate  opened,  Mr.  Haredale  threw  up  the  window  directly,  aud 
demanded  who  was  there. 

'^Begging  pardon,  sir,"  said  John,  "I  knew  you  sat  up 
late,  and  made  bold  to  come  round,  having  a  word  to  say  to 
you." 

^'WiUet— is  it  not?" 
Of  the  Maypole — at  your  service,  sir.'' 

Mr.  Haredale  closed  the  window,  and  withdrew.  He 
presently  appeared  at  a  door  in  the  bottom  of  the  turret,  and 
coming  across  the  garden-walk  unlodced  the  gate  and  let 
them  in. 
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"  You  are  a  late  visitor,  Willet.    Wliat  is  tlie  matter  ?  " 

'^Noihiiig  to  speak  of;  air"  said  John;  ''aa  idle  tale,  I 
tiiou^^t  yoa  oaght  to  know  of ;  nothing  more." 

Let  your  man  go  Ibrwaxd  with  the  laniera,  and  give  me 
your  hand.  The  stain  are  crooked  and  nanow.  Gentiywith 
your  light,  iHend.    Ton  awing  it  like  a  oenaer/' 

Hugh,  who  had  already  reached  the  taxret,  Held  it  more 
steadily,  and  ascended  first,  turning  round  from  time  to  time 
to  shed  its  light  downward  on  the  steps.  Mr.  llarc  dale 
folloT\4ng  next,  eyed  his  lowering  face  with  no  great  favour ; 
and  Hugh,  looking  down  on  liim,  returned  his  glances  with, 
interest,  as  they  climbed  the  winding  stair. 

It  terminated  in  a  little  ante-room  adjoining  that  from 
"which  they  had  seen  the  light.  Mr.  Haredale  entered  first, 
and  led  the  way  through  it  into  the  latter  chamber,  where  he 
seated  himself  at  a  writing-table  fimm  which  he  had  risen 
wlien  they  rang  the  bell. 

«  Come  in,''  he  said,  bedkoning  to  old  John,  who  remained 
Tx)wing  at  the  door.  ''Not  you/ friend,"  he  added  hastQy  to 
Hugh,  who  entered  also.  Willet^  why  do  you  bring  that 
ftllowhereP" 

''Why,  sir,"  returned  John,  elevating  his  e3rebrow8,  and 
lowering  his  voice  to  the  tone  in  which  the  question  had  been 
asked  him,  **he 's  a  good  guard,  you  see." 

"  Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  looking 
towards  him  as  he  spoke.  "I  doubt  it.  He  has  an  evil 
eye." 

"There's  no  imagination  in  his  eye,"  returned  Mr.  Willet, 
glancing  over  his  shoulder  at  the  organ  in  question, 
"  certainly," 

"  There  is  no  good  there  be  assured,"  said  Mr.  Haredale. 
"  Wait  in  that  litde  room,  friend^  and  dose  the  door  between 
ns." 

Hugh  ahmgged  his  shoulders,  and  with  a  diadaanM  look, 
which  showed,  either  that  he  had  orerheard,  or  that  he 
guessed  the  purport  of  thesr  whispering,  did  as  he  was  told. 
When  he  was  shut  ont,  Mr.  Haredale  tomed  to  John,  and 

bade  him  go  on  with  what  he  had  to  say,  but  not  to  speak  too 
loud,  for  there  were  quick  ears  yonder. 

Thus  cautioned,  Mr.  Willet,  in  an  oily  whisper,  recited  all 
that  he  had  heard  and  said  that  night;  lajnng  particular 
stress  upon  his  own  sagacity,  upon  his  great  regard  for  the 
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&iiiil7y  and  upon  bis  solicitude  for  their  peace  of  mind  and 
happinefls.  The  stoiy  moved  his  auditor  much  more  than  he 
had  e!zpectod.  Mr.  Haiedale  often  changed  his  attatude,  rose 
and  pa^oed  the  room,  returned  again,  desired  him  to  rq^eat,  as 
nearly  as  he  oonld,  the  Yery  words  that  Solomon  had  used, 
and  gave  so  many  other  signs  of  being  disturbed^  and  ill  at 
ease,  that  even  Mr.  Willet  was  surprised. 

**  You  did  quite  right,"  ho  said,  at  the  end  of  a  loug- 
conversation,  '*to  bid  them  keep  this  story  secret.  It  is  a 
foolish  fancy  on  the  part  of  this  weak-hrainod  man,  bred  in 
his  fears  and  superstition.  But  Miss  llaredale,  though  she 
would  know  it  to  be  so,  would  be  disturbed  by  it  if  it  reached 
her  ears  ;  it  is  too  nearly  connected  with  a  subject  very  pain- 
fill  to  us  ally  to  be  heard  with  indifference.  You  were  most 
prudent,  and  have  laid  me  under  a  great  obligation.  I  thank 
you  very  much." 

This  was  equal  to  John's  most  sanguine  expecftations ;  bat 
he  would  hove  pretored  Mr.  Haredale's  looldi^  at  him  when 
he  spoke,  as  if  he  really  did  thank  him,  to  his  walking  up 
and  down,  speaking  by  fits  and  starts,  often  stopping  with  his 
eyes  fixed  on  the  groimd,  moving  hurriedly  on  again,  like 
one  distracted,  and  seeming  almost  unconscious  of  what  he 
said  or  did. 

This,  however,  was  his  manner ;  and  it  was  so  embarrass- 
ing to  John  that  he  sat  quite  passive  for  a  long  time,  not 
knowing  what  to  do.  At  length  he  rose.  Mr.  Haredale 
stared  at  him  for  a  moment  as  though  he  had  quite  forgotten 
his  being  present,  then  shook  hands  with  him  and  opened  the 
door.  Hugh,  who  was,  or  feigned  to  be,  fast  asleep  on  the 
ante-duunber  floor,  sprang  up  on  their  entrance,  and  throw- 
ing his  doak  about  him,  grasped  his  stick  and  lantern,  and 
prepared  to  descend  the  stairs. 

Stay/' said  Mr.  Haredale.      Will  this  man  drink?" 
Drbk !   He 'd  drink  the  Thames  up,  if  it  was  strong 
enough,  sir,"  replied  John  Willet.    ''He'll  have  something' 
when  he  gets  home.    He 's  better  without  it,  now,  sir." 

"Nay.  Half  the  distance  is  done,"  said  Hugh.  "What 
a  hard  master  you  are  !  I  shall  go  home  the  better  for  one 
glassful,  lialf-way.    Come  !  " 

As  John  made  no  reply,  ]\Ir.  Haredale  brought  out  a  glass 
of  liquor,  and  gave  it  to  Hugh,  who,  as  he  took  it  in  his  hand, 
threw  part  of  it  upon  the  fioor. 
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*'  What  do  you  mean  hj  splashing  your  drink  about  a 
gentleman's  house,  sir?  "  said  John. 

**  I  *m  drinking  a  toast,"  Hugh  rejoined,  holding  the  glass 
above  his  head,  and  fixing  his  eyes  on  Mr.  Haredale's  face ; 
"  a  toast  to  this  house  and  its  master."  With  that  lie  muttered 
something  to  himself,  and  drank  the  rest,  and  setting  down 
the  glass,  preceded  them  without  another  word. 

John  was  a  good  deal  scandalised  by  this  observance,  but 
seeing  that  Mr.  Ilaredale  took  little  heed  of  what  Hugh  said 
or  did,  and  that  his  thoughts  were  otherwise  employed,  he 
offered  no  apology,  and  went  in  silence  down  the  stairs,  across 
the  walk,  and  through  the  garden-gnte.  They  stopped  upon 
the  outer  side  for  Hugh  to  hold  the  light  while  Mr.  Haredale 
loeked  it  on  the  inner ;  and  then  John  saw  with  wonder  (aa 
he  often  afterwards  related),  thai  he  was  rery  pale,  and  that 
his  {aoQ  had  ehanged  so  much  and  grown  ao  haggazd  nnoe 
iheir  enlraaoe,  that  he  almost  seemed  another  man. 

They  were  in  the  open  road  again,  and  John  Wiflet  was 
walking  on  behind  his  escort,  as  he  had  oome,  thinlring  iBtj 
atoa4^y  of  what  he  had  just  now  seen,  when  Hu^  drew  him 
midday  aside,  and  almost  at  the  same  instant  three  kcnse- 
men  swept  past — ^flie  nearest  brushed  his  shoulder  eren  then 
—who,  i^heciring  their  steeds  as  suddenly  as  they  could,  stood 
still,  and  waited  Ibr  their  ooming  up. 
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When  John  Willet  saw  that  the  horsemen  wheeled  smartly 
round,  and  drew  up  three  abreast  in  the  narrow  road,  waiting 
fbr  him  and  his  man  to  join  them,  it  oociured  to  liim  -with 
unusual  precipitation  that  they  must  be  highwaymen  j  and 
had  Hugh  been  armed  with  a  blunderbuss,  in  place  of  his 
stout  cudgel,  Ixe  would  certainly  have  ordered  him  to  £ie  it  off 
at  a  ventuze^  and  would,  while  the  wcad  of  command  mm 
obeyed,  have  consulted  his  own  personal  safety  in  immediate 
flight.  Under  the  circumstaooes  of  disadvantage,  however, 
in  which  he  and  his  guard  were  plaoed,  he  deemed  it  prudent 
to  adopt  a  difBorent  algrle  of  generalship,  and  therefbire 
whispered  his  attendant  to  address  them  in  the  meet  peace- 
able and  ooorteoiu  terma.  By  way  of  acting  to  the  spizit 
and  letter  of  this  instruction,  Hngli  stepped  £nwazd,  and 
flooxiahing  Lis  staff  befine  the  yeiy  eyes  of  the  rider  nearest 
to  Lim,  demanded  roughly  what  he  and  his  l^lows  meant  hy 
so  nearly  galloping  over  them,  and  why  they  soouzed  the 
king's  highway  at  that  late  hoar  of  night. 

The  man  whom  he  addressed  was  beginning  an  angiy  reply 
in  the  same  strain,  when  he  was  checked  by  the  horseman 
in  Ae  centre,  who,  interposing  with  an  air  of  authority, 
inquired  in  a  somewhat  loud  but  not  harsh  or  unpleasant 
voice : 

"  Pray,  is  this  the  London  road  ?  " 
If  you  follow  it  right,  it  is,"  replied  Hugh  roughly. 

**Nay,  brother,"  said  the  same  person,  "you're  but  a 
churlish  Englishman,  if  Englishman  you  be — wliich  I  should 
much  doubt  but  for  your  tongue.  Your  companion,  I 
am  sure,  wiU  answer  me  more  dvilly.  How  say  you, 
friend  ?  " 

I  say  it  is  the  London  road,  sir,"  answered  John.  "  And 
I  wish,"  he  added  in  a  subdued  voice,  as  he  turned  to  Hugh, 
''that  you  was  in  any  other  road,  you  vagabond.  Axe 
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you  tired  of  your  life,  sir,  that  you  go  a-trying  to  provoke 
three  great  neck-or-nothing  chaps,  that  could  keep  on  runuing 
over  us,  back'ards  and  for'ards,  till  we  was  dead,  and 
then  take  our  bodies  up  behind  'em,  and  drown  us  ten 
miles  off?" 

"  How  far  is  it  to  London? "  inquired  the  same  speaker. 

**  Why,  from  here,  ear"  answered  John^  persnaslYely,  ** it's 
thirteen  very  eaej  mile." 

The  adjective  was  thztywn  in,  as  an  inducement  to  the 
travellers  to  lide  away  with  all  speed ;  but  instead  of  having 
the  desired  effect,  it  elicited  fix>m  the  same  person,  the  remark, 
^'Thirteen  miles!  That's  a  long  distance!"  which  was 
£>]lowed  by  a  short  pause  of  indecision. 

''Pftty/'  said  the  gentleman^  ^'aze  there  any  inns  here 
aboots?" 

At  the  word  ''inns,''  John  plucked  up  his  spirit  in  a 
surprising  manner;  his  Hmus  rolled  off  like  smoke;  all  tiie 
landlord  stirred  within  him. 

"  There  are  no  inns,"  rejoined  Mr.  Willet,  with  a  strong 
emphasis  on  the  plural  number ;  "  but  there  *8  a  Inn— one 
.  Inn — the  Maypole  Inn,  That  's  a  Inn  indeed.  You  won't 
see  the  like  of  that  Inn  often." 

**  You  keep  it  perhaps  ?  "  said  the  hor8eman,8miling. 

*'  I  do,  sir,"  replied  John,  greatly  wondering  how  he  had 
fbvmd  this  out. 

**  And  how  far  is  the  Majrpole  from  here  ?  " 

*'  About  a  mile  " — John  was  going  to  add  that  it  was  the 
easiest  mile  in  aU  tlie  world,  when  the  third  rider,  who  had 
hitherto  kept  a  little  in  the  rear,  suddenly  interposed : 

"  And  have  you  one  excellent  bed,  landlord  ?  Hem  !  A 
bed  that  you  can  recommend — a  bed  that  you  are  sure  if  well 
aired — a  bed  that  has  been  slept  in  by  some  perfectly  respect- 
able and  unexceptionable  person ! 

**  We  don't  take  in  no  tagrag  and  bobtail  at  our  house, 
sir,"  answered  John.    "  And  as  to  the  bed  itself — " 

"  Say,  as  to  three  beds,''  interposed  the  gentleman  who 
had  spc^Esn  befbre;  "for  we  shall  want  three  if  we  stay, 
though  my  frienft  only  speaks  of  one." 

"No,  no,  my  lord;  you  are  too  good,  you  axe  too  kind; 
but  your  Uifo  is  of  &r  too  much  importance  to  the  nation  in 
these  portentous  times,  to  be  placed  upon  a  level  with  one  so 
useless  and  so  poor  as  mine.   A  great  cause,  my  lord,  a 
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mighty  cause,  depends  on  you.  You  are  its  leader  and  its 
champion,  its  advanced  guard  and  its  van.  It  is  the  cause  of 
our  altiu-s  and  our  homes,  our  country  and  our  faith.  Let 
me  sleep  on  a  chair — the  carpet — anywhere.  No  one  will 
repine  if  I  take  cold  or  fever.  Let  John  Grueby  pass  the 
night  beneath  the  open  sky — no  one  will  repine  for  him. 
But  forty  thousand  men  of  this  our  island  in  the  wave 
(exclusive  of  women  and  children)  rivet  their  eyes  and 
thoughts  on  Lord  George  Gordon ;  and  every  day,  from  the 
rising  up  of  the  sun  to  the  going  down  of  the  same,  pray  lor 
his  healtii  and  vigour.  My  lord,"  said  the  speaker,  rising  in 
his  stirrups,  it  is  a  glorioms  cause,  and  must  not  be  forgotten. 
My  lord,  it  is  a  mighly  cause,  and  must  not  be  endangered. 
My  lord,  it  is  a  holy  cause,  and  must  not  be  deserted." 

"  It  is  a  holy  cause/'  exclaimed  his  lordship,  lifting  xxg  hia 
hat  with  great  solemnify.    "  Amen ! " 

"  John  Grueby/'  said  the  kng^winded  gentleman,  in  a  tone 
of  mild  reprooj^  **  his  lordship  said  Amen." 

I  heard  my  loxd,  air/'  said  the  man,  sitting  like  a  statue 
on  his  horse.  • 

«  And  do  not  you  say  Amen,  likewise  ?" 
To  which  John'  Grueby  made  no  reply  at  all,  but  sai 


m 
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Ton  surprise  me,  Gmeby/'  said  the  gentleman.  ^'  At  a 
crisis  like  the  present,  when  Queen  Elizabeth,  that  maiden 
monarch,  weeps  within  her  tomb,  and  Bloody  Mary  with  a 
brow  of  gloom  and  shadow,  stalks  triumphant—" 

"Oh,  sir,"  cried  the  man,  gruffly,  "wliere's  the  use  of 
talking  of  Bloody  Mary,  under  such  circumstances  as  the 
present,  when  my  lord 's  wet  through  and  tired  with  hard 
riding  ?  Let 's  either  go  on  to  London,  sir,  or  put  up  at 
once;  or  that  unfort'nate  Bloody  Mary  will  have  more  to 
answer  for — and  she 's  done  a  deal  more  harm  in  her  graTe 
than  she  ever  did  in  her  lifetime,  I  believe." 

By  this  time  Mr.  Willet,  who  had  never  heard  so  many 
words  spoken  together  at  one  time,  or  delivered  with  such 
volubility  and  emphasis  as  by  the  long-winded  gentleman; 
and  wliose  brain,  being  wholly  unable  to  sustain  or  compass 
them,  had  quite  given  itself  up  for  lost ;  reco?ered  so  far  as  to 
observe  that  there  was  ample  accommodation  at  the  Maypole 
fat  all  the  party:  good  beds;  neat  wines;  excellent  entei^ 
tainment  fas  man  and  beast;  private  rooma  £6r  large  or  amaU 
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parties;  dinners  dressed  upon  the  shortest  notice;  choico 
stabling,  and  a  lock-up  coach-house  :  and,  in  short,  to  run 
over  such  recommendatory  scraps  of  lan^age  as  were  painted 
up  on  various  portions  of  the  building,  and  which,  in  the 
course  of  some  forty  years,  he  had  learnt  to  repeat  with 
tolerable  correctness.  He  was  considering  whether  it  was  at 
all  possible  to  insert  any  novel  sentences  to  the  same  purpose, 
when  the  gentleman  who  had  spoken  firsts  turning  to  him  of 
the  long  wind,  exclaimed,  "  What  say  yon,  Qashford  ?  Shall 
we  tarry  at  this  Jboiue  h»  speaks  o£,  or  press  fbrwaid?  You 
shall  decide." 

"  I  would  submit,  my  lord,  then,"  returned  the  person  he 
appealed  to,  in  a  siliy  tone,  "  that  your  health  and  spiritih^ 
so  important  under  Proyidenoe,  to  our  great  cause,  our  pure 
and  trathM  cause"— here  his  lordsihip  pulled  off  his  hat 
again,  though  it  vas  raiuiog  hard — ^''require r^eshmeiKt  and 
repose." 

Go  on  hefore,  landlord,  and  show  the  way/'  said  Lord 
George  Gordon ;  "we  will  follow  at  a  footpace." 

"  U  you  '11  give  me  leave,  my  lord,"  said  John  Gmeby,  in  a 
low  Toioe,  **  I  *]1  change  my  proper  place,  and  ride  before  you. 
The  looks  of  the  landlord's  friend  are  not  oyer  honest,  and  it 
may  be  as  well  to  bo  cautious  with  him." 

"John  Grueby  is  quite  right,"  interposed  Mr.  Gashford, 
falling  back  hastily.  "  My  lord,  a  life  so  precious  as  yours 
must  not  be  put  in  peril.  Go  forward,  John,  by  all  means. 
If  you  have  any  reason  to  suspect  the  fellow,  blow  his  brains 
out." 

John  made  no  answer,  but  looking  straight  before  him,  as 
his  custom  seemed  to  be  when  the  secretary  spoke,  bade  Hugh 
push  on,  and  followed  close  behind  him.  Then  came  his 
lordship,  vnth  Mr.  Willet  at  his  bridle  rein ;  and,  last  of 
all,  his  lordship's  seoreiazy — ^for  that^  it  seemed,  was  Gash- 
ford's  office. 

Hugh  strode  briskly  on,  often  looking  back  at  the  servant, 
whose  horse  was  close  upon  his  heels,  and  glancing  with  a  leer 
at  his  holster  case  of  pistols,  by  which  he  seemed  to  set  great 
store.-  He  was  a  square-built,  strong-made,  bull-necked 
foUow,  of  the  true  Engliah  breed;  and  as  Hugh  measured  him 
with  his  eye,  he  measured  Hugh,  regarding  him  meanwhile 
with  a  look  of  Uuff  disdain.  He  was  mudi  older  than  ihe 
Maypole  man,  being  to  all  appearance  five-and-forly ;  but  was 
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one  of  those  self-possessed,  liard-headed,  imperturbable  fel- 
lows, who,  if  they  ever  are  beat  at  fisty-cuffs,  or  other  kind  of 
warfare,  never  know  it,  and  g-o  on  coolly  till  they  win. 

**  If  I  led  you  wrong  now,"  said  Hugh,  tauntingly,  yon  *d 
—ha  ha  ha ! — you 'd  shoot  me  through  the  head,  I  suppose." 

John  Ghnieby  took  no  more  notice  of  this  remark  than  if  ho 
had  been  deaf  and  Hugh  dumb ;  but  kept  tiding  (m,  qiiita 
oomfortably,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  hozison.  ^ 

Did  you  ever  try  a  fell  with  a  man  when  you  were  youngs 
master  ?  "  said  Hugh.  **  Cm  you  make  any  play  at  amgle- 
rtick?'' 

John  Qmeby  looked  at  him  sLdeways  with  the  aame  oon- 
tented  air,  but  deigned  not  a  word  in  answer. 

— Like  this?'*  said  Hugh,  giving  his  cudgel  one  of  those 
skilM  flouiishes,  in  which  the  rostao  of  that  time  delighted. 
"Whoop!" 

« — ^Or  thaV  zetnmed  John  Ghneby,  heating  down  his 
guard  with  his  whip,  and  striking  him  on  the  head  with  its 
butt  end.  "Tes,  I  played  a  little  onoe.  '  Tou  wear  your 
hair  too  long ;  I  should  have  cracked  your  orown  if  it  had 

been  a  little  shorter." 

It  was  a  pretty  smart,  loud-sounding  rap  as  it  was,  and 
evidently  astonished  Hugh ;  who,  for  tlie  moment  seemed 
disposed  to  drag  his  new  acquaintance  from  his  saddle.  But 
Ills  ftice  betokening  neither  malice,  triumph,  rage,  nor  any 
lingering  idea  that  he  had  given  him  offence  ;  his  eyes  gazing 
Bteadily  in  the  old  direction,  and  his  manner  being  as  careless 
and  composed  as  if  he  had  merely  brushed  away  a  fly ;  Hugh 
was  so  puzzled,  and  so  disposed  to  look  upon  liim  as  a 
customer  of  almost  supematural  toughness,  that  he  merely 
laughed,  and  cried  Well  done  1 "  then,  sheering  off  a  little, 
led  the  way  in  silence. 

Before  iJie  lapse  of  many  minutes  the  party  halted  at  the 
Maypole  door.  Lord  George  and  his  secretary  quickly  dia-* 
mounting,  gave  their  horses  to  their  servant,  who,  tmder  the 
guidance  of  Hugh,  repaired  to  the  stables.  Bight  glad  to 
escape  from  the  inolemeocy  of  the  night,  they  followed  Mr. 
Willet  into  the  common  room,  and  stood  warming  themselves 
and  drying  their  dothes  befiire  the  cheerfbl  fire,  wiulB  he 
busied  himself  with  such  orders  and  prepamtipns  as  his 
guest*  s  high  quality  required. 

As  he  busded  in  and  out  of  the  roomi  intent  on  these 
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airaiijareineiits,  he  had  an  opportunity  of  observing  the  two 
travellers,  of  whom,  as  yet,  ho  knew  nothing  but  the  voice. 
The  lord,  the  cri-eat  personage,  who  did  the  j\Ia}^^ole  so  much 
honour,  was  about  the  middle  height,  of  a  slender  make,  and 
sallow  complexion,  with  an  aquiline  nose,  and  long  hair  of  a 
reddish  brown,  combed  perfectly  straight  and  smooth  about 
his  ears,  and  sliglitly  powdered,  but  without  the  faintest 
vestige  o^  a  curl.  He  was  attired,  under  his  great  coat,  in  a 
full  suit  of  black,  quite  free  from  any  ornament,  and  of  the 
most  precise  and  sober  cut.  The  gravity  of  his  dress,  together 
with  a  certain  lahkness  of  cheek  and  stiffness  of  deportment, 
added  nearly  ten  years  to  Ins  age,  but  his  figure  was  that  of 
one  not  yet  past  thirty.  As  he  stood  musing  in  the  red  glow 
of  the  £re,  it  was  striking  to  observe  his  very  bright  lazge 
eye,  which  betrayed  a  restlessness  of  thought  and  purpose, 
singularly  at  variance  with  the  studied  composure  and  sobriety 
of  his  mien,  and  with  his  quaint  and  sad  appareL  It  had 
nothing  harsh  or  cruel  in  its  ezpreasion;  neither  bad  his  feuie^ 
vbicb  was  tbin  and  mOd,  and  wore  an  air  of  melancholy;  but 
it  was  suggestive  of  an  indefinable  uneasinees»  wbieb  infected 
those  who  looked  upon  him,  and  filled  them  with  a  kind  of 
pity  fer  the  man :  tiiough  why  it  did  so^  thej  would  baye  bad 
some  trouble  to  explain. 

Gasblbrd,  the  secretaiy,  was  taller,  angularty  made,  high- 
flhoa]dered,-bony,  and  ungraceM.  His  dress,  in  imitation  of 
bis  superior,  was  demure  and  staid  in  the  extreme ;  his 
manner,  formal  and  constrained.  Tliis  gentleman  had  an 
overhanging  brow,  great  hands  and  feet  and  ears,  and  a  pair 
of  eyes  that  seemed  to  have  made  an  imnatural  retreat  into 
his  head,  and  to  have  dug  themselves  a  cave  to  hide  in.  His 
.  manner  was  smooth  and  humble,  but  very  sly  and  slinking. 
He  wore  the  aspect  of  a  man  who  was  always  lying  in  wait 
for  something  that  wouldn't  come  to  pass ;  but  he  looked 
patient — very  patient — and  fawned  like  a  spaniel  dog.  Even 
now,  while  he  warmed  and  rubbed  his  hands  before  the  blaze, 
he  had  the  air  of  one  who  only  presumed  to  enjoy  it  in  his 
degree  as  a  commoner ;  and  though  he  knew  his  lord  was  not 
regarding  him,  be  looked  into  his  face  ham  time  to  time, 
and,  with  a  meek  and  deferential  manner^  smiled  as  if  fer 
practice. 

Such  were  the  guests  whom  old  John  Willet,  with  a  fixed 
and  leaden  eye,  surveyed  a  hundred  times,  and  to  whom  be 
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now  advanced,  with  a  state  candlestick  in  each  hand,  beseeching 
them  to  follow  him  into  a  worthier  chamber.  For  my  lord," 
said  John — it  is  odd  enough,  but  certain  people  seem  to  have 
as  g^reat  a  pleasure  in  pronouncing  titles  as  their  owners  have 
in  wearing  them — this  room,  my  lord,  isn't  at  all  the  sort 
of  place  for  your  lordship,  and  I  have  to  beg  your  lordship's 
pardon  for  keeping  you  here,  my  lord,  one  minute." 

With  this  address,  John  ushered  them  up-stairs  into  the 
state  apartment,  which,  like  many  other  things  of  state,  was 
cold  and  comfortless.  Their  own  footsteps,  reverberating 
through  the  spadous  room,  stnifik  upon  their  hearing  with 
a  hollow  soimd;  and  its  damp  and  chilly  atmosphere  was 
zendered  doubly  cheerlflw  by  contrast  with  the  homely  wamth 
fhey  had  deserted. 

It  was  of  no  use,  howerer,  to  propose  a  letom  to  the  place 
they  had  quitted,  lor  the  preparations  went  on  so  briskly  that 
ihne  was  no  time  to  stop  fliem.  John,  with  the  tall  candle- 
stioikB  in  his  hands,  bowed  them  np  to  the  fire-place ;  Hugh, 
striding  in  with  a  lighted  brand  and  pile  of  fize-wood,  oast  it 
down  uptm  the  hearth,  and  set  it  in  a  blase;  John  Gmeby 
(who  had  a  great  blue  cockade  in  his  hat,  which  he  appeared 
to  despise  mightily)  brought  in  Ihe  portmanteau  he  had 
earned  on  his  horse,  and  placed  it  on  the  floor ;  and  presently 
all  three  were  busily  engaged  in  drawing  out  Ihe  screen, 
lajdng  the  cloth,  inspecting  the  beds,  lighting  fires  in  the  bed- 
rooms, expediting  tlie  supper,  and  niakinti;  everything  as  cosy 
and  as  snug  as  might  be,  on  so  short  a  notice.  In  less  than 
an  hour's  time,  supper  had  been  served,  and  ate,  and  cleared 
away ;  and  Lord  George  and  his  secretary,  with  slippered  feet 
and  legs  stretched  out  before  the  fire,  sat  over  some  hot  mulled 
wine  together. 

So  ends,  my  lord,"  said  Gashford,  filling  his  glass  with 
great  comphuiency,  "  the  blessed  work  of  a  most  blessed  day." 

"  And  of  a  blesaed  yesterday,"  said  his  lordship,  raising  his 
head. 

"Ah!" — and  here  the  secretary  clasped  his  hands — "a 
blessed  yesterday  indeed!  The  Protestants  of  Suffolk  are 
godly  men  and  true.  Though  others  of  our  countrymen  have 
lost  their  way  in  darkness,  even  as  we,  my  lord,  did  lose  onr 
road  to-night,  theirs  is  the  light  and  glory." 

"Did  I  move  them,  Gashford?"  said  Lord  George. 
MoTe  them,  my  lord  I   Move  them  ]   They  cried  to  be 
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led  on  against  the  Papiste,  fhej  TOwed  a  dxeadM  Tengeanoe  • 
on  their  heads,  they  roared  like  men  possessed — 

**  But  not  by  de^/'  said  his  lord. 
By  derils !  my  lord !    By  angeb.'' 

**  Yes— ^h  surely — ^by  angels,  no  doubt,"  said  Lord  George, 
thrusting  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  taking  them  out  again  to 
bite  his  nails,  and  looking  uncomfortably  at  the  fire.  "  Of 
course  by  angels — eh  Gashford  ?  " 

**  You  do  not  doubt  it,  my  lord  ?  "  said  the  secretary. 

"No— No,"  returned  his  lord.  **No.  Why  should  I? 
I  suppose  it  would  be  decidedly  irreligious  to  doubt  it — 
wouldn*t  it,  Gashford  ?  Though  there  certainly  were,"  he 
added,  without  waiting  for  an  answer,  **  some  pla^y  ill- 
looking  characters  among  them." 

When  you  warmed,"  said  the  secretary,  looking  sharjily 
at  the  other's  downcast  eyes,  which  brightened  slowly  as  he 
spoke;  ''when  you  wanned  into  that  noble  outbreak:  when 
you  told  them  that  you  were  never  of  the  luke-warm  or  the 
timid  tribe^  and  bade  them  take  heed  that  they  were  prepared 
to  follow  one  who  would  lead  them  on,  though  to  the  very 
death;  when  yon  spoke  of  a  hundred  and  twenty  thousand 
men  across  tfale  Scottish  border  who  would  take  their  own 
xedrsss  at  any  time,  if  it  were  not  oonoeded ;  when  you  cried 
'  Perish  the  Pope  and  all  his  base  adherents ;  the  p^ial  laws 
against  them  shall  never  be  repealed  while  Englishmen  have 
hearts  and  hands  '—and  wayed  your  own  and  touched  your 
'sword;  and  when  tlicy  cried  'No  Popery!'  and  you  cried 
'  No;  not  even  if  we  wade  in  Uood,'  and  they  threw  up  iheir 
hats  and  cried  *  Hurrah !  not  even  if  we  wade  in  blood;  No 
Popery !  Lord  George  !  Down  with  the  Papists— 'Vengeance 
on  their  heads ; '  wlien  this  was  said  and  done,  and  a  word 
from  you,  my  lord,  could  raise  or  still  the  tumult — ah  \  then 
I  felt  what  greatness  wfis  indeed,  and  thouglit,  When  was 
there  ever  pow  er  like  this  of  Lord  George  Gordon's !  *' 

*'  It 's  a  great  j)()wer.  You're  right.  It  is  a  great  power!** 
be  cried  with  spmkling  eyes.  **But — dear  Gashford — did  I 
really  say  all  that  ?  *' 

"  And  how  much  more !  "  cried  the  secretary,  looking 
upwards.    "  Ali  I  liow  much  more  !  " 

And  I  told  them  what  you  say,  about  the  one  hundred 
and  forty  thousand  men  in  Scothmd,  did  I  i "  he  asked  with 
evident  delight      That  was  bold." 
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Our  cause  is  bddneas.   TruilL  is  alwaTS  bold.'' 
''Oertainly.    So  is  religion.    She's  boLd,  Oashfind?^ 

The  true  religion  is,  my  lord." 
"  Ajdd  that 's  ours/'  lie  rejoined,  moving  uneanly  in  liis 

seat,  and  biting  his  nails  as  iihough  he  would  pare  them  to 

the  quick.  "  There  can  be  no  doubt  of  ours  being  the  true 
one.  You  feel  as  certain  of  that  as  I  do,  Gasliibrd,  dou't  you?" 

Does  luy  lord  ask  whined  Gashford,  drawing  his 

chair  nearer  with  an  injured  air,  and  laying  his  broad  flatt 
hand  upon  the  table ;  "  me,**  he  repeated,  bending  the  dark 
hollows  of  his  eyes  upon  him  with  an  unwholesome  smile, 
who,  stricken  by  the  magic  of  his  eloquence  in  Scotland 
but  a  year  ago,  abjured  the  errors  of  the  Romish  church,  and 
clung  to  him  aa  ono  whose  timely  hand  had  plucked  me  £rom 
a  pit  ?  " 

'^True.  No — ^No.  I — I  didn't  mean  it/'  replied  the  otheiry 
shaking  him  by  the  hand,  rising  froox  his  seat,  and  pacing 
restlessly  about  the  room.  "It's  a  proud  thing  to  lead  the 
people,  Gaahfordy"  he  added  as  he  made  a  sudden  halt. 

By  force  of  reason  too/'  retained  the  pliant  secretary. 

Ay,  to  be  sure.  They  may  cough,  and  jeer,  and  groan 
in  Parliament^  and  call  me  Ibol  and  madman,  but  which,  oif 
them  can  raise  this  human  sea  and  make  it  swell  and  roar  at 
pleasure  ?  Not  one." 

Not  one/'  repeated  Gashford. 

Which  of  them  can  say  for  his  honesly,  what  I  can  say 
Ibr  mine ;  which  of  them  has  lefiised  a  minister's  bribe  o£ 
one  thousand  pounds  a  year,  to  resign  his  seat  in  &?our  of 
another  f  Not  one.'' 

"Not  one,"  repeated  Gashford  again — takizig  the  lion's 
share  of  the  mulled  wine  between  whiles. 

**  And  as  we  are  honest,  true,  and  in  a  sacred  cause,  Gash- 
ford," said  Lord  George  with  a  heightened  colour  and  in  a 
louder  voice,  as  he  laid  his  fevered  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
**  and  are  the  only  men  who  regard  the  mass  of  people  out  of 
doors,  or  are  regarded  by  them,  we  will  uphold  them  to  tho 
last;  and  wiU  raise  a  cry  against  these  un-English  Papists 
which  shall  re-echo  through  the  country,  and  roll  with  a  noise 
like  thunder.  I  will  be  worthy  of  the  motto  on  my  coat  of 
arms,  '  Called  and  chosen  and  faitliful.*  " 

"  Called/'  said  the  seoretaiy,  "  by  Heaven." 

« I  am." 
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"  Chosen  by  the  people." 
"  Yes." 

"  Faithful  to  both." 
To  the  block !  " 

It  would  be  difficult  to  oonvay  an  adequate  idea  of  the 
excited  maimer  in  which  he  gave  these  answers  to  the  aeere- 
tazjr'a  promptings;  of  the  zajpidity  of  his  utterance,  or  the 
violence  of  his  tone  and  gesture;  in  which,  struggling  through 
his  Puritan's  demeanour,  was  something  wild  and  ungovern- 
able which  broke  through  all  zestndnt.  For  some  minutes  he 
walked  rapidly  up  and  dofwn  the  room,  then  stopping  suddeid^ 
eaDchdmedy 

^'Gashfixrd — Tou  moved  tiiem  yesterday  too.  Oh  yes! 
You  did." 

"I  shone  with  a  reflected  ligiii  my  lord^''  replied  the 
humble  secretar},  laying  his  liand  upon  his  heart  "I  did 
my  best" 

"  You  did  well,"  said  his  master,  "  and  arc  a  ^eat  and 
wortliy  instrument.  If  you  \yi\l  rin^  for  John  Grueby  to 
carry  the  portmanteau  into  my  room,  and  will  wait  here  while 
I  undress,  we  will  dispose  of  business  as  usual,  if  you  're  not 
too  tired." 

Too  tired  my  lord ! — But  this  is  his  consideration ! 
Christian  from  head  to  foot."  With  which  solihxjuy,  the 
secretary  tilted  the  ju;^,  and  looked  very  hard  into  the  mulled 
wine,  to  see  how  much  remained. 

John  Willet  and  John  Grueby  appeared  together.  The  one 
bearing  the  great  candlesticks,  and  the  other  the  portmanteau, 
showed  the  deluded  lord  into  his  chamber ;  and  left  the  secre- 
taiy  alone,  to  yawn  and  shake  himself,  and  finally,  to  £ill 
asleep  before  the  fire. 

Now  Mr.  Gashford  sir,"  said  John  Qruehy  in  his  ear, 
after  what  appeared  to  him  a  moment  of  unoonBdousness ; 
''my  lord's  abed.'' 

''Oh.  Verygood  John,"  was  his  mild  reply.  "Thank  you 
John.   Nobody  need  sit  up.    I  know  my  room." 

"  I  hope  you're  not  a  going  to  trouble  your  head  to-night, 
or  my  lord's  head  neither,  with  anything  more  about  Bloody 
Maiy,"  said  John.  "  I  wish  the  hkssed  old  creetur  had  never 
been  bom." 

"I  said  you  mijn^ht  to  bed,  John,"  returned  the  secre- 
tary.   **  You  didn't  hear  me,  I  tliink." 
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"  Between  Bloody  Man'R,  and  Llue  cockades,  and  glorious 
Queen  Besses,  and  no  Popeiys,  and  Protestant  associations, 
and  making  of  speeches,"  pursued  John  Gmeby,  looking,  as 
usual,  a  long  way  off,  and  taking  no  notice  of  this  bint,  **  my 
lord  \s  half  off  Hs  head.  Wlien  we  go  out  o'  doors,  such  a 
set  of  ragamuffins  comes  a  ahouting  after  us  'Gordon  for 
ever  ! '  that  I ashamed  of  mjBelf  and  don't  know  where  to 
look.  When  we  're  indoors,  they  come  a  roaring  and  scream- 
ing about  tiie  house  like  so  many  devils ;  and  my  lord  instead 
of  ardenng  them  to  he  drove  away,  goes  out  into  the  balooirjr 
and  demeans  himself  hj  malring  speeches  to  'em,  and  calls 
'em  '  Men  of  England,'  and  '  Fellow-oountrymen,'  aa  if  he  was 
fond  of  'em  and  thanked  'em  for  ooming.  I  can't  maike  it 
out,  but  they're  all  mixed  up  somehow  or  anoiher  wiih  that 
unlbrf  nate  Bloody  Mary,  and  call  her  name  out  till  they  're 
hoarse.  They  're  all  Protestants  too — every  man  and  boy 
among  'em :  and  Protestants  is  veiy  fond  of  spoons  I  find,  and 
silver  plate  in  general,  whenever  area-gates  is  left  open  acci- 
dentally. I  wish  that  was  the  worst  of  it,  and  that  no  more 
hann  niiglit  be  to  come ;  but  if  you  don't  stop  these  ugly 
customers  in  time,  Mr.  Gashford  (and  I  know  you;  you're 
the  man  that  blows  the  fire),  you  '11  find  'em  grow  a  little  bit 
too  strong  for  you.  One  of  these  evenings,  when  the  weather 
gets  warmer  and  Protestants  are  thirsty,  they  '11  be  pulling 
London  down, — ^and  I  never  heerd  that  Bloody  Maiy  went  as 
fax  as  that.*^ 

Gasliford  had  vanished  long  ago,  and  these  remarks  had 
been  bestowed  on  empty  air.  Not  at  all  discomposed  by  the 
discovery,  John  Grueby  fiiced  his  hat  on,  wrong  side  foremost 
that  ho  might  be  unconscious  of  the  shadow  of  the  obnoxious 
cockade,  and  vnthdrew  to  bed;  shaldng  his  head  in  a  very 
gloomy  and  prophetic  manner  until  he  reached  his  chamber. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 
♦ 

Gashfobb,  with  a  smiling  face,  but  still  with  looks  of  pro- 
jfoond  deferemoe  and  humility,  betook  himself  towards  his 
master's  room^  smootiluiig  his  hair  down  as  he  went,  and 
humming  a  psahn  time.  As  he  appiroaohGd  Lord  George's 
door,  he  cleared  his  throat  and  hummed  more  Tigoroualy. 

There  was  a  remarkable  contrast  between  this  man's  occu- 
pation at  the  moment,  and  the  eo^preasion  of  his  ooontenanoe, 
which  was  singularly  repnluTe  and  malicious.  His  beetling 
brow  almost  obeoazed  hiis  eyes ;  his  lip  was  curled  contemp- 
tuously; his  very  shoulders  seemed  to  sneer  in  stealthy 
whisperings  with  liis  great  flapped  ears. 

Hush ! "  lie  muttered  softly,  as  he  peeped  iu  at  the 
chamber-door.  "  He  seems  to  be  asleep.  Pray  Heaven  he 
is  !  Too  mucli  watching,  too  much  ciire,  too  much  thought — 
ah  !  Lord  preserve  him  for  a  martyr !  He  is  a  saint^  if  ever 
saint  drew  breath  on  this  bad  earth." 

Placing  his  light  upon  a  table,  he  walked  on  tiptoe  to  the 
fire,  and  sitting  in  a  chair  before  it  witli  his  back  towards  the 
bed,  went  on  communing  with  himself  like  one  who  thought 
aloud : 

The  saviour  of  his  oountiy  and  his  country's  religion,  the 
fiiend  of  his  poor  countrjmien,  the  enemy  of  the  proud  and 
harsh;  beloved  of  the  rejected  and  oppressedy  adored  by  forty 
thousand  bold  and  loyal  Kngliah  hearts — what  happy  slumbers 
his  should  be ! "  And  here  he  sighed,  and  warmed  his  hands, 
and  shook  his  head  as  men  do  when  their  hearts  are  fail,  and 
heaved  another  sigh,  and  warmed  his  hands  again. 

"Why,  Qashlbrd?"  said  Lord  George,  who  wa9  lying 
broad  awake,  upon  his  side,  and  had  been  staring  at  him  firom 
his  entrance. 

"  My — my  lord,"  said  Gashford,  starting  and  looking  round 
as  though  in  great  surprise.    "  I  have  disturbed  you !  " 
**  I  have  not  been  sleeping." 
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*'Not  sleeping!"  he  repeated,  with  assumed  confusion. 
"  What  can  I  say  for  having  in  your  presence  given  utterance 
to  thoughts — but  they  were  sincere — ^they  were  sincere ! 
exclaimed  the  secretary,  drawing  his  sleeve  in  a  hasty  way 
across  his  eyes,  and  why  should  I  regret  your  having  heard 
them  ?  " 

Gashford,"  said  the  poor  lord,  stretching  out  his  hand 
with  manifest  emotion.  "  Do  not  regret  it.  You  love  me 
well,  I  know — too  weU.    I  don*t  deserve  such  homage." 

Gashford  made  no  xeply,  but  grasped  the  hand  and  pressed 
it  to  his  lips.  Then  rising,  and  taking  &om  the  trunk  a  little 
desk,  he  placed  it  on  a  table  near  the  fire,  unlocked  it  with 
a  key  lie  carried  in  his  pocket,  sat  down  before  it,  took  out  a 
pen,  ood,  before  dipping  it  in  tbe  inkstand,  sucked  it — to 
compose  the  &shion  of  his  month  perhaps,  on  which  a  smile 
was  Iiovenng  yet. 

"  How  do  our  nimibers  stand  sinoe  last  embUing^mght?'' 
inquired  Lord  Geoige.  Are  we  really  forty 'thousand  strong, 
or  do  we  still  spes^  in  round  numbeera  when  we  take  the 
Association  at  that  amoont  ?  " 

Our  total  now  exceeds  that  mmiber  by  a  score  and  tfaree^'' 
Gashford  replied,  casting  his  eyes  upon  his  papers. 

"  The  funds?" 
Not  venj  improving;  but  there  is  some  manna  in  the 
wilderness,  my  lord.  Hem!  On  Friday  night  the  widows' 
mites  dropped  in.  '  Forty  scavengers,  tliree  and  fourj^ence. 
An  aged  pcw-oponer  of  St.  Martin's  parish,  sixpence.  A  bell- 
ringer  of  the  established  church,  sixpence.  A  Protestant 
infant,  newly  bom,  one  halfpenny.  The  United  Link  Boys, 
tliree  shillings — one  bad.  Tlie  anti-popisli  prisoners  in  New- 
gate, five  and  foiirpence.  A  friend  in  Bedlam^  half-a-ut>wn. 
Dennis  the  hangman,  one  sliillinp:.' 

"  That  Dennis,"  said  his  lordship,  "  is  an  earnest  man.  I 
marked  him  in  the  crowd  in  Welbeck  Stieet,  last  Friday." 

*^  A  good  man,"  rejoined  the  secretaiy ;  "  a  staunch,  sinceire, 
and  truly  zealous  man." 

"  He  should  be  encouraged,"  said  Lord  Qeoige.  Make  a 
note  of  Dennis.    I  'U  talk  with  him." 

Gashford  obeyed,  and  went  on  readings  from  his  list : 
'  Tlie  Friends  of  Reason,  half-a-gnmea.    The  Friends  of 
Liberty,  half-a-guinea.   The  Friends  of  Peace,  liiRlf>a-guinea. 
The  Friends  of  Charity,  half-a-^uinea.  The  Friends  of  Merqy, 
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half-apgninea.  Hie  Attodated  Rememberen  of  Bloody  Mary, 
half-^a-goinea.   The  United  Bull-Dogs,  half-apgiimea.' " 

''The  United  BuU-Dogs/'  said  Ixnd  George,  biting  his 
naik  most  hombly,  ''  axe  a  new  society,  are  they  not  f  " 

**  Formerly  the  Trentice  Knights,  my  lord.  The  indentures 
of  the  old  members  expiring  by  degrees,  they  changed  their 
name,  it  seems,  tliough  they  still  have  'prentices  among  them, 
as  well  as  workmen."  ✓ 

**  What  is  their  president's  name? "  inquired  Lord  George. 

**  President,"  said  Gaahford,  reading,  **Mr.  Simon  Tap- 
pertit.*' 

"  I  remember  him.  The  little  man,  who  sometimes  brings 
an  elderly  sister  to  our  meetings,  and  sometimes  another 
female  too,  who  is  oonscientious^  I  have  no  doubt,  but  not 
well-favoured  ?  " 

'*  The  very  same,  my  lord." 
Tappertit  is  an  earnest  man,"  said  Lord  George  thought- 
fWly.    "  Eh,  Gashford  ?  " 

One  of  the  foremost  among  fhem  all,  my  lord.  He  snufBi 
the  battle  from  afar,  like  the  war-horse.  He  throws  his  hat 
up  in  the  street  as  if  he  were  inspired,  and  makes  most  stirring 
speeches  from  the  shoulders  of  his  frisnds." 

''Make  a  note  of  Tappertit^"  said  Lord  George  Gordon. 
*'  We  may  advanoe  him  to  a  place  of  trust." 

"  That,"  rejoined  the  secretazy,  doing  as  be  was  told*  is 
all-— «xoept  Mrs.  Varden's  box  (foarteenth  time  of  opening), 
seven  shiflings  and  sizpenoe  in  rilver  and  copper,  and  half-a- 
guinea  in  gold ;  and  Miggs  (being  the  saving  of  a  quarter's 
wages),  one-and-threepence." 

"  Miggs,"  said  Lord  George.    "  Is  that  a  man  ?  " 

**  The  name  is  entered  on  the  list  as  a  woman,"  replied  the 
secretary.  I  think  slio  is  the  tall  spare  female  of  whom  you 
spoke  just  now,  my  lord,  as  not  being  well-favoured,  who 
sometimes  comes  to  hear  the  speeches — along  with  Tappertit 
and  Mrs.  Varden." 

'*  Mrs.  Varden  is  the  elderly  lady,  then,  is  she  !  " 

The  secretary  nodded,  and  rubbed  the  bridge  of  his  nose 
with  the  feather  of  his  pen. 

She  is  a  zealous  sister,"  said  Lord  George.  "  Her  collec- 
tion goes  on  prosperously,  and  is  pursued  with  fervour.  Has 
her  husband  joined  ?  " 

''A  malignant,"  returned  the  seoretaxy,  folding  up  his 
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papers.  "  Umorlihy  radi  a  wife.  He  lemainB  in  outer  dark- 
ness, and  steadily  refuses/' 

"  The  consequences  be  upon  Lis  own  head ! — Gashford ! " 

"  My  lord  !  " 

You  don't  think,"  he  turned  restlessly  in  his  bed  as  ho 
spoke,  **  those  people  will  desert  me,  when  the  hour  arrives? 
I  have  spoken  boldly  for  them,  ventured  much,  suppressed 
notliing.    They  '11  not  fall  off,  will  they  ?  " 

"  No  fear  of  that  my  lord,"  said  Gasliford,  with  a  meaning 
look,  which  was  rather  the  involuntary  expression  of  his  own 
thoughts  than  int(}nde(l  as  any  confirmation  of  his  words,  for 
tlie  other's  face  was  turned  away.  **  Be  sure  there  is  no  fear 
of  that." 

Nor,"  he  said  with  a  more  restless  motion  than  before, 
of  their — ^but  they  can  sustain  no  harm  from  leaguing  for 
this  purpose.    Eight  is  on  our  side,  though  Might  may  be 
against  lis.  You  feel  as  sure  of  that  as  I — honestly,  you  do  ?" 

The  secretary  was  beginning  with  ''You  do  not  doubt/' 
when  the  other  interrupted  him,  and  impatientij  z^oined : 

"Doubt  No.  Who  says  I  doubt  ?  If  I  doubted,' should 
I  cast  away  relaiiYes,  friends,  everything,  Ibr  this  unhappy 
oouBtr/B  sake;  Ois  unhappy  «wmtry,"  he  cried,  springmg 
up  in  bed,  alter  repeating  the  phrase  ''unhappy  country's 
sake  "  to  him&elf,  at  least  a  donn  times,  "  forsaken  of  God 
and  man,  deliyered  over  to  a  dangerous  ccmlbderaoy  of  Popish 
powers ;  the  pr^  of  corruption,  idolatry,  and  despotism !  Who 
says  I  doubt  ?  Am  I  called,  and  chosen,  and  faitliful  ?  Tell 
me.    Am  I,  or  am  I  not  ? 

"To  God,  the  country,  and  yourself,"  cried  Gashford. 
I  am.    I  will  be.    I  say  again,  I  wiU  be  :  to  the  block. 
Who  says  as  much  I    Do  you  ?    Does  any  man  alive  ?  " 

The  secretary  drooped  his  head  witli  an  expression  of  perfect 
acquiescence  in  anything  that  had  been  said  or  might  be ;  and 
Lord  George  gradually  sinking  down  upon  his  pillow,  fell 
asleep. 

Although  there  was  something  very  ludicrous  in  his  vehe- 
ment maimer,  taken  in  conjunction  with  his  meagre  aspect 
and  ungraceful  presence,  it  would  scarcely  have  provoked  a 
smile  in  any  man  of  kindly  feeling;  or  even  if  it  had,  he 
would  have  felt  sorry  and  almost  angry  with  himself  next 
moment,  for  yielding  to  the  impulse.  This  lord  was  sincrae 
in  his  violence  and  in  his  wavmng.   A  nature  prone  to  fblse 
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enflmsiaflm,  and  iihe  wiity  of  being  a  leader^  were  the  imst 
qualities  apparent  in  liie  composition.  All  the  zest  was  weak- 
ness— sheer  weakness ;  and  it  is  the  unhappy  lot  of  thoronghly 
weak  men,  that  their  very  sympathies,  affections,  confidences 
— all  the  qualities  which  in  better-constituted  minds  are 
virtues — dwindle  into  foibles,  or  turn  into  do^Tiright  vices. 

Gasliiord,  with  many  a  sly  look  towards  the  bed,  sat  chuck- 
ling at  his  master's  folly,  until  his  deep  and  heavy  breathing 
warned  him  that  he  might  retire.  Locking  his  desk,  and 
replacing  it  within  the  trunk  (but  not  before  ho  had  taken 
from  a  secret  lining  two  printed  handbills),  he  cautiously 
withdrew ;  looking  back,  as  he  went,  at  the  pale  face  of  the 
slumbering  man,  above  whose  head  the  dusty  plumes  that 
erowned  the  Maypole  couch,  waved  dxeaiily  and  sadly  as 
though,  it  were  a  Uer.  * 

Stopping  on  the  staircase  to  listen  that  aU  was  quiet,  and 
to  take  off  his  shoes  lest  his  footsteps  should  alarm  any  light 
sleeper  who  might  be  near  at  hand,  he  descended  to  the  ground 
floor,  and  thrust  one  of  his  bills  beneath  the  great  door  of  the 
house.  That  done,  he  crept  softly  back  to  his  own  chamber, 
and  from  the  window  let  another  &U— carefully  wrapped 
round  a  stone  to  save  it  from  the  wind — into  the  yard  bebw. 

They  were  addressed  on.  the  back  ''To  every  Protestant 
into  whose  hands  this  shall  come,"  and  bore  within  what 
Ibllows : 

"  Men^  and  Brethren.  'Whoever  shall  find  this  letter,  wiU 
take  it  as  a  warning  to  join,  without  delay,  the  friends  of  Lord 
George  Gordon.  There  are  great  events  at  hand;  and  the 
times  are  dangerous  and  troubled.  Read  this  carefully,  keep 
it  clean,  and  drop  it  somewhere  else.  For  King  and  Country. 
Union." 

"  More  seed,  more  seed,"  said  Gashford  as  he  closed  the 
window.    "  When  will  the  harvest  come ! " 
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CHAPTER  XXXVn. 


To  soxTOimd  anyihing,  however  moDBtroiu  or  lidioiiloiis, 
with  an  air  of  mystery,  is  to  inyeat  it  with  a  eeeret  oharm, 
and  power  of  attraction  which  to  the  erowd  ia  inefiistihle. 

False  priests,  false  prophets,  false  doctors,  fSedse  patriots,  false 
prodigies  of  every  kind,  veiling  their  proceedings  in  mystery, 
have  always  addressed  themselves  at  an  immense  adY^intage 
to  the  popular  credulity,  and  have  heen,  perhaps,  more  in- 
debted to  that  resource  in  gaining  and  keeping  for  a  time  the 
upper  liand  of  Trutli  and  Common  Sense,  than  to  any  half- 
dozen  items  in  the  whole  catalogue  of  imposture.  Curiosity 
is,  and  has  been  from  the  creation  of  the  world,  a  master- 
passion.  To  awaken  it,  to  gratify  it  by  sliglit  degrees,  and 
yet  leave  something  always  in  suspense,  is  to  establish  the 
surest  hold  that  can  he  had,  in  wrong,  on  the  unthinking 
portion  of  mankind. 

If  a  man  had  stood  on  London  Bridge,  calling  till  he  was 
hoarse,  upon  the  passers-by,  to  join  with  Lord  George  Gordon, 
although  for  an  object  which  no  man  understood,  and  wliich 
in  that  very  incident  had  a  charm  of  its  own,~the  probabiUty 
is,  that  he  might  have  influenced  a  score  of  people  in  a  month. 
If  all  zealous  Protestants  had  been  public^  urged  to  join  an 
association  for  the  avowed  purpose  <^  singing  a  hymn  or  two 
occasionallyi  and  hearing  some  indi£Ebrent  speeohee  made,  and 
ultimately  of  petitioning  Parliament  not  to  pass  an  act  liar 
abolishing  the  penal  laws  against  Roman  Catholic  priests,  the 
penalty  of  perpetual  imprisonment  denounced  against  tiioee 
who  educated  diildren  in  that  persuasion,  and  the  disqualifi- 
cation of  all  members  of  the  Komish  church  to  inherit  real 
property  in  the  United  Kingdom  by  right  of  purchase  or 
descent,—  matters  so  far  removed  from  the  business  and 
bosoms  of  the  mass,  might  perhaps  have  called  together  a 
hundred  people.  But  when  vague  rumours  got  abroad,  that 
in  this  Protestant  association  a  secret  power  was  mustering 
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against  the  goremment  for  undefined  and  mighty  pnipoaea ; 
when  the  air  was  filled  with  whiapen  of  a  confederacy  among 
the  Popish  powers  to  degrade  and  enalaTe  England,  establish 
.  aa  inqiiisition  in  London,  and  torn  the  pens  of  Smithfield 
market  into  stakes  and  caldrons;  when  terrors  and  alarms 
which  no  man  imderstood  were  perpetually  broached,  both  in 
.  and  out  of  Parliament,  by  one  enthusiast  who  did  not  under- 
stand himself,  and  bygone  bugbears  which  had  lain  quietly 
in  their  graTes  for  centuries,  were  raised  again  to  haunt  the 
ignorant  and  credulous ;  when  all  this  was  done,  as  it  were, 
in  the  dark,  and  secret  invitations  to  join  the  Great  Protestant 
Association  in  defence  of  religion,  life,  and  liberty,  were 
dropped  in  the  public  ways,  thrust  under  the  liou'^o-doors, 
tossed  in  at  windows,  and  pressed  into  the  liands  of  tliose  who 
trod  the  streets  by  night ;  when  they  glared  from  every  waU, 
and  shone  on  everv'  post  and  jiillar,  so  that  stocks  and  stones 
appeared  infecto<l  with  the  common  fear,  urging  all  men  to 
join  together  blindfold  in  resistance  of  they  knew  not  what, 
they  knew  not  why  ; — tlien  the  mania  spread  indeed,  and  tlio 
body,  still  increasing  every  day,  grew  forty  thousand  strong. 

So  said,  at  least,  in  this  month  of  March,  1780,  Lord 
George  Gordon,  the  Association's  president.  Wliether  it  was 
the  fact  or  otherwise,  few  men  knew,  or  cared  to  ascertain. 
It  had  never  made  any  public  demonstration;  had  scarcely 
ever  been  heard  of,  save  through  him ;  had  never  been  seen ; 
and  was  supposed  by  many  to  be  the  mere  creature  of  his  dis- 
ordered brahi.  He  was  aecustomed  to  talk  lai^y  about 
numbers  of  men — stimulated,  as  it  was  infored,  by  certain 
successful  disturbances^  arising  out  of  the  same  subject^  which 
had  occurred  in  Scotland  in  the  previous  year;  was  looked 
upon  aa  a  cracked-brained  member  of  the  lower  house,  who 
attacked  all  parties  and  sided  with  none,  and  was  yeacy  little 
regarded.  It  was  known  that  there  was  discontent  abroad — 
^ere  alwa^'s  is;  he  had  been  accustomed  to  address  the  people 
by  placard,  speech,  and  pamplilet,  upon  other  questions; 
nothing  had  conu;,  in  liiigland,  of  liis  past  exertions,  and 
nothing  was  apprehended  from  his  present.  Just  as  he  has 
come  ujK)n  the  reader,  he  had  come,  from  time  to  time,  upon 
the  public,  and  been  forgotten  in  a  day ;  as  suddenly  as  he 
appears  in  these  pages,  after  a  blank  of  five  long  j-ears,  did 
he  and  liis  proceedings  begin  to  force  themselves,  about  this 
period,  upon  the  notice  of  thousands  of  people,  who  had 
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iniiiglfld  in  actiye  lilb  during  the  vJhole  inteonral,  and  who, 
without  being  deaf  or  blind  to  passing  eTents,  bad  scaroely 
ever  thought  of  him  befbre. 

^'My  lord,"  said  Gashford  in  his  ear,  as  he  drew  the 
curtains  of  his  bed  betimes ;  "  my  lord ! " 

"Yes— who's  that?  Whatisitf" 

"  The  clock  has  struck  nine,"  returned  the  secretary,  with 

meekly  folded  hands.  "  You  have  slept  well  ?  I  hope  you 
have  slept  well  ?  If  my  prayers  are  heard,  you  are  refreshed 
indeed." 

"To  say  the  truth,  I  have  slept  so  soundly,"  said  Lord 
George,  rubbing  his  eyes  and  looking  round  the  room,  "  that 
I  don't  remember  quite — what  place  is  this  ?  " 

"  My  lord  !  "  cried  Gasliford,  with  a  smile. 
Oh !  "  returned  hia  superior.    "  Yes.    You  're  not  a  Jew 
then  ? 

'*  A  Jew  !  '*  exclaimed  the  pious  secret  a  r}  ,  recoiling. 

"  I  dreamed  that  we  were  Jews,  Gaahibrd.  You  and  I — 
both  of  us— Jews  with  long  beards." 

"  Heaven  forbid,  my  lord  !  We  might  as  well  be  Papists." 

"  I  suppose  we  might,"  returned  the  other,  veiy  quickly. 
"  Eh  ?    You  reaUy  think  so,  Gashford  ?  " 

"Surely  I  do,"  the  secretoxy  cried,  with  looks  of  great 
surprise. 

"  Humph ! "  he  muttered.    "  Yes  tiiat  seems  reasonable." 

"  I  hope  my  lord — "  the  seooretazy  began. 

"  Hope !  "  he  echoed,  interrupting  him.  "  "Why  do  you 
eay,  you  hope?  There's  no  harm  in  thinlring  of  such  things." 

"  Not  in  dreams,"  returned  the  seeretaiy. 

"  In  dreams !   No,  nor  waking  either." 

— "* Called,  and  chosen,  and  faithful/"  said  Gashford, 
taking  up  Lord  George's  watch  which  lay  upon  a  cliair,  and 
seeming  to  read  the  inscription  on  the  seal,  tibstraetedly. 

It  was  the  sliglitest  action  possible,  not  obtruded  on  his 
notice,  and  apparently  the  result  of  a  moment's  absence  of 
mind,  not  worth  remark.  But  as  the  words  were  uttered. 
Lord  George,  who  had  been  going  on  impetuously,  stopped 
short,  reddened,  and  was  silent.  Apparently  quite  uncon- 
scious of  this  change  in  his  demeanour,  the  wily  secretary 
stepped  a  little  apart,  under  pretence  of  pulling  up  the 
window-blind,  and  returning,  when  the  other  had  time  tp 
recover,  said : 


Digitized  by  Google 


BABNABT  BUDaB. 


m 


The  holy  cause  goes  bravely  on,  my  lord.  I  was  not 
Idle,  even  last  night.  I  dropped  two  of  the  handbills  before  I 
weat  to  bed,  and  both  are  gone  this  monung.  Nobody  in 
the  house  has  mentioned  the  circumstance  of  finding  them, 
though  I  have  been  down  stairs  full  half-an-hour.  One  or 
two  recruits  will  be  their  first  fruit,  I  predict;  and  who  shall 
sajr  how  many  more,  with  Heaven's  blessing  on' jour  inspired 
eacertions! " 

It  was  a  fiEanous  device  in  the  beginning/'  replied  Lord 
George  ;  "  an  excellent  device,  and  did  good  service  in 
Seoflimd.  It  was  quite  worthy  of  you.  Ton  remind  me  not 
to  be  a  sluggard,  Gashford,  when  the  Tineyard  is  menaced 
with  destruction,  and  may  be  trodden  down  by  Papist  feet. 
Let  the  horses  be  saddled  in  half-an-hour.  We  must  be  up 
and  doing !  *' 

He  said  this  with  a  heightened  colour,  and  in  a  tone  of 
such  entlmsiasm,  that  the  secretary  deemed  aU  further 
prompting  needless,  and  withdrew. 

— "  Dreamed  he  was  a  Jew,*'  he  said  thoughtfully,  as  he 
closed  the  bedroom  door.  He  may  come  to  that  before  he 
dies.  It 's  like  enough.  Well !  After  a  time,  and  provided 
I  lost  nothing  by  it,  I  don't  see  why  that  religion  ^louldn't 
suit  me  as  wdl  as  any  other.  There  are  rich  men  among  the 
Jews;  shaving  is  very  troublesome; — yes,  it  would  suit  me 
•  well  enough.  For  the  present,  though,  we  must  be  Christian 
to  the  core.  Our  prophetic  motto  will  suit  all  creeds  in  their 
turn,  that's  a  comfort"  Reflecting  on  this  source  of  con- 
solation, he  reached  the  sitting-room,  and  rang  the  bell  for 
hreakfiEut. 

Lord  Geoige  was  quickly  dressed  (for  his  plain  toilet  was 
easily  made),  and  as  he  was  no  less  frugal  in  his  repasts  than 
in  his  Puritan  attire,  his  share  of  the  meal  was  soon 
dispatched.  The  secretary,  however,  more  devoted  to  the 
good  things  of  this  world,  or  more  intent  on  sustaining  his 
strength  and  spirits  for  the  sake  of  the  Protestant  cause,  ate 
and  drank  to  the  last  minute,  and  req\iired  indeed  some  three 
or  four  reminders  from  John  Grueby,  before  he  could  resolve 
to  tear  himself  away  from  Mr.  WiUet's  plentiful  providing. 

At  length  he  came  down  stairs,  wiping  his  greasy  mouth, 
and  having  paid  John  Willet's  bill,  climbed  into  his  saddle. 
Lord  George,  who  had  been  walking  up  and  down  before  the 
house  talking  to  himself  with  earnest  gestures^  mounted  his 
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horse ;  and  returning  old  John  Willet's  stately  bow,  as  well 
as  the  parting  salutation  of  a  dozen  idlers  whom  the  rumour 
of  a  live  lord  being  about  to  leave  the  Maypole  had  gathered 
round  the  poroh,  they  xode  away,  with  stout  John  Grueby  in 
the  rear. 

If  Lofd  George  Gordon  had  appeared  in  the  eyes  of  Mr. 
Willet,  oyemight,  a  nobleman  of  eomewhat  quaint  and  odd 
exterior,  the  impression  was  confirmed  this  morning,  and 
increased  a  hundred  fold.  Sitting  bolt  upright  upon  his  bony 
steed,  with  his  long,  straight  hair,  dangling  about  his  face  and 
fluttering  in  the  wind ;  his  limbs  all  an^gular  and  rigid,  his 
elbows  stuck  out  on  eiUier  side  ungraoefiilly,  and  his  whole 
fItaBie  jogged  and  shaken  at  every  motion  of  his  horse's  &et; 
a  more  grotesque  or  more  ungainly  figure  can  hardly  be  ooin* 
oeived.  In  lieu  of  whip,  he  carried  in  his  hand  a  great 
gold-headed  cane,  as  large  as  any  footman  carries  in  these 
days ;  and  his  Tarious  modes  of  holding  this  unwieldy  weapon 
—now  upright  before  his  face  like  the  sabre  of  a  horse-soldlep, 
now  over  his  shoulder  like  a  musket,  now  between  his  finger 
and  thumb,  but  always  in  some  imeouth  and  awkward  fashion 
— contributed  in  no  small  degree  to  tlio  absurdity  of  his 
appearance.  Stiff,  lank,  and  solemn,  dressed  in  an  unusual 
manner,  and  ostentatiously  exhibiting — whether  by  design  or. 
accident — all  liis  peeuliarities  of  carriage,  gesture,  and  con- 
duct; all  tlie  qualities,  natural  and  artificial,  in  whicli  he 
differed  from  other  men ;  he  might  have  moved  the  sternest 
looker-on  to  laughter,  and  fully  provoked  the  smiles  and 
whispered  jests  which  greeted  his  departure  from  the  Maypole 
inn. 

Quito  unconscious,  however,  of  the  effect  he  produced,  he 
trotted  on  beside  his  secretary,  talkiog  to  himself  nearly  all 
the  way,  until  they  came  within  a  mile  or  two  of  London, 
when  now  and  then  some  passenger  went  by  who  knew  him 
by  sight,  and  pointed  him  out  to  some  one  cdse,  and  periupa 
stood  looking  after  him,  or  cried  in  jest  or  earnest  as  it  mig^t 
be,  '*  Hurrah  Geordie !  No  Popezy ! "  At  which  he  would 
gravely  puU  off  his  hai,  and  bow.  When  they  reached  the 
town  and  rode  along  the  streets,  tiiese  notices  became  mm 
frequent;  some  laughed,  some  hissed,  some  tamed  their  heads 
and  smiled,  some  ipondered  who  he  was,  some  ran  along  the 
pavesient  by  his  side  and  cheered.  When  this  happened  in  a 
crush  of  carts  and  chairs  and  coaches,  he  would  make  a  dead 
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stop,  and  pfuSing  off  hia  halt,  ery;    Qenilemfiiiy  No  Popttj! 
to  wbioh  l£e  geaileiiien  would  respond  vitili  Imij  Yoiem,  and 
iriih  three  tunes  three ;  and  then,  on  he  ironld  go  again  intii 
a  soore  or  so  of  the  raggedest,  IbHowing  at  his  horse^s  heels, 
and  shoutiug  till  their  throats  were  pajnohed. 

The  old  ladies  too— there  were  a  great  many  old  ladies  in 
the  streets,  and  these  all  knew  him.  Some  of  tiiem — not 
those  of  the  highest  rank,  but  such  as  sold  fruit  from  baskets 
and  carried  burdens — clapped  their  slirivelled  hrmds,  and 
raised  a  weazen,  piping,  shrill  *'  llurruh,  my  lord."  Others 
waved  their  hands  or  handkercliiefs,  or  shook  their  fans  or 
parasols,  or  threw  up  windows  and  CiiUed  in  haste  to  those 
within,  to  come  and  see.  All  these  marks  of  popular  esteem, 
he  received  with  profound  gravity  and  respect ;  bowing  very 
low,  and  so  frequently  that  his  hat  was  more  off  liis  head  than 
on ;  and  looking  up  at  the  houses  as  ho  passed  along,  with 
the  air  of  one  who  was  making  a  public  GRtrj,  and  jet  waa 
not  puffed-up  or  proud. 

So  they  rode  (to  the  deep  and  unspeakable  disgust  of  John 
Grueby)  the  whole  len^h  of  Whitechapel,  Leadenhall-street^ 
and  Cheapside,  and  into  Saint  Paid's  Churchyard.  Arriving 
close  to  the  cathredral,  he  halted;  spoke  to  Gashford;  and 
looking  upward  at  its  lofty  dome,  shook  his  head,  as  though 
he  said  *^  The  Church  in  Danger ! "  Then  to  be  sore^  tibo 
byBtanders  stretched  their  throats  indeed;  and  he  went  on 
again  with  mighty  aoolamations  from  the  mob,  and  lower 
bows  than  ever.  * 

So  along  the  Strand,  up  Swallow-street,  into  tiie  Oxfbrd- 
road,  and  thenoe  to  his  house  in  Welbeck-street,  near 
Cavendish-square,  whither  he  was  attended  by  a  iefw  dozen 
idlers;  of  whom  he  took  leave  on  the  steps  wilh  this  brief 
parting  "Gentlemen,  No  Popery.    Good  day.    God  bless 
you."   This  being  rather  a  shorter  address  than  they  expected, 
was  received  -with  some  displeasure,  and  cries  of  "  A  speech! 
a  speecli  I  "  which  might  liave  l)een  complied  with,  but  that 
John  Grueby,  making  a  mad  cliarge  upon  them  with  all  three 
horses,  on  his  way  to  the  stables,  caused  them  to  disperse  into 
the  adjoininp^  fields,  where  they  presently  fell  to  xutch  and 
toss,  chuckfarthing,  odd  or  even,  dog-fighting,  and  other 
Protestant  recreations. 

In  tlie  afternoon  Lord  George  came  forth  again,  dressed  in 
a  black  velYet  coat,  and  trousers  and  waistcoat  of  tlie  Goxdou 
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plaidy  all  of  the  same  Quaker  out;  and  in  Hub  oortome,  whioli 
made  him  look  a  dosen  times  more  strange  and  singular  than 
before,  went  down  on  foot  to  Westminster.  Gashford,  mean- 
while, be8tirr(3d  liimself  in  business  matters ;  with  which  he 
was  still  engaged  wlien,  shortly  after  dusk,  John  Grueby 
entered  and  announced  a  visitor. 

"  Let  him  come  in,"  said  Gasliford. 

"Here!  come  in!"  growled  John  to  somebody  without; 
'*  You  're  a  Protestant,  an't  you  ?  " 

"  I  should  think  so,"  replied  a  deep,  gruff  voice. 
You 've  the  looks  of  it,"  said  John  Gruebv.    "  I 'd  have 
known  you  for  one  anywhere."    With  which  remark  he  gave 
the  visitor  admission,  retired,  and  shut  the  door. 

The  man  who  now  confronted  Gashford,  was  a  squat,  thick - 
Bet  personage,  with  a  low  retreating  forehead,  a  coarse  shock 
liead  of  hair,  and  eyes  so  small  and  near  together,  that  his 
broken  nose  alone  seemed  to  prevent  their  meeting  and  fusing* 
into  one  of  the  usual  size.  A  dingy  handkerchief  twisted  like 
a  cord  about  his  neck,  left  its  great  Tains  exposed  to  view,  and 
they  were  swollen  and  starting,  as  though  with  gulping  down 
strong  passions,  malioe,,  and  iU-wilL  His  dress  was  of  thread- 
bare velveteen — a  fsuied,  rusty,  whitened  black,  like  the  ashes 
of  a  pipe  or  a  coal  fire  after  a  day's  eztinctipn;  discoloured 
with  the  soils  of  many  a  stale  debfuich,  and  reeking  yet  with 
pot-house  odours.  In  lieu  of  buckles  at  his  knees,  he  wore 
unequal  loops  of  padcthreed ;  and  in  his  grimy  hands  he  held 
a  knotted  stick,  the  knob  of  which  was  carved  into  a  rough 
likeness  of  his  own  vile  face.  Such  was  the  visitor  who  doffed 
his  three-cornered  hat  in  Gashford's  presence,  and  waited, 
leering,  for  liis  notice. 

"Ah!  Dennis  !  "  cried  the  secretary.  Sit  down." 
I  see  my  lord  down  yonder — "  cried  the  man,  -vnth  a 
jerk  of  his  thumb  towards  the  quarter  that  he  spoke  of,  and 
lie  says  to  me,  says  my  lord,  *  If  you 've  nothing  to  do, 
Dennis,  go  up  to  my  house  and  talk  with  Muster  Gashford.' 
Of  course  I 'd  nothing  to  do,  you  know.  These  an't  my 
working  hours.  Ha  ha !  I  was  a  taking  the  air  when  I  see 
my  lord,  that 's  what  I  was  doing.  I  takes  the  air  by  night, 
as  the  howls  does.  Muster  Gashford." 

"  And  sometimes  in  the  day-time,  eh?"  said  the  secretary 
— "  when  you  go  out  in  state  you  know." 

"Ha  ha! "  roared  the  fellow,  smiting  his  leg;  "for  a 
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gentleman  as  'ull  say  a  pleasant  thing  in  a  pleasant  way,  give 
me  Muster  Givshford  agin'  all  London  and  Westminster  !  My 
lord  an't  a  bad  'un  at  that,  but  he  a  fool  to  you.  Ah.  to  be 
sure, — when  I  go  out  in  state." 

And  have  your  carriage,"  said  the  secretary  i  "  and  your 
chaplain,  eh  ?  and  all  the  rest  of  it  ?  " 

You  'U  be  the  death  of  me,"  cried  Dennis,  with  another 
roar,  "you  will.  But  what's  in  the  wind  now,  Muster 
Qashford,"  he  asked  hoarsely,  "Eh?  Are  we  to  be  under 
oirders  to  pull  down  one  of  (hem  Popish  chapels — or  what  ?  " 

«  Hush !  "  said  the  Beeretary,  suffering  thefEontest  smile  to 
{ilaj  upon  his  &oe.  ''Hush!  God  bless  me^  Dennis!  We 
associate^  you  know,  ^txt  striodj  peaoeaUe  and  lawfiil 
poiposes." 

'*I  know,  bless  you/'  returned  the  man,  throsting  his 
tongue  into  his  cheek;  " I  entered  a'  purpose  didn't  I ! 

"  No  doubt,"  said  Gashford,  smiling  as  before.  And  when 
he  said  so,  Dennis  roared  again,  and  smote  his  1^  still 
harder,  and  falling  into  fits  of  laughter,  wiped  his  eyes  with 
the  comer  of  his  neckerchief,  and  cried  "Muster  Gashford 
agin*  all  England  hollow  ! " 

"Lord  George  and  I  were  talking  of  you  last  night,"  Raid 
Gashford,  after  a  pause.  "  He  says  you  are  a  very  earnest 
fellow." 

So  I  am,"  returned  the  hangman.  — 

"  And  that  you  truly  hate  the  Papists." 

**  So  I  do,"  and  he  confirmed  it  with  a  good  round  oath. 
"Lookye  here,  Muster  Gasliford,"  said  the  fellow,  Living  his 
hat  and  stick  upon  the  floor,  and  slowly  beating  the  palm  of 
one  hand  with  the  fingers  of  the  other ;  "  Ob-serve.  I a 
constitutional  officer  that  works  for  my  living,  and  does  my 
work  creditable.  Do  1,  or  do  I  not  ?  " 
Unquestionably." 

"Very  good.  Stop  a  minute.  My  work,  is  sound,  Pro- 
testant, constitutional,  English  work.    Is     or  is  it  not  ?  *\ 

"  No  man  alive  can  doubt  it" 

"Nor  dead  neither.  Parliament  says  this  here— says 
Parliament  'If  any  man,  woman,  or  child  does  anyfliing 
which  goes  again  a  certain  number  of  our  acts ' — ^how  many 
hanging  laws  may  there  be  at  this  present  time.  Muster 
Gashford?  Fifty?" 

''I  don't  eauwiky  know  how  many,"  replied  Gaahlbrd, 
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leaninr^  baok  in  his  chair  and  yawning;  ''a  great  number 

though.'* 

Well ;  say  fifty.  Parliament  says  '  If  any  man,  woman, 
or  child  does  anything  again  any  one  of  them  fifty  acts,  that 
man,  woman,  or  child  shall  be  worked  off  Doanis.' 
George  the  Third  steps  in  whrn  they  number  yery  Strang  at 
tlie  end  of  a  sessions,  and  says  'These  are  too  many  for 
Dennis.  I  'U  have  half  for  mysdf  and  Dennis  shall  have  half 
fbr  Atmself ;  and  sometimes-  he  Ihrows  me  in  one  over  ihat  I 
'  don't  expect^  as  he  did  three  years  ago,  when  I  got  Maiy 
Jonesy  a  young  woman  of  nineteen  who  come  np  to  lybum 
with  a  in&nt  at  her  breast,  and  was  worked  off  for  taldng  a 
piece  of  cLoth  off  the  oonnter  of  a  shop  in  Ludgate-hill,  and 
putting  it  down  again  when  the  shopman  see  her ;  and  who 
had  never  done  any  harm  before,  and  only  tried  to  do  that,  in 
consequence  of  her  husband  ha\T.ng  been  pressed  three  weeks 
previous,  and  she  being  left  to  beg,  with  two  young  children 
— as  was  proved  upon  the  trial.  Ha  lia  ! — Well !  That 
being  the  law  and  the  practice  of  England,  is  the  gloiy  of 
England,  an't  it.  Muster  Gashford  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  secretary. 
And  in  times  to  come,'*  pursued  the  hangman,  '*  if  our 
grandsons  should  think  of  their  grandfEdhers'  times,  and  find 
these  things  altered,  they  '11  say  ^  Those  were  days  indeed,  and 
we '  ve  been  going  down  hill  ever  since.' — W<m't  tfaey.  Muster 
Gashford  ?  " 

I  have  no  doubt  they  will,"  said  the  secretaxy. 

''Well  then,  look  here,"  ssid  the  hangman.  "If  &ese 
Papists  gets  into  power,  and  begins  to  boil  and  roast  mstead 
of  hang,  what  becomes  of  my  work  I  If  they  touch  my  woik 
that 's  a  part  of  so  many  laws,  what  becomes  of  the  laws  in 
general,  what  becomes  of  the  religion,  what  becomes  of  the 
country ! — ^Did  you  ever  go  to  church,  Muster  Gashfod? " 

''Eyer!"  repeated  the  secretary  with  some  indignation; 
"  of  course." 

**  Wi'll,"  said  the  ruffian,  I 've  been  once — twice,  coimtiug 
the  time  I  was  christened — and  when  I  heard  the  Parliament 
prayed  for,  and  thought  how  many  new  hanging  laws  they 
made  every  sessions  I  considered  that  I  was  prayed  for.  Now 
mind.  Muster  Gasliford,"  said  the  fellow,  taking  up  his  stick 
and  shaking  it  with  a  ferocious  air,  "  I  mustn't  have  my 
Protestant  work  touched,  nor  this  here  Protestant  state  of 
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things  aliesed  in  no  degree^  if  I  can  I  mustn't  have  no 

Papists  interfiaring  with  me,  nnlesB  they  oome  to  me  to  be  worked 
off  in  ooaise  of  law;  I  mnstn't  have  no  hiling,  no  toasting,  no 
fiying — nothing  but  hanging.  My  lord  m&j  well  caU  me  an 
earnest  Ibllow.  In  support  of  the  great  Protestant  principle 
of  having  plenty  of  that,  I  and  here  he  beat  his  club  upon 
the  ground,  "biim,  fight,  kill — do  anything  you  bid  me,  so 
that  it 's  bold  and  devilish — though  the  end  of  it  was,  that  I 
got  hung  myself. — There,  Muster  Gashford  !  " 

He  appropriately  followed  up  this  frequent  prostitution  of  a 
noble  word  to  the  vilest  purposes,  by  pouring  out  in  a  kind  of 
ecstacy,  at  least  a  score  of  most  tremendous  oaths ;  then  wiped 
liis  heated  face  upon  his  neckerchiefj  and  cried,  "No  Popeiy ! 
I 'm  a  religious  man,  by  G —  !  *' 

Gashford  had  leant  back  in  his  chair,  regarding  him  with 
eyes  so  sunken,  and  so  shadowed  by  his  heavy  brows,  that  for 
aught  the  hangman  saw  of  them,  he  might  have  been  stone 
blind.  He  remained  smiling  in  silence  for  a  short  time, 
longer,  and  then  said,  slowly  and  distinctly : 

"  You  are  indeed  an  earnest  fellow,  Dennis — a  most  valu- 
able fellow — ^the  staunohest  man  I  ^ow  of  in  our  ranks. 
But  you  must  calm  yourself;  you  must  be  peaceful,  lawful, 
mild  as  any  lamb.    I  am  sure  you  will  be  tfaimgh." 

"Ay,  ay,  we  shall  see,  Muster  Gashfbid,  we  shaU  see. 
You  won't  have  to  eomplain  of  me,"  xeturned  Ihe  other, 
shaking  his  head. 

'*  I  am  sure  I  shall  not,"  said  the  secretaiy  in  the  same 
mild  tone,  and  with  the  same  emphasis.  "  Weshall  have,  we 
think,  about  next  mon&  or  May,  when  this  Papist  relief  bill 
comes  before  the  house,  to  convene  our  whole  body  for  the 
first  time.  My  lord  has  thoTights  of  our  walking  in  proces- 
sion through  the  streets — ^just  as  an  iimocent  display  of 
strength — and  accompanying  our  petition  down  to  the  door  of 
the  House  of  Commtjns." 

"The  sooner  the  better,"  said  Dennis,  with  anotlier  oath. 

"We  shall  have  to  draw  up  in  divisions,  our  numbers 
being  so  large ;  and,  I  ])elieve  I  may  venture  to  say," 
resumed  Gasliford,  affecting  not  to  hear  the  interruption, 
**  though  I  have  no  direct  instructions  to  that  effect — tliat 
Lord  George  has  tliought  of  you  as  an  excellent  leader  for  one 
of  these  parties.  1  have  no  doubt  you  would  be  an  admirable 
one." 
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**  Try  me/*  said  the  fellow,  with  an  ugly  wink. 

"  You  would  be  cool,  I  know,"  pursued  the  secretary,  still 
smiling,  and  still  managing  his  eyes,  eo  that  he  could  watch 
him  closelyy  and  really  not  be  aeen  in  turn,  obedient  to 
orders,  and  perfectly  temperate.  Toa  would  lead  your  party 
into  no  danger  I  am  certain." 

''I'd  lead  them.  Muster  Gaabford" — the  hangman  was 
beginning  in  a  leoildess  way,  when  Gaahford  started  forward, 
laid  his  £nger  on  his  lips,  and  feigned  to  write,  just  as  the 
door  was  opened  by  John  Groebj. 

"Oh!''  said  John,  looking  in;  ''here's  another  Protes- 
tant" 


■■■1 

LO  other  room,  John,"  cried  Gashford  in  his  blandest 


Toioe.    "  I  am  engaged  just  now." 

But  John  had  loought  this  new  Tisitor  to  the  door,  and  he 

walked  in  imbidden,  as  the  words  were  uttered ;  giTing  to 
view  the  form  and  features,  rough  attire,  and  reckless  air,  of 
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CHAPTER  XXXVm. 


The  secretary  put  his  hand  before  his  eyes  to  shade  them 
from  the  glare  of  the  lamp,  and  for  some  moments  looked  at 
Hugh  with  a  fro^\Tiing"  brow,  as  if  he  remembered  to  have 
seen  him  lately,  but  could  not  call  to  mind  where,  or  on 
what  occasion.  His  uncertainty  was  very  brief,  for  before 
Hugh,  had  spoken  a  word,  he  said,  aa  his  oountenanoe  cleared 
up : 

**  Aj,  SLjf  I  recollect.  It 's  quite  right,  John,  you  needn't 
wait.    Dpn't  go,  Dennis/' 

**  Your  servant,  master,"  said  Hugh,  as  Grueby  disappeared. 

"  Yours  Mend,"  returned'  the  secretary  in  his  smoothest 
manner,  ''What  brings ^ott  here?  We  left  nothing  behind 
us,  I  hope?" 

Hugh  gave  a  short  laugh,  and  thrusting  his  hand  into  his 
breast,  produced  one  of  the  handbills,  soiled  and  dirty  &om 
Ipng  out  of  doors  all  night,  which  he  laid  upon  the  seoretaty's 
desk  after  flattening  it  upon  his  knee^  and  smoothing  out  the 

wrinkles  with  his  heavy  palm. 

"Nothing  but  that,  master.  It  fell  into  good  hands, 
you  see." 

**  AVhat  is  this !  "  said  Gashford,  turning  it  over  with  an 
air  of  perfectly  natural  surjirise.  "  Where  did  you  get  it 
from,  my  good  fellow  i  what  does  it  mean  ?  I  don't  under- 
stand this  at  all.'* 

A  little  disconcerted  by  this  reception,  Hugh  looked  from 

the  secretary  to  Dennis,  who  had  risen  and  was  standing  at 

the  table  too,  observing  the  s^tranger  by  stealth,  aud  seeming 

to  derire  the  utmost  satisfeu^ion  from  his  manners  and 

appearance.    Considering  himself  silently  appealed  to  by  this 

action,  Mr.  Dennis  shook  his  head  thrioe,  as  if  to  say  of 

Oashford,  "  No.    He  don't  know  anything  at  all  about  it.  I 

know  he  don't.    I  'U  take  my  oath  he  don't; "  and  hiding  his 

profile  from  Hugh  with  one  long  end  of  his  frowsy  nedkercihiei^ 

x2 
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nodded  and  chuckled  behind  this  screen  in  extreme  approval 
of  the  secretary's  proceedings. 

"  It  tells  Hie  man  that  finds  it,  to  come  here,  don't  it  ? " 
asked  Hugh.  I 'm  no  scholar,  myself,  but  I  Bhowed  it  to  a 
Mend,  and  he  said  it  did.'* 

It  certainly  does,"  said  Giisliford,  opening  his  eyes  to 
their  utTiiost  width;  really  this  is  the  most  remarkable 
circumHtance  I  have  ever  known.  How  did  you  come  by  this 
piece  of  paper,  my  good  friend  ?  " 

"  Muster  Oashford,"  wheezed  the  hangman  under  his 
breath,  "agin'  all  N(iwgate  !  " 

Whether  Hugh  lieard  him,  or  saw  by  his  manner  tliat 
he  was  being  played  upon,  or  porroived  the  secretary's 
drift  of  himsel:^  he  came  in  his  blunt  way  to  the  point  at 
once. 

Here ! "  he  said,  stretcliing  out  his  hand  and  taking  it 
back ;  **  never  mmd  the  bill,  or  what  it  says,  or  what  it  don't 
Fay.  You  don't  know  anjihing  about  it,  master, — no  more 
do  I, — ^no  more  does  he,"  glancing  at  Dennis.  **  None  of  us 
know  what  it  means,  or  where  it  comes  from :  tiiere 's  an  end 
of  that.  Now  I  want  to  make  one  against  the  Catholics,  I 'm 
a  No-Popery  man,  and  ready  to  be  sworn  in.  That 's  what 
I  *Ye  came  here  for.*' 

"  Put  him  down  on  tilie  roll,  Muster  Gashfbrd,"  said  Dennis 
approvingly.  That 's  the  way  to  go  to  work — right  to  the 
end  at  once,  and  no  palayer." 

"What's  the  use  of  shooting  wide  of  the  mark,  eh,  old 
boy ! "  cried  Hugh. 

**  My  sentiments  all  over ! "  rejoined  the  hangman.  "  This 
is  the  sort  of  chap  for  my  division,  Muster  Gashford.  Dowti 
with  him,  sir.  Put  liim  on  the  roll.  I  'd  stand  godfather  to 
him,  if  he  was  to  be  christened  in  a  bonfire,  made  of  the  ruins 
of  the  Bank  of  England." 

With  these  and  other  expressions  of  confidence  of  the  like 
flattering  kind,  Mr.  Dennis  gave  him  a  hearty  slap  on  the 
back,  which  Hugh  was  not  slow  to  return. 

"  No  Popery,  brother !  "  cried  the  hangman. 

*'  No  Proi>erty,  brother  !  "  responded  Hugh. 

''Popery,  Popery,"  said  the  secretary  with  his  usual 
mildness. 

"It's  all  the  same!"  cried  Dennis.  **It*s  all  right. 
Down  with  hiai,  Muster  Gashford.    Down  with  everybody. 
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down  with  everything !  Hurrah  for  the  Protestant  religion ! 
That 's  the  time  of  clay,  Muster  Gashford  I  '* 

The  secretary  regarded  them  both  with  a  very  favourable 
expression  of  oountenance,  while  they  gave  loose  to  these  and 
other  demonstrations  of  their  patriotic  purpose;  and  was 
about  to  make  some  remark  aloud,  when  Dennis,  stepping  up 
to  him,  and  shadiTig  his  mouth  with  his  hand,  said,  in  a 
hoarse  whisper,  as  he  nudged  him  with  his  elbow : 

Don't  split  upon  a  OQDstitutional  officer's  profession. 
Muster  Gashford.  There  are  popular  prejudices,  you  know, 
and  he  mightn't  like  it.  WaittOlheoomestobemote  intunate 
with  me.   He's  a  fine-built  ehap,  aa't  he  ? " 

"  A  powezM  Mbw  indeed ! " 
Did  you  ever.  Muster  Gashfoird,"  whispered  Demiis,  with 
a  homUe  kind  of  admiration,  such  as  that  witii  wldoth  a 
cannibal  might  zegaxd  his  intimate  fdend,  when  hungry, — 

did  you  ever  "—-and  here  be  drew  stiU  oloser  to  bis  ear,  and 
fenced  his  mouth  with  both  his  open  hands — ''see  such  a 
throat  as  his  ?  Do  but  cast  your  eye  upon  it.  There  *s  a 
neck  for  stretching,  Muster  Gashford  ! " 

The  secretary  absented  to  this  proposition  with  the  best 
grace  he  could  assume — it  is  difficult  to  feign  a  true  pro- 
fessional relish  :  -svliich  is  eccentric  sometimes — and  after 
asking  the  candidate  a  few  unimportaut  questions,  proceeded 
to  enrol  him  a  member  of  the  Grreat  Protestant  Association  of 
England.  If  anything  could  have  exceeded  Mr.  Dennis's  joy 
on  the  happy  conclusion  of  this  ceremony,  it  woidd  have  been 
the  rapture  with  which  he  received  the  announcement  that  the 
new  member  could  neither  read  nor  write :  those  two  arts  being 
(as  Mr.  Demiis  swore)  the  greatest  possible  curse  a  civilised 
community  could  know,  and  militating  more  against  the  pro- 
fessional emoluments  and  usefulness  of  the  great  constitutional 
ofiSce  he  had  the  honour  to  bold,  tiian  any  adverse  drcum- 
stanees  that  could  present  themselves  to  his  imagination. 

The  enrolment  being  completed,  and  Hugh  having  been 
informed  by  Qashfind,  in  bis  peculiar  manner,  of  tbe  peaoeM 
and  strictly  lawM  objects  contemplated  by  the  body  to  which 
be  now  bekmged-^uring  which  recital  Mr.  Dennis  nudged 
bim  Teiy  much  with  bis  ^bow,  and  made  diyers  remarkable 
&ces — ^  secretary  gave  them  both  to  understand  that  be 
desired  to  be  alone.  Therefinre  they  took  their  leaves  without 
delay,  and  came  out  of  &d  bouse  together* 
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"  Arc  you  walking-,  brotlier  ?  "  said  Dennis. 
Ay !  "  returned  Hugh.    "  Where  you  will." 

"  That 's  social,"  aaid  his  new  fdeiid.  Which  way  shall 
we  take?  Shall  we  go  and  haye  a  look  at  doors  that  wo 
shall  make  a  pretty  good  clattering  at^  before  long-— eii, 
brother  ?  " 

Hugh  answered  in  the  affirmative^  they  went  dowly  down 
to  Westminster,  where  both  houses  of  Parliament  were  iheo. 
sitting.  Mingling  in  the  crowd  of  carriages,  horses,  servants, 
chairman,  link-boys,  porters,  and  idlers  o£  all  kinds,  thej 
lounged  about ;  while  Hugh's  new  friend  pointed  out  to  him 
significantly  the  weak  parts  of  the  building,  how  easy  it  wais 
to  get  into  the  lobby,  and  so  to  the  veiy  door  of  the  House  of 
Commons ;  and  how  plainly,  when  they  marched  down  there 
in  grand  array,  their  roars  and  shouts  would  be  heard  by  the 
members  inside ;  with  a  ^eat  deal  more  to  the  same  purpose, 
all  of  which  Hugh  received  with  manifest  delight.  * 

lie  told  him,  too,  who  some  of  the  Lords  and  Commons 
were,  by  name,  as  they  came  in  and  out ;  whether  thoy  were 
friendly  to  the  Papists  or  otherv^dse ;  and  bade  liim  Uike 
notice  of  their  liveries  and  equipagcvs,  that  he  might  be  sure 
of  them,  in  case  of  need.  Sometimes  he  drew  him  close  to 
the  windows  of  a  passing  carriage,  that  he  might  see  its 
master's  face  by  the  light  of  the  lamps ;  and,  both  in  respect 
of  people  and  localities,  he  showed  so  much  acquaintance 
with  everything  around,  that  it  was  plain  he  had  often 
studied  there  before;  as  indeed,  when  they  grew  a  little 
-  more  confidential,  he  confessed  he  had. 

Perhaps  the  most  striking  part  of  all  this  was,  the  number 
of  people — never  in  groups  of  more  than  two  or  three 
,  together — who  seemed  to  he  skulking  about  the  crowd  for 
the  same  purpose.  To  the  greater  part  of  these,  a  slight 
nod  or  a  look  from  Hugh's  oompanion  was  sufficient  greeting; 
but,  now  and  then,  some  man  would  come  and  stand  beside 
him  in  the  throng,  and,  without  turning  his  head  or  appear- 
ing to  communicate  with  him,  woidd  say  a  word  or  two  in  a 
low  voice,  which  he  woidd  answer  in  the  same  cautious 
mamior.  Tlien  they  would  part,  like  strangers.  Some  of 
these  men  often  re-appeared  again  unexpectedly  in  the 
crowd  close  to  Hugli,  and,  as  they  passed  by,  pressed  his 
hand,  or  looked  liim  sternly  in  the  face ;  but  they  never 
spoke  to  him,  nor  he  to  them ;  no,  not  a  word. 
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It  was  remarkable,  too,  that  whenever  they  happened  to 
stand  where  there  was  any  press  of  people,  and  Hug-h  chanrod 
to  be  looking  downward,  he  was  sure  to  see  an  arm  stretched 
out— imder  his  own  perhaps,  or  perhaps  across  him— which 
thrust  some  paper  into  the  hand  or  pocket  of  a  bystander,  and 
was  so  suddenly  withdrawn  that  it  was  impossible  to  teU 
from  whom  it  came;  nor  could  he  see  In  any  teuce,  on 
glancing  quickly  round,  the  least  confusion  or  surprise.  They 
often  trod  upon  a  paper  like  the  one  he  canied  in  his  breast, 
but  his  oompanion  whispered  him  not  to  touch  it  or  to  take 
it  up, — not  even  to  look  towards  it, — so  there  they  let  tibem 
lie,  and  passed  on. 

When  they  had  paraded  the  street  and  all  the  avenues  of 
the  building  in  this  maimer  for  near  two  hours,  they  turned 
away,  and  his  friend  asked  him  what  he  thought  of  what  he 
had  iseeu,  and  wliether  he  was  prepared  for  a  good  hot  piece 
of  work  if  it  should  come  to  that.  "  The  hotter  the  bettor,'* 
said  Hugh,  I 'm  prepared  for  anything." — So  am  I,"  said 
liis  friend,  "  and  so  are  many  of  us ;  "  and  they  shook  hands 
upon  it  with  a  great  oath,  and  with  many  terrible  imprecations 
on  the  Papists. 

As  they  were  thirsty  by  this  time,  Dennis  proposed  that 
they  should  repair  togetlier  to  The  Boot,  w^here  there  was 
good  company  and  strong  Hquor.  Hugh  yielding  a  ready 
assent^  they  bent  their  steps  that  way  with  no  loss  of 
time. 

This  Boot  was  a  lone  house  of  public  entertainment,  situated 
in  Ihe  fields  at  the  back  of  the  Foundling  Hospital ;  a  very- 
solitaiy  qpot  at  that  period,  and  quite  deserted  after  dark. 
The  tavern  stood  at  some  distance  from  any  high  road,  and 
was  approachable  only  by  a  dark  and  narrow  lane ;  so  that 
Hugh  was  much  surprised  to  find  several  people  drinking 
there,  and  great  merriment  going  on.  He  was  still  more 
surprised  to  find  among  them  almost  every  &oe  that'had 
caught  his  attention  in  the  crowd ;  but  his  companion  having 
whispered  him  outside  the  door,  that  it  was  not  considered 
good  manners  at  Tlie  Boot  to  appear  at  all  curious  about  the 
company,  he  kept  his  own  counsel,  and  made  no  show  of 
recognition. 

Before  putting  his  lips  to  the  liquor  which  was  brought  for 
them,  Dennis  drank  in  a  loud  voice  the  health  of  Lord  George 
Gordon,  President  of  the  Great  Protestant  Association ;  which 
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toast  Hugh  pledged  likewise,  with  corresponding  entliusiasm. 
A  fiddler  who  was  present,  and  who  appeared  to  act  as  the 
appointed  minstrel  of  the  company,  forthwith  struck  up  a 
Scotch  reel ;  and  that  in  tones  so  invigorating,  that  Hugh 
and  his  friend  (who  had  both  been  drinking  before)  rose  from 
their  seats  as  by  previous  concert,  and  to  the  great  admiration 
of  the  assembled  guests,  peifonned  aa  extemporaneous  No- 
Popery  Dance. 
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The  applause  which  the  perfinrmaiioe  of  Hugh  and  his 
new  friend  elicited  from  the  company  at  The  Boot,  had  not 
yet  snbeidedy  and  the  two  danoera  were  atiU  panting  from 
their  exertioiis,  which  had  been  of  a  rather  extreme  and 
violent  ohazacter,  when  the  party  was  reinfinced  by  the 
anival  of  some  more  guests,  who,  being  a  detachment  of 
United  Bulldogs,  were  received  with  veiy  fiattenng  marks  of 
distinction  and  respect. 

The  leader  of  this  small  party — ^for,  including  himseSf,  they 
were  but  three  in  number — was  our  old  acquaintance,  Mr. 
Tappertit,  who  seemed,  physically  speaking,  to  have  grown 
smaller  with  years  (particularly  as  to  his  legs,  which  were 
stupendously  littlo),  but  who,  in  a  moral  point  of  view,  in 
personal  dignity  and  self-esteem,  had  swelled  into  a  giant. 
Nor  was  it  by  any  means  difficult  for  the  most  unobservant 
person  to  detect  this  .state  of  feeling  in  the  quondam  'Prentice, 
for  it  not  only  proclaimed  itself  impressively  and  beyond 
mistake  in  his  majestic  walk  and  kindling  eye,  but  foimd  a 
striking  means  of  revelation  in  his  turned-up  nose,  which 
scouted  all  things  of  eartli  with  deep  ^itM^j^in^  and  sought 
communion  with  its  kindred  skies. 

Mr.  Tappertit,  as  chief  or  captain  of  the  Bulldogs,  was 
attended  by  his  two  lieutenants ;  one,  the  tall  comrade  of  his 
younger  life ;  the  other,  a  'Prentice  Knight  in  days  of  yore — 
Mark  Gilbert,  bound  in  the  <^en  time  to  Thomas  Curaon  of 
the  Golden  Fleece.  These  gentlemen,  like  liiTwaAlf^  were  now 
emancipated  from  their  'Prentioe  thraldom,  and  seryed  as 
journeymen ;  but  they  were,  in  humble  emulation  of  his  great 
example,  bold  and  daring  spirits,  and  aspired  to  a  dis- 
tinguished state  in  great  political  |  events.  Hence  their 
connexion  with  the  Frote^ant  Association  of  England, 
sanctioned  by  the  name  of  Lord  George  Gordon;  and  hence 
their  present  Tisit  to  The  Booi 
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Gtoiitlemen ! "  eaid  Mr.  Tappertit,  taking  off  Ids  liat  as  a 
great  general  might  in  addressing  his  troops.  "Well  met. 
My  lord  does  me  and  you  tlie  lionour  to  send  liis  compliments 
per  self." 

"  You  've  seen  my  lord  too,  liave  you  ?  "  said  Dennis.  "  I 
see  him  this  aftornoon." 

"  My  duty  c^illod  me  to  the  Lobby  when  our  shop  shut  up  ; 
and  I  saw  him  there,  sir,"  Mr.  Tappertit  replied,  as  he  and 
his  lieutenants  took  their  seats.    "  How  do  you  do  ?  " 

Lively,  master,  lively,"  said  the  follow.  Here 's  a  new 
hrotlior,  regularly  put  down  in  black  and  white  by  Muster 
Gaahiiord;  a  credit  to  the  eause;  one  of  the  stick-at-nothing 
sort ;  one  arter  my  own  heart.  D  'ye  see  him?  Has  he  got 
the  looks  of  a  man  that  'U  do,  do  you  think  ?  "  he  cried,  as 
he  slapped  Hugli  on  the  back. 

"  Looks  or  no  looka^"  said  Hugh,  with  a  drunkeii  flmuisli 
of  liis  arm,  "  I 'm  the  man  you  want.  I  hate  the  Papists, 
every  <me  of  'em.  They  hate  me  and  I  hate  them.  They  do 
me  all  iJie  harm  they  can,  and  I  '11  do  them  all  the  harm  I 
can.    Hiirrak ! 

"  Was  liiere  ever,"  said  Dennis,  looking  round  the  zoom, 
when  the  echo  of  his  boisterous  voice  had  died  away ;  "  was 
there  ever  such  a  game  boy !  Why,  I  mean  to  say,  brothers, 
that  if  Muster  Gaslilbrd  had  gone  a  hundred  mile  and  got 
together  fifty  men  of  the  common  run,  they  wouldn't  have 
been  worth  this  one.'* 

The  greater  part  of  tlio  company  implicitly  subscribed  to 
this  opinion,  and  testified  their  faith  in  Hugh,  by  nods  and 
looks  of  p^eat  sig^iiificance.  Mr.  Tappertit  sat  and  contem- 
plated him  for  a  long  time  in  silence,  as  if  he  suspended  his 
judgment ;  then  drew  a  little  nearer  to  him,  and  eyed  him 
over  more  carefully ;  then  went  dose  up  to  hun,  and  took  him 
apart  into  a  dark  comer. 

''I  say,"  he  began,  withi  a  thoughtful  brow,  ''hayen't  I 
seen  you  before  ?  " 

It 's  like  you  may,"  said  Hugh,  in  his  careless  way.  "  I 
don't  know;  shouldn't  wonder." 

No,  but  it 's  vary  easily  settled,"  returned  Sim.  Look 
at  me.  Did  you  ever  see  me  before  ?  You  wouldn't  be  likefy 
to  forget  it,  you  know,  if  you  ever  did.  Look  at  me.  Don't 
be  afraid ;  I  won't  do  you  any  harm.  Take  a  good  look — 
steady  now." 
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The  encouraging  way  in  which  Mr.  Tappertit  made  this 
request,  and  coupled  it  with  an  assiu-anco  that  he  needn't  be 
frightened,  am  used  Hugh  mightily — so  much  indeed,  that  he 
saw  nothing  at  all  of  the  small  man  before  him,  through 
closing  his  eyes  in  a  fit  of  hearty  laughter,  which  shook  his 
great  broad  sides  until  they  ached  again. 

"  Come  !  "  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  growing  a  little  impatient 
under  this  disrespect^  treatment.  ''Do  you  know  me, 
feUer  ?  " 

"  Not  V  cried  Hugh.  ''Hahaha!  Not  I!  But  I  should 

like  to." 

And  yet  I 'd  have  wageied  a  seven-shilling  piece,*'  said 
Mr.  Tappertit,  folding  his  arms,  and  confronting  him  with  his 
legs  "wide  apart  and  firmly  planted  on  the  ground,  that  you 
once  were  hostler  at  the  Maypole." 

Hugh  opened  his  eyes  on  hearing  this,  and  looked  at  him 
in  great  surprise. 

— And  so  you  were,  too,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  pushing 
him  away,  with  a  oondesoending  playfulness.  ''When  did 
my  eyes  ever  deoeive— unless  it  was  a  young  woman !  Don't 
you  know  me  now  ?  " 

"  Why  it  an't—  "  Hugh  Mteied. 

''An't  it?"  said  Mr.  Tappertit.  ''Are  you  sure  of  that? 
You  remember  G.  Yarden,  don't  you?  " 

Certainly  Hugh  did,  and  he  remembered  D.  Yarden  too ; 

but  that  he  didn't  teU  him. 

*'  You  remember  coming  down  there,  before  I  was  out  of 
my  time,  to  ask  after  a  vagabond  that  had  bolted  off,  and  left 
his  disconsolate  father  a  prey  to  the  bitterest  emotions,  and  aU. 
the  rest  of  it — don't  you  ?  "  said  Mr.  Tappertit. 

*'  Of  course  I  do  !    cried  Hugh.    "  And  I  saw  you  there." 

**  Saw  me  there !  "  said  ^Ir.  Tappertit.  "  Y<is,  I  should 
think  you  did  see  me  there.  The  plac«  would  b(»  troubled  to 
go  on  without  me.  Don't  you  remember  my  thinkin'];'  you 
liked  the  vagabond,  and  on  that  account  going  to  quarrel 
with  you;  and  then  finding  you  detested  him  worse  than 
poison,  going  to  drink  With  you?  Don't  you  remember 
that  ?  " 

To  be  sure  !  "  cried  Hugh. 

'<  Well !  and  are  you  in  the  same  mind  now  ?  "  said  Mr. 
Tappertit. 

"Yes!  "roared  Hugh. 
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"  You  speak  like  a  man,'*  said  ^fr.  Tappertit,  and  I  *11 
shake  hands  with  you."  With  these  conciliatory  expressions 
he  suited  the  action  to  the  word ;  and  Hugh  mo(»ting  his 
advances  readily,  they  pexloimed  the  oeremouy  with  a  ahow 
of  great  heartiness. 

"  I  find,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  looking  round  on  the  assem- 
bled guestSy  that  brother  What  Vbifr-name  and  I  axe  old 
acquaintance. — You  never  beard  anything  more  of  that  rascal, 
I  suppose,  eh  ?  " 

**  Not  a  syllable^"  replied  Hugh.  "  I  nevor  irent  to.  I 
don't  believe  I  ever  shall.    He 's  dead  long  ago,  I  bope/' 

It  'a  to  be  bopedy  fbr  tbe  sake  of  mankind  in  general  and 
tiie  bappinees  of  aodefy,  tbat  be  is,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit^ 
rubbing  bis  palm  upon  bis  legs,  and  looking  at  it  between 
whiles.  ''Is  your  other  band  at  all  cleaner?  Much  tbe 
same.  Well,  I  'U  owe  you  anotber  sbake.  We  'U  sappose  it 
done,  if  you  're  no  objeetioa." 

Hugb  laughed  again,  and  with  sucb  iborough  abandon- 
ment to  bis  mad  bumour,  that  bis  limbs  seemed  dislocated, 
and  his  whole  frame  in  danger  of  tumbling  to  pieces ;  but 
Mr.  Tappertit,  so  far  from  receiving  this  extreme  merriment 
with  any  irritation,  was  pleased  to  regard  it  with  the  utmost 
favour,  and  even  to  join  in  it,  so  far  as  one  of  his  gravity  and 
station  could,  with  any  regard  to  that  decency  and  decorum 
whicli  men  in  high  places  are  expected  to  maintain. 

Mr.  Tappertit  did  not  stop  here,  as  many  public  characters 
might  have  done,  but  calling  up  his  brace  of  lieutenants, 
introduced  Hugh  to  tliem  with  high  commendation ;  declaring 
him  to  be  a  man  who,  at  such  times  as  those  in  which  they 
lived,  could  not  be  too  much  cherished.  Further,  he  did  him 
the  honour  to  remark,  that  he  would  be  an  acquisition  of 
.which  even  the  United  Bulldogs  might  be  proud ;  and  finding, 
upon  sounding  him,  that  be  was  quite  ready  and  willing  to 
enter  the  society  (for  he  was  not  at  all  particular,  and  would 
bave  leagued  himself  tbat  night  with  anything,  or  anybody, 
for  any  purpose  whatsoever),  cansed  the  necessary  prelimi- 
naries to  be  gone  into  upon  the  spot.  This  tribute  to  bis 
great  merit  delighted  no  man  more  than  Mr.  Dennis,  as  be 
himself  proclaimed  with  several  rare  and  surprising  oaths; 
and  indeed  it  gave  unmingled  satisfection  to  tbe  vbole 
assembly. 

''Make  anything  you  lilie  of  me ! "  cried  Hugh,  fiourisbing 
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the  can  lie  liad  omptied  more  than  once.  "  Put  me  on 
any  duty  you  please.  I 'm  your  man.  I  '11  do  it.  Here 's 
my  captain — here  's  my  leader.  Ha  ha  ha  !  Let  him  give 
me  the  word  of  command,  and  I  'U  fight  the  whole  Parliament 
House  single-handed,  or  set  a  lighted  torch  to  the  King's 
Throne  itself !  "  With  that,  he  smote  Mr.  Tappertit  on  the 
back  with  such  violence  that  his  little  body  seemed  to  shrink 
into  a  mere  nothing ;  and  roared  again  until  the  very  found- 
lings near  at  hand  were  startled  in  their  beds. 

In  fact,  a  sense  of  somediing  whimsioal  in  their  companion- 
ship seemed  to  have  taken  entire  posseeaion  of  his  rude  brain. 
The  bare  foot  of  being  patronised  by  a  great  man  whom  he 
could  haTe  crushed  with  one  hand,  appeared  in  his  ejes  ao 
eooentrie  and  humorooa,  that  a  kind  ^  ferocioas  merriment 
gained  the  maateiy  over  him,  and  qmte  subdued  his  brutal 
nature.  He  roared  and  roared  again ;  toasted  Mr.  Tappertit 
a  hundred  times;  declared  himself  a  Bulldog  to  the  core; 
and  TOwed  to  be  fedthlbl  to  him  to  the  last  drop  of  blood  in 
his  Teins. 

All  these  compliments  "Mr.  Tappertit  received  aa  matters  of 

course — ^flattering  enough  in  their  way,  but  entirely  attribu- 
table to  his  vast  superiority.  His  dignified  self-possession 
only  delighted  Hugh  the  more ;  and  in  a  word,  this  giant  and 
dwarf  struck  up  a  friendship  which  bade  fair  to  be  of  long 
continuance,  as  the  one  held  it  to  be  his  right  to  command, 
and  the  other  considered  it  an  exquisite  pleasantry  to  obey. 
Nor  was  Hugh  by  any  means  a  passive  follower,  who  scrupled 
to  act  without  precise  and  definite  orders ;  for  when  Mr. 
Tappertit  mounted  on  an  empty  cask  which  stood  by  way  of 
rostrum  in  tlie  room,  and  volunteered  a  speech  upon  the 
alarming  crisis  then  at  hand,  he  placed  hiinself  beside  the 
orator,  and  though  he  grinned  from  ear  to  ear  at  every  word 
he  said,  threw  out  such  expressive  hints -to  scoffers  in  the 
management  of  his  cudgel,  that  those  who  were  at  first  the 
most  disposed  to  interrupt^  became  remarkably  attentire,  and 
were  the  loudest  in  their  approbation. 

It  was  not  all  noise  and  jest,  however,  at  The  Boot,  nor 
were  the  whole  party  listeners  to  the  speech.  There  were 
some  men  at  the  other  end  of  the  room  (which  was  a  kmg, 
low-roofed  chamber)  in  earnest  conversation  all  the  time ;  and 
when  any  of  this  group  went  out,  fresh  people  were  sure  to 
come  in  aoon  afterwazda  and  ait  down  in  their  places^  as 


Digitized  by  Google 


818 


BAENABY  BUDGB. 


though  the  othen  had  relieved  tiiem  on  eoma  watdL  or  duty ; 
which  it  was  pretty  dear  ihey  did,  for  these  changes  took 
place  by  the  clock,  at  intervals  of  half  an  hour.  These 

persons  whispered  very  much  among'  themselves,  and  kept 
iiloof,  and  often  looked  round,  as  jealous  of  their  speech  being 
ovorlicard;  some  two  or  three  among  them  entered  in  books 
wlmt  seemed  to  be  reports  from  the  others ;  when  they  were 
not  thus  employed,  one  of  them  would  turn  to  the  newspapers 
which  were  8treA\Ti  upon  the  table,  and  from  the  St.  James's 
Chronicle,  the  Herald,  Chronicle,  or  Public  Advertiser,  would 
read  to  the  rest  in  a  low  voice  some  passage  having  reference 
to  the  topic  in  which  tliey  were  all  so  deeply  interested.  But 
the  great  attraction  was  a  pamphlet  called  The  Thunderer, 
which  espoused  their  own  opinions,  and  was  supposed  at  that 
time  to  emanate  direotly  from  the  AssociatioxL  This  was 
always  in  request ;  and  whether  read  aloud,  to  an  eager  knot 
of  listeners,  or  by  some  solitary  man,  was  certain  to  be 
followed  by  stormy  talking  and  excited  looks. 

In  the  midst  of  all  his  merriment,  and  admiration  of  his 
captain,  Hugh  was  made  sensible  by  these  and  other  toikaiis, 
of  the  presence  of  an  air  of  mjstoiry,  akin  to  that  whioih  had 
so  much  impressed  him  out  of  doors.  It  was  inqK>68ibIe  to 
discard  a  sense  that  something  serious  was  going  on,  and  that 
under  the  noisy  revel  of  the  puhUc-house,  tiiere  lurked  unseen 
and  dangecous  matter.  littie  aSbotod  bj  this,  howerar,  he 
was  pei^tly  satisfied  with  his  quarters,  and  would  haTO 
remained  there  till  morning,  but  iihat  his  oonduotor  rose  soon 
after  midnight,  to  go  home;  Mr.  Tappertit  fbllowing  his 
example,  left  him  no  excuse  to  stay.  So  they  all  tliree  left 
the  bouse  together :  roaring  a  No-Popery  suiig  until  the 
fields  resounded  \\  ith  the  dismal  noise. 

Cheer  up,  captain  !  cried  Hugh,  when  they  had  roared 
themselves  out  of  breath.       Another  stave  !  " 

Mr.  Tappertit,  nothing  loath,  began  again ;  and  so  the 
tliree  went  staggering  on,  arm-in-arm,  shouting  like  madmen, 
and  defying  the  watch  with  great  valour.  Indeed  this  did 
not  require  any  unusual  bravery  or  boldness,  as  the  watchmen 
of  that  time,  being  selected  for  the  office  on  account  of 
excessive  age  and  extraordinary  infirmity,  had  a  custom  of 
shutting  themselves  up  tight  in  their  boxes  on  the  first 
symptoms  of  disturbance,  and  remaining  there  until  thegr 
disappeared.    In  these  proceedings^  Mr.  Dennis,  who  had  a 
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griiff  voice  and  lungs  of  considerable  power,  distin^ished 
himself  very  mucli,  and  acquired  great  credit  witli  Lis  two 
compaDions. 

"What  a  queer  feUow  you  are  !  "  said  Mr.  Tappertit. 
"  You  're  so  i>i  en  ions  sly  and  dose.  Why  don't  you  ever  tell 
what  trade  you  're  of  ?  " 

"  Answer  the  captain  instantly,"  cried  Hup^h,  heating  his 
hat  down  on  his  head ;  why  don't  you  ever  tell  what 
trade  you're  of?" 

'^I'm  of  as  gen-teel  a  oallingy  brother,  aa  any  man  in 
England — as  light  a  business  as  any  gentleman  could  deaiie." 
Was  you  'prenticed  to  it  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Tappertit. 

"No.  Natural  genius/'  said  Mr.  Dennis.  "No  'pienticing. 
It  oome  by  natui^.  Muator  Qashford  knows  my  calling.  Lo^ 
at  that  hand  of  mine— many  and  many  a  job  that  hand  has 
done,  with  a  neatoeas  and  deac-ierily,  nevee  known  afore. 
When  I  look  at  that  hand/'  said  Mr.  Dennis,  shaking  it  in 
the  air,  "and  remember  tilie  helegant  bits  of  work  it  has 
turned  aS,  I  £n1  qnite  moUonolioIy  to  think  it  should  ever 
grow  old  and  fbeble.    But  sich  is  IHb  I " 

He  heaved  a  deep  sigh  as  he  indulged  in  these  reflections, 
and  putting  his  fingers  with  an  absent  air  on  Hugli's  tliroat, 
and  particularly  under  his  left  ear,  as  if  he  were  studying  the 
anatomical  development  of  that  part  of  his  frame,  shook  his 
head  in  a  despondent  manner  and  actually  shed  tears. 

"You're  a  kind  of  artist,  I  suppose — eh!"  said  Mr. 
Tappertit. 

"  Yes,"  rejoined  Dennis  ;  "  yes — 1  may  caU  myself  a  artist  • 
— a  fancy  workman — art  improves  natur' — that 's  my  motto." 

^'  And  what  do  you  call  ^lis  ?  "  said  Mr.  Tappertit  taldng 
his  stick  out  of  his  hand. 

"  lliat 's  my  portEait  atop,"  Dennis  replied ;  "  d  'ye  think 
it's  like?" 

''Why — it's  a  little  too  handsome^"  said  Mr.  Tappertit 
"Whodidit?  Yon?" 

"  I ! "  repeated  Dennis,  gaiing  fbndly  on  his  image.  ^  I 
wish  I  had  the  talent.  Ihat  was  carved,  by  a  Mend  of  mine, 
as  is  now  no  more.  The  yeiy  day  afine  hie  died,  he  oot  that 
with  his  pooket-knifb  from  memory!  *  I 'U  die  game,' says  my 
fHendy  'and  my  last  moments  i^all  be  dewioSed  to  making 
Dennis's  picter.'    That 's  it.*' 

"  That  was  a  queer  fancy,  wasn't  it  ?  "  said  Mr.  Tappertit. 
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"  It  wa9  a  queer  ikncy/'  rejoined  the  otilier,  'breathing  on 

his  fictitious  nose,  and  polishing  it  with  the  cuff  of  his  coat, 
but  he  was  a  queer  subject  altogether — a  kind  of  gipsy — 
one  of  the  finest,  stand-up  men,  you  ever  see.  Ah !  He  told 
me  some  things  that  would  startle  you  a  bit,  did  that  Mend 
of  mine,  on  the  morning  when  he  died." 

''You  were  with  him  at  the  time,  were  you?  "  said  Mr. 
Tappertit. 

"Yes,"  ho  answered  with  a  curious  look,  "I  was  there. 
Oh !  yes  'certainly,  1  was  there.  He  wouldn't  have  gone  off 
half  as  comfortable  without  me.  I  had  been  with  three  or 
four  of  his  fSeunily  imder  the  same  ciicumstanoee.  Thej  were 
all  fine  fiallowB.'' 

''They  must  have  been  fond  of  you,"  remarked  Mr* 
Tappertit,  looking  at  him  sideways. 

"  I  don't  know  that  tiiey  was  exactly  fond  of  me,"  said 
Dennisy  with  a  litlile  hesitation,  "  but  €hey  all  had  me  near 
*em  when  they  departed.  I  oome  in  fbr  their  wardrobes  too. 
This  very  handkedier  tiiat  you  see  round  my  neck,  belonged 
to  him  that  I've  been  speaking  of — him  as  did  that  likeness.'' 

Vtt,  Tappertit  glanoed  at  the  article  refiamd  to,  and 
appeared  to  think  that  the  deceased's  ideas  of  dress  were  of  a 
peculiar  and  by  no  means  an  expensive  kind.  He  made  no 
remark  upon  the  point,  however,  and  suiiered  his  mysterious 
companion  to  proceed  without  interruption. 

"These  smalls,"  said  Dennis,  rubbing  his  legs;  "these 
very  smalls — ^they  belonged  to  a  friend  of  mine  that 's  left  off 
sich  incumbrances  for  ever :  this  coat  too — I  've  often  walked 
behind  this  coat,  in  the  streets,  and  wondered  whether  it 
w^oidd  ever  come  to  me :  this  pair  of  shoes  have  danced  a 
hornpipe  for  another  man,  afore  my  eyes,  full  half-a-dozen 
times  at  least:  and  as  to  my  hat,"  he  said,  taking  it  off,  and 
whirling  it  round  upon  his  fist — Lord !  I  'to  seen  this  hat 
go  up  Holbom  on  the  box  of  a  haokn^-coach — ah,  many  and 
many  a  day  !  " 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  their  old  wearers  are  all  dead,  I 
bope  P  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  Hsdling  a  little  distance  from  him, 
as  he  spoke. 

"  E^eiy  one  of  'em,"  replied  Dennis.     Eveiy  man  Jack!'* 
There  was  something  so  vety  ghastly  in  this  droumstanoe, 
and  it  appeared  to  account,  in  sudi  a  veiy  strange  and  dismal 
manner,  Stis  bis  &ded  dress — which,  in  ibis  new  aspect. 
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fleemed  discoloured  by  the  earth.  £rom  graves — that  Mr. 

Tappertit  abruptly  fbund  he  waa  going  another  way,  and, 
stopping  shorty  bade  him  good  night  wifli  the  utmost  hearti- 
ness.  As  they  happened  to  be  near  the  Old  Bailey,  and  Mr. 
Bemiis  knew  there  were  turnkeys  in  the  lodge  with  whom  he 
could  pass  the  night,  and  discuss  professional  subjects  of 
common  interest  among  them  before  a  rousing  fire,  and  over 
a  social  glass,  he  separated  from  liis  companions  without  any 
great  regret,  and  warmly  shaking  hands  with  Hugh,  and 
making  an  early  appointment  for  their  meeting  at  The  Boot, 
left  them  to  pursue  their  road. 

** That's  a  strange  sort  of  man,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit, 
watching  the  hackney-coachman's  hat  as  it  went  bobbing 
down  the  street.  "  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  him. 
Why  can't  he  have  his  smalk  made  to  order,  or  wear  live 
clothes  at  any  rate  ?  " 

''He's  a  lucky  man,  captain,"  cried  Hugh*  ''I  should 
like  to  have  such  Mends  as  his." 

"  I  hope  he  don't  get  'em  to  make  their  wills,  and  then 
knook  'em  on  the  head,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  musing.  ''  But 
oome.  The  United  B.'8  espeet  me.  On! — ^What's  the 
matter?" 

'^I  quite  Ibrgot,"  said  Hugh,  who  had  started  at  the 
striking  of  a  neighbouiing  clodc  I  have  somebody  to  see 
to-night — must  turn  back  directly.  The  drinking  and 
singing  put  it  out  of  my  head.    It 's  well  I  remembered  it ! " 

Mr.  Tappertit  looked  at  him  as  though  he  were  about  to 
give  utterance  to  some  -wmj  majestic  sentiments  in  reference 
to  this  act  of  desertion,  but  as  it  was  dear,  £rom  Hugh's  hasty 
manner,  that  the  engagement  was  one  of  a  pressing  nature, 
he  graciously  forbore,  and  gave  him  his  permisaion  to  depart 
immediately,  which  Hugh  acknowledged  with  a  roar  of 
laughter, 

**  Good  night,  captain  ! "  he  cried.  I  am  yours  to  the 
death,  remember ! " 

"Farewell!"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  waving  his  hand.  "Be 
bold  and  vigilant !  " 

"  No  Popery,  captain  !  "  roared  Hugh. 

"England  in  blood  first!"  cried  his  desperate  leader. 
Whereat  Hugh  cheered  and  laughed,  and  ran  oE  like  a 
greyhound. 

"  That  man  will  prove  a  credit  to  my  corps,"  said  Simon, 
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tmniiig  thoo^tfiilly  upon  his  heeL  ''And  kk  me  see.  Ia 
an,  alteed  state  of  Bodety — whioh  must  ensue  if  we  break  out 
and  are  Tiotoriooe — whm  the  locksmith's  child  is  mine,  Miggs 
must  be  got  xid  of  somehow^  or  she'll  poison  the  tearkettle 
ooe  evening  whea  I 'm  out.  He  might  many  Miggs,  if  he 
was  drunk  eoou^  It  ahall  be  done.  I  '11  make  a  note  of 
it." 
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Little  thinking  of  the  phm  for  his  happy  settlement  in 
life  which  had  suggested  itself  to  the  teeming  brain  of  his 
provident  commander,  Hugh  made  no  pause  until  Saint 
Dunstan's  giants  struck  the  hour  above  him,  when  he  worked 
the  handle  of  a  pump  which  stood  hard  by,  with  great  yigour, 
and  thnuting  his  head  under  the  flpout^  let  the  water  gusli 
iqKm  him  until  a  little  stream  zaa.  down  from  every  imcombed 
hair,  and  he  was  wet  to  the  waist.  Considerably  refreshed 
by  this  ablution,  both  in  mind  and  body,  and  ahnoet  sobeired 
£or  the  time,  he  dried  himself  as  he  beat  could;  then  cmsad 
the  load,  and  plied  the  knocker  of  the  Middle  Temple  gate. 

The  night-povter  looked  through  a  small  grating  in  the 
portal  with  a  surly  eye,  and  cried  "  Halloa ! "  which  greeting 
Hugh  letuzned  in  kind,  and  hade  him  open  quickly. 

''We  don't  aeUl  beer  here^"  cried  the  man;  "what  elae  do 
ytw  want?" 

"  To  come  in,"  Hugh  replied,  with  a  kick  at  Ihe  door. 
"Where  to  go  to?" 
"  Paper-Buildings." 
'*  Whose  chambers  ?  " 

"  Sir  John  Chester's."  Each  of  which  answers,  he  em- 
phasised with  another  kick. 

After  a  little  growling  on  tlie  other  side,  the  gate  was 
opened,  and  ho  passed  in :  undergoing  a  close  inspection  from 
the  porter  as  he  did  so. 

"  You  wanting  Sir  John,  at  this  time  of  night ! "  said 
tiie  man. 

"  Ay  !  "  said  Hugh.    "  I !    mat  of  that  ?  " 
Why,  I  must  go  with  you  and  see  that  you  do,  £or  I  don't 
belieye  it." 

*'  Come  along  then." 

Eyeing  him  with  suspicious  looks,  the  man,  with  key  and 
lantern,  walked  on  at  his  side^  and  attended  him  to  Sir  John 
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Ghestier's  door,  at  wbich  Hugh  ga,ye  odb  knock,  that  eohoecl 
through  the  dark  staircase  like  a  ghostly  sammons,  and  made 

the  dull  light  tremble  in  the  drowsy  lamp. 

"  Do  you  think  he  wants  me  now  ?  "  said  Hugh. 

Before  the  man  had  time  to  answer,  a  footstep  was  heard 
within,  a  light  appeared,  and  Sir  John,  in  his  dressing-gown 
and  slippers,  opened  the  door. 

"  I  ask  your  pardon,  Sir  John,"  said  the  porter  pulling  off 
his  hat.  "Here's  a  young  man  says  he  wants  to  speak  to 
you.  It 's  late  for  strangers.  I  thought  it  best  to  see  that 
all  was  right.'* 

Aha  !  "  cried  Sir  John,  raising  his  eyebrows.  "  It 's  you, 
messenger,  is  it  ?  Go  in.  Quite  right,  friend,  I  commend  your 
prudence  highly.   Thank  you.    God  bless  you.   Good  night." 

To  be  conimflnded,  thanked,  God-blessed,  and  bade  good 
night  by  one  who  carried  Sir  "  before  his  name,  and  wrote 
iiiiwaftlf  M.P.  to  boot,  was  something  £Dr  a  porter.  He  with- 
drew with  much  humility  and  rerereooe.  Sir  John  followed 
ius  late  Tisitor  into  the  diessiiig-xoom,  and  sitting  in  his  eaq^ 
ohatr  befine  the  five,  and  moTing  it  so  that  he  could  see  him 
as  he  stood,  hat  in  hand,  beside  the  door,  looked  at  him  item 
head  to  fbot 

The  old  ftoe,  calm  and  pleasant  as  ever;  iShe  complexion, 
qnite  juvenile  in  its  bloom  and  deamess ;  the  same  smile ; 
die  wonted  precision  and  elegance  of  dress :  the  white,  weQ- 
ordered  tee^;  Hie  delicate  hands;  the  composed  and  quiet 

manner ;  everything  as  it  used  to  be :  no  marks  of  age  or 

passion,  envy,  hate,  or  discontent;  all  unruffled  and  serene, 
and  quite  deb'ghtful  to  behold. 

He  wrote  liimsolf  M.  P. — but  how  ?  "V\Tiy,  thus.  It  was 
a  proud  family — more  proud,  indeed,  than  wealthy.  He  had 
stood  in  danger  of  arrest ;  of  bailiffs,  and  a^  jail — a  vulgar 
jail,  to  which  the  common  people  with  small  incomes  went. 
Gentlemen  of  ancient  houses  have  no  privilege  of  exemption 
from  such  cruel  laws — imless  they  are  of  one  great  house,  and 
then  they  have.  A  proud  man  of  his  stock  and  kindred  had 
the  means  of  sending  him  there.  He  offered — not  indeed  to 
pay  his  debts,  but  to  let  him  sit  for  a  close  borough  until  his 
own  son  came  of  age,  which,  if  he  lived,  would  come  to  pass 
in  twenty  years.  It  was  quite  as  good  as  an  Insolvent  Act» 
and  infinitely  more  genteel  So  Sir  John  Chester  mm  a 
member  of  Parliament. 
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But  how  Sir  John  ?  Nothing  so  simple,  or  so  easy.  One 
touch  with  a  sword  of  state,  and  the  transformation  is  effected. 
John  Chester,  Esquire,  M.  P.,  attended  court — ^went  up  with 
an  address — ^headed  a  deputation.  Suck  elegance  of  maimer, 
80  many  gxaoes  of  deportment,  such  poirars  of  oonvenationy 
oould  never  paes  mmotioed.  Mr.  was  too  common  for  such 
meirit.  A  man  so  gentlemanly  should  hare  been — but  Fortane 
is  capricious — ^bom  a  Duke :  just  as  some  dukes  should  have 
been  bom  labouzers.  He  caught  the  &ncy  of  the  king,  knelt 
down  a  grub,  and  rose  a  butterfly.  Jolm  Chester,  Esquiie, 
was  knighted  and  became  Sir  John. 

"  I  thought  when  you  left  me  this  evening,  my  esteemed 
acquaintance,"  said  Sir  John  after  a  -pretty  long  silenoe,  "that 
you  intended  to  return  with  all  despatch 
So  I  did,  Master." 

"  And  so  you  have  ?  "  he  retorted,  glancing  at  his  wotoL 
"  Is  that  what  you  would  say  ?  " 

Instead  of  replying,  Hugh  changed  the  leg  on  which  he 
leant,  shuffled  his  cap  from  one  hand  to  the  other,  looked  at 
the  ground,  the  wall,  the  ceiling,  and  finally  at  Sir  John 
himself;  before  whoso  pleasant  face  he  lowered  his  eyes 
again,  and  fixed  them  on  the  floor. 

"  And  how  have  you  been  employing  yourself  in  the  mean 
while  ?  "  quoth  Sir  John,  lazily  crossing  his  legs.  Where 
have  you  been  ?  what  harm  have  you  been  doing  ?  '* 

No  harm  at  all,  Master,*'  growled  Hugh,  with  humility. 
"  I  have  only  done  as  you  ordered." 

"  As  I  what  ?  "  returned  Sir  John. 

''Well  then,"  said  Hugh  uneasily,  ''as  you  advised,  or 
said  I  ought,  or  said  I  might,  or  said  that  you  wonld  do,  if 
yoa  was  me.    Don't  be  so  hard  upon  me,  master." 

Something  like  an  expression  of  triumph  in  the  perfect 
oonixol  he  had  estaUished  over  this  rough  instrument, 
appeared  in  the  knigbf  s  fieuse  Har  an  instant;  but  it  vanished 
dizecdy,  as  he  said — paring  his  nails  while  speaking : 

**  When  you  say  I  ordered  you,  my  good  fellow,  you  imply 
that  I  directed  yon  to  do  something  fnr  me — something  I 
wanted  done— Hsomething  for  my  own  ends  and  purposes — you 
see?  Now  I  am  sure  I  needn't  enlarge  upon  the  extreme 
absurdity  of  such  an  idea,  however  unintentional;  so,  please—'* 
and  here  he  turned  his  eyes  upon  him — "  to  be  more  guarded. 
Will  you?" 
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"  I  meant  to  give  you  no  offence/'  said  Hugh.  "I  don't 
know  what  to  say.    You  catch  me  up  so  very  sliort." 

"  You  will  be  caught  up  much  shorter,  my  good  firiend — 
infinitely  ahoiter— one  of  these  days,  depend  upon  it,"  replied 
his  patron,  oahnly.  Bj-the-bje^  instead  of  wondering  why 
ym  have  been  so  long,  mj  wondar  should  be  why  joa  eame 
atalL  Whydidyou?'' 

''Ton  know,  master,"  said  Hugh,  **ibat  I  oonldn't  read 
tiie  bill  I  £>iind,  and  that  supposing  it  to  be  something  par- 
ticular from  the  way  it  was  wrapped  up,  I  brought  it  here.'' 

**  And  oould  you  ask  no  one  else  to  read  it^  Bruinf "  said 
Sir  John. 

No  one  lhat  I  oonld  trust  wUSk  secrets,  master,  fiinoe 

Bamaby  Rudge  was  lost  sight  of  for  good  and  all — and  that'a 
five  year  ago — I  haven't  talked  with  any  one  but  you." 

**  You  have  done  me  honour,  I  um  eure." 

**  I  have  come  to  and  fro,  master,  all  through  that  time, 
when  there  was  anything  to  tell,  because  I  knew  that  you 'd 
be  angry  with  me  if  I  stayed  away,"  said  Hugh,  blurting  the 
words  out,  after  an  embarrassed  silence ;  and  because  I 
wished  to  please  you,  if  I  could,  and  not  to  have  you  go  against 
me.  Tliere.  That 's  the  true  reason  why  I  came  to-night. 
You  know  that,  master,  I  am  sure." 

You  are  a  specious  fellow,''  returned  Sir  John,  fixing  his 
eyes  upon  him,  "  and  carry  two  £EU3es  under  your  hood,  as  well 
as  the  best.  Didn't  you  give  me  in  this  room,  this  evening,' 
any  other  reason ;  no  dislike  of  anybody  who  has  slighted  you, 
lately,  on  all  occasions,  abused  you,  treated  you  with  rude- 
ness; acted  towards  you,  more  as  if  you  were  a  mongrel  dog 
i!h<m  a  himsslf? 

<'TobesureIdidI"  eriedHug^his  paadon  rising,  as  the 
other  meant  it  should;  ^'and  I  say  it  all  over  now,  again. 
I 'd  do  anything  to  have  some  revenge  on  him— ^anything. 
And  when  you  told  me  that  he  and  sSl  the  Catholios  would 
sofBor  from  those  who  joined  together  under  that  handbill,  I 
said  I'dmskeoneof 'em,if  tiieirmasterwasthe  devil  himself. 
I  am  one  of  *em.  See  whether  I  am  as  good  as  my  word  and 
turn  out  to  be  amoiig  the  foremost,  or  no.  I  majTi't  liave 
much  head,  master,  but  I  've  head  enough  to  remem})or  those 
that  use  me  iU.  You  shall  see,  and  m  sluill  he,  and  so  shall 
hundreds  more,  how  my  spirit  backs  me  when  the  time  comes. 
My  bark  is  nothing  to  my  bite.    Some  that  I  know^  had 
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better  have  a  wild  lion  among  'em  than  mSi  wlien  I  am  iairly 
loose — they  had  !  " 

The  knight  looked  at  him  with  a  smile  of  far  deeper  mean- 
ing- tlian  ordinary ;  and  pointing  to  the  old  cupboard,  followed 
him  with  liis  eyes  while  he  filled  and  drank  a  glass  of  liquor ; 
and  smiled  when  his  hack  was  tamed,  with  deeper  ™  Aiming 
yet. 

Yon  are  in  a  blustering  moody  my  friead,''  lie  said,  "when 
Hugh  confronted  him  again. 

Not  I,  master ! cried  Hugh.  I  don't  say  half  I  mean. 
I  eaa't  I  haven't  got  the  gifb.  There  aie  talkers  enoagh 
among  na;  I 'U  be  one  of  the  doera.'' 

"  Oh !  you  haTe  joined  those  fiaUowe  thenf  said  Sir  John, 
with  an  air  of  most  piofoond  indifibrenoe. 

**  Tee.  I  went  up  to  the  house  you  told  me  o(  and  got  put 
down  upon  the  muster.  Tliere  was  aaoiJier  man  there  named 
Dennia— " 

^'Dennis,  eh!"  cried  8ir  Jdm,  laughing.  ''Ay,  ay!  a 
pleasant  l^ow,  I  believe?'' 

"A  roaring  dog,  master— >oiie  after  my  own  heart — hot 
upon  the  matter  too — red  hot." 

So  I  have  heard/'  replied  Sir  John  carelessly.  "  You 
don't  happen  to  know  his  trade,  do  you  ?  " 

*'  Ho  wouldn't  say,"  cried  Hugh.    "  He  keeps  it  secret." 
Ha  ha !  "  laughed  Sir  John.    **  A  strange  fancy — a 
weakness  with  some  persons — you  'U  know  it  one  day,  I  dare 
swear." 

'*  We  're  intimate  already,"  said  Hugh. 

"  Quite  natural !  And  have  been  drinking  together,  eh?  " 
pursued  Sir  John.  "  Did  you  say  what  place  you  went  to  in 
company,  when  you  left  Lord  George's  ?  " 

Hugh  had  not  said  or  thought  of  saying,  but  he  told  him; 
and  this  inquiry  being  followed  by  a  long  train  of  questions, 
he  related  all  tliat  had  passed  both  in  and  out  of  doors,  the 
kind  of  people  he  had  seen,  their  numbers,  state  of  feeling, 
mode  of  conTersation,  apparent  exx)ectations  and  intentions. 
His  questioning  was  so  artfully  oontrived,  Hiat  he  seemed  even 
in  his  own  eyes  to  yolunteer  aU  tliii  infbnnation  rather  than 
to  haive  it  wrested  from  him;  and  he  was  brought  to  this  state 
of  feeling  so  naturally,  than  when  Mr.  CShester  yawned  at 
length  laA  doGlared  himsdf  quite  wearied  ouft^  he  made  a 
rough  kind  of  excuse  for  having  talked  so  mubh. 
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**  There — get  you  gone,"  said  Sir  John,  holding  the  door 
^y-^    open  in  his  hand.    "  You  have  made  a  pretty  evening's  work. 
/  I  told  you  not  to  do  this.    You  may  get  into  trouble.    You  '11 

J(  y     have  an  opportunity  of  revenging  yourself  on  your  proud 
y  -  friend  Haredale,  though^  and  for  that,  you 'd  hazard  anything 
y         I  suppose  ?  " 

"  I  would/*  retorted  Hugh,  stopping  in  his  passage  out  and 
looking  back ;  *'  but  what  do  I  risk  !  What  do  I  stand  a 
chance  of  losiiigy  master?  Friends,  home?  A  £g  £cxr  'em 
all;  I  have  none;  they  are  nothing  to  me.  Give  me  a  good 
soofSe ;  let  jne  pay  off  old  scores  in  a  bold  riot  where  there 
are  men  to  stand  by  me;  and  then  use  me  as  you  like — ^it 
don't  matter  mneh  to  me  what  the  end  is  !  '* 

What  have  you  done  with  that  paper  ? said  Sir  JoIol 

"  I  have  it  here,  master." 
Drop  it  again  as  you  go  along ;  it 's  as  well  not  to  keep 
Boch  things  about  you." 

Hugh  nodded,  and  touching  his  cap  with  an  air  of  as  much 
respect  as  he  could  summon  up,  departed. 

Sir  John,  listening  the  dpors  b^dnd  him,  went  back  to  his 
dressing-room,  and  sat  down  once  again  before  the  fire,  at 
which  he  gazed  for  a  long  time,  in  earnest  meditation. 

**  This  happens  fortunately,"  he  said,  breaking  into  a  smile, 
"  and  promises  well.  Lot  me  see.  My  relative  and  T,  who 
are  the  most  Protestant  fellows  in  the  world,  give  our  worst 
wishes  to  the  Roman  Catholic  cause;  and  to  Saville,  who 
introduces  their  hiU,  I  have  a  personal  objection  besides ;  but 
as  each  of  us  has  himself  for  the  first  article  in  his  creed,  we 
cannot  commit  oiu-selves  by  joining  with  a  very  extravagant 
madman,  such  as  this  Gordon  most  undoubtedly  is.  Now 
really,  to  foment  his  disturbances  in  secret,  through  the 
medium  of  such  a  very  apt  instrument  as  my  savage  friend 
here,  may  further  our  real  ends ;  and  to  express  at  all  becom- 
ing seasons,  in  moderate  and  polite  terms,  a  disapprobation  of 
his  proceedings,  though  we  agree  with  him  in  principle,  will 
oertamly  be  to  gain  a  character  for  honesty  and  uprightness  of 
purpose^  which  cannot  fail  to  do  us  infinite  service,  and  to 
raise  us  into  some  importance.  Good !  So  much  Ibr  public 
grounds.  As  to  priyate  considerations,  I  confess  that  if  these 
YBgabonds  watdd  maJro  some  riotous  demonstration  (which  does 
not  appear  impossible),  and  would  inflict  some  litde  chastise- 
ment on  Haiedale  as  a  not  inactive  man  among  his  sect,  it 
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would  be  Gxtreraely  aj^reeable  to  my  feelinp^s,  and  would 
amuse  me  beyond  measure.    Good  again  !    Perhaps  better  !  " 

When  he  came  to  this  point,  he  took  a  pinch  of  snuff ;  then 
beginninn^  slowly  to  undress,  he  resumed  his  meditatioiiBy  by 
saying  with  a  smile : 

"  I  fear,  I  do  fear  exceedingly,  that  my  Mend  is  foUowing 
fSut  in  the  footsteps  of  his  mother.  His  intimacy  with  Mr. 
Dennis  is  very  ominous.  But  I  have  no  doubt  he  must  have 
come  to  that  end  any  way.  If  I  lend  him  a  helping  hand, 
the  only  difference  is,  that  he  may,  upon  the  whole,  possibly 
driiik  a  ism  gaUom^  or  puneheoDS,  or  hogaheads^  less  in  this 
life  thsn  he  otherwise  would.  It's  no  huBUkess  of  mine. 
It 's  a  matter  of  yeiy  small  impoztanoe ! " 

So  he  took  another  pinch  of  anufl^  and  went  to  bed. 
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CHAPTER  XU, 


Fbox  the  iratkaliop  of  the  Golden  Key,  there  issued  forth 
a  ^T>lr1i'«y  0o«mdy  eo  meny  and  good-humoured,  that  it 
fluggeiited  the  idea  of  eome  one  irorldiig  blithelj,  and  made 
qmte  pleasant  murio.  No  man  who  hammered  on  at  a  daU 
.  monotonoas  duty,  ooald  have  bfoaght  boxAl  eheerfbl  notes  from 
steel  and  iron ;  none  hot  a  chirping,  healthy,  honest-heazted 
fttHoWy  who  made  the  best  of  eTexything,  and  &lt  kindly 
towafds  everybody,  coold  have  done  it  Icir  an  instanl  He 
might  have  been  a  coppersmith,  and  still  been  mnsioaL  If 
he  had  sat  in  a  jolting  waggon,  full  of  rods  of  iron,  it  seemed 
as  if  he  would  have  brouglit  some  harmony  out  of  it. 

Tiuk,  tink,  tink— cdear  as  a  silver  bell,  and  audible  at  every 
pause  of  the  streets'  harsher  noises,  as  though  it  said,  **  I 
don't  care ;  nothing  puts  me  out ;  I  am  resolved  to  be  happy." 
Women  scolded,  children  squalled,  hea\'y  carts  went  rumbling 
by,  horrible  cries  proceeded  from  the  lungs  of  hawkers ;  still 
it  struck  in  again,  no  higher,  no  lower,  no  louder,  no  softer ; 
not  thrusting  itself  on  people's  notice  a  bit  the  more  for  haying 
been  outdone  by  louder  sounds — tink,  tink,  tink,  tink,  tink. 

It  was  a  perfect  embodiment  of  the  still  small  voioe,  free 
from  all  cold,  hoarseness,  husMness,  or  imlM>ftUlii«fta«  of  any 
kind  ;  fbot-passengers  slackened  their  pace,  and  were  disposed 
to  linger  near  it ;  neighboms  who  had  got  up  splenetic  that 
morning,  Mt  good-humour  stealing  on  tibem  as  l^ey  heard  it^ 
and  by  degrees  became  quite  sprightly ;  mothers  danoed  their 
babies  to  its  ringing ;  still  the  same  magical  tink^  tink,  tink, 
eame  gaily  from  the  workshop  of  the  Golden  Key. 

Who  but  the  locksnuth  could  have  made  audi  muno!  A 
gleam  of  son  shining  through  the  unsashed  window,  and 
chequering  the  dark  workshop  with  a  broad  patch  of  light, 
fell  ftiU  upon  him,  as  though  attracted  by  his  sunny  heart. 
There  he  stood  working  at  his  anvil,  his  face  all  radiant  with 
exercise  and  gladnebs,  liis  sleeves  turned  up,  liis  wig  pubhtxi 
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off  Ills  shining  forehead — ^the  easiest,  freest,  happiest  man  in 
all  the  world.  Beside  him  sat  a  sleek  cat,  purring  and 
"winking  in  the  light,  and  falling  every  now  and  tlien  into  an 
idle  doze,  as  from  excess  of  comfort.  /  Toby  looked  on  from  a 
tall  beack  hard  by ;  one  beaming  smile,  from  his  broad  nut- 
farown  face  down  to  the  alack-baked  buckles  in  his  shoes.  The 
very  locks  that  hung  axoiind  liad  something  jovial  in  their 
rust,  and  seemed  like  gouty  gentlemen  of  hearty  natures, 
di^oeed  to  joke  on  their  infirmities.  There  was  nothing 
sozlj  or  seme  in  the  whole  soene.  It  seemed  impossible  that 
any  one  of  the  innumerable  keys  ooiild  fit  a  ohurlish  strong- 
hox  or  a  prison-door.  Cellars  of  beer  and  wine,  rooms  wheore 
there  were  fires,  books,  gossip,  and  cheering  laughter — these 
were  their  proper  sphere  of  action.  Places  of  distrust  and 
omelty,  and  restraint,  they  would  have  left  c^uadruple-lociked  . 
Ibr  ever. 

Tink,  tink,  tink.  The  locksmith  paused  at  last,  and  wiped 
his  brow.  The  silence  roused  the  cat,  who,  jumping  softly 
down,  crept  to  the  door,  and  watched  with  tiger  eyes  a  bird- 
cage in  an  opposite  window.  Gabriel  lifted  Toby  to  his  mouth, 
and  took  a  liearty  draught. 

Then,  aa  he  stood  \ipriglit,  with  his  head  Hung  back,  and 
his  portly  chest  thrown  out,  you  would  have  seen  that 
GahrieFs  lower  man  waa  clothed  in  military  gear.  Glancing 
at  the  waU  beyond,  there  might  have  been  espied,  hang^g  on 
their  several  pegs,  a  cap  and  feather,  broad-sword,  sash,  and 
coat  of  scarlet;  which  any  man  learned  in  such  matters  would 
hare  known  from  their  make  and  pattern  to  be  the  uniform  of 
a  Serjeant  in  the  Royal  East-London  Volunteers. 

As  the  locksmith  put  his  mug  down,  empty,  on  the  bench, 
whence  it  had  smiled  on  him  befine,  he  glanced  at  these 
articles  with  a  laughing  eye^  and  looldng  at  them  with  his 
head  a  little  on  one  side,  as  flM>ugh  he  would  get  them  all  into 

afixms.  said.  Iftaninir  on  his*  hammer : 
''Time  was»  now,  1  remember^  when  I  was  like  to  nm  mad 
with  the  desire  to  wear  a  coat  of  that  colour.  If  any  one, 
(except  my  fiftther)  had  called  me  a  Ibol  fi»r  my  pains,  how  I 
should  have  fired  and  fumed !  But  what  a  fool  I  must  have 
been,  sure-ly !  ** 

**  Ah  !  "  sighed  Mrs.  Varden,  who  had  entered  unobserved. 
**  A  fool  indeed.  A  man  at  your  time  of  life,  Vardeni  should 
know  better  now.'' 
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"Why,  what  a  ridionloiu  woman  you  axe,  Marliliii»"  said 
ili6  locksmith,  turning  toimd  with,  a  smile. 

"  Certainly/'  replied  Mrs.  V.  with  great  demnreness.  ^*  Of 
course  I  am.    I  know  that,  Varden.    Thank  you." 

**  I  mean — began  the  locksmith. 

"Yes,"  said  his  wife,  **  I  know  what  you  mean.  You 
speak  quite  plain  enough  to  be  understood,  Varden.  It 's 
very  kind  of  you  to  adapt  yourself  to  my  capacity,  I  am  sure." 

"Tut,  tut,  Martha,"  rejoined  the  locksmith;  "don't  take 
offence  at  nothing.  I  mean,  how  strange  it  is  of  you  to  run 
down  volunteering,  when  it 's  done  to  defend  you  and  all  the 
other  women,  and  our  own  ^reaide  and  CYerybody  else 's,  in 
case  of  need." 

"It's  unchristian,"  cried  Mrs.  Varden,  shaking  her  head. 
''Unchristian!"  said  the  locksmith.     ^'Why  what  the 
dovil— 

Ifo.  Varden  looked  at  the  ceilings  as  in  expectation  that 
the  consequence  of  this  profanity  would  be  the  immediate 
descent  of  the  four-post  bedstead  on  the  second  floor,  together 
with  tiie  best  sitting-room  on  the  first;  but  no  visible  judg- 
ment ooourring,  she  beayed  a  deep  sigh,  and  begged  bar 
husband,  in  a  tone  of  resignation,  to  go  on,  and  by  all  means 
to  blaspheme  as  much  as  possible,  because  he  knew  she  liked  it 

The  locksmith  did  iar  a  moment  seemed  disposed  to  gratify 
her,  bat  he  gave  a  great  gulp,  and  mildly  rejoined : 

**  I  was  going  to  say,  what  on  earth  do  you  call  it  unchris- 
tian for?  Which  would  be  most  imchristian,  Martha — to  sit 
quietly  down  and  let  our  houses  be  sacked  by  a  foreign  army, 
or  to  turn  out  like  men  and  drive  'em  oJff?  Shouldn't  I  be  a 
nice  sort  of  a  Cliristian,  if  I  crept  into  a  comer  of  my  own^ 
chimney  and  looked  on  while  a  parcel  of  whiakered  savages 
bore  off  Dolly — or  you  ?  " 

When  he  said  **or  you,"  Mrs.  Varden,  despite  herself, 
relaxed  into  a  smile.  There  was  something  complimentary  in 
the  idea.  In  such  a  state  of  things  as  that^  indeed — "  she 
simpered. 

"  As  that ! "  repeated  the  locksmith.  "  WeU,  that  would 
be  the  state  of  things  directly.  £Ten  Miggs  would  go. 
Some  black  tambourine-player,  with  a  great  turban  on,  would 
be  bearing  her  off,  and,  unless  the  tambourine-player  was 
proof  against  kicking  and  scratching,  it's  mj  belief  he 'd  have 
the  wont  of  it   Ha  ha  ha!  I'd  foigiTe  the  tamboorine- 
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player.  I  wouldn't  have  him  interfered  with  on  any  account, 
poor  fellow."  And  here  the  locksmith  laughed  again  so 
heartily,  that  tears  came  into  his  eyes — much  to  Mrs.  Vardcn's 
indignation,  who  thought  the  capture  of  so  sound  a  Protestant 
and  estimable  a  private  character  as  Miggs  by  a  pagan  negxo^ 
a  circumstance  too  shocking  and  awfiil  for  contemplatioii. 

The  picture  Gabriel  had  drawn,  indeed,  threatened  serious 
consequences,  and  would  indubitably  have  led  to  them,  but 
luckily  at  that  moment  a  light  footsteip  orased  the  tlireshold, 
and  BoUy,  running  in,  threw  her  anoB  round  her  old  ^Either's 
neck  and  hugged  him  tight. 

''Here  she  is  at  last!"  cried  Gahrial.  ''And  how  well 
you  look,  DoU,  and  how  late  you  are,  my  darling ! " 

How  well  she  kokfid f  Well?  Why,  if  he  had  ezfaaustod 
every  laudatory  adjecfcm  in  the  dictumaxy,  it  wouldn't  have 
been  praise  enough.  When  and  where  was  there  ever  such  a 
plump,  roguish,  comely,  bright-eyed,  enticing,  bewitbhing, 
captivating,  maddening  Htde  puss  in  all  this  world,  as  DoUy ! 
What  was  the  DoUy  of  five  years  ago,  to  the  Dolly  of  that 
day!  How  many  coach-makers,  saddlers,  cabinet-makers, 
and  professors  of  other  useful  arts,  had  deserted  thoir  fathers, 
mothers,  sisters,  brothers,  and,  most  of  all,  their  cousins,  for 
the  love  of  her !  How  many  unkno%vn  gentlemen — supposed 
to  be  of  mighty  fortunes,  if  not  titles — had  waited  round  the 
comer  after  dark,  and  tempted  Miggs  the  incorruptible,  with 
golden  guineas,  to  deliver  offers  of  marriage  folded  up  in  love- 
letters  !  How  manv  disconsolate  fathers  and  substantial 
tradesmen  had  waited  on  the  locksmith  for  the  same  purpose, 
with  dismal  tales  of  how  tlieir  sons  had  lost  their  appetites, 
and  taken  to  shut  themselves  up  in  dark  bedrooms,  and 
wandering  in  desolate  suburbs  with  pale  faces,  and  all  because 
of  Dolly  Varden's  loveliness  and  craeUy !  How  many  young 
men,  in  aU  previous  timee  of  unprecedented  steadiness,  had 
turned  suddenly  wild  and  wicked  f6r  the  same  reason,  and,  in 
an  ecstasy  of  imrequited  love,  taken  to  wrench  off  door- 
knockers, and  invert  the  boxes  of  rheumatic  watohmen! 
How  had  she  recruited  the  king^s  service,  both  by  sea  and 
land,  through  rendering  desperate  his  loving  subjects  between 
the  ages  of  eighteen  and  twenty-five!  How  many  young 
ladies  had  publicly  professed  with  tears  in  their  eyes,  that  to 
their  tastes  she  was  much  too  short,  too  tall,  too  bold,  too 
odld,  too  sUmt,  too  thin,  too  fiair,  too  dark — too  everything  but 
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handsome !  How  many  old  ladies,  taking  counsel  together, 
had  thanked  Heaven  their  daughters  were  not  like  her,  and 
had  hoped  she  might  come  to  no  harm,  and  had  thought  she 
would  oome  to  no  good,  and  had  wondered  what  people  saw 
ill  her,  and  had  arrived  at  the  conolnaioD.  that  she  was  "  going 
off"  in  hor  looks,  or  had  never  oome  on  in  them,  and  that  aha 
was  a  thoi-ough  imposition  and  a  popular  mistake  1 

And  yet  here  was  this  same  Dolly  Varden,  so  whimsical 
and  haid  to  please  that  she  was  Dolly  Varden  still,  all  smiles 
and  dimples,  and  pjeaaapt  looks,  and  oaring  no  moie  lor  the 
Sftf  cat  sixty  young  feUom  who  at  that  Teiy  moment  wokb 
bvsaking  their  hearts  to  many  her,  than  if  so  many  oysters 
had  heen  crossed  in  love  and  opened  afterwards. 

Dolly  hugged  her  £ither  as  has  heen  already  stated,  and 
having  hugged  her  motlier  also,  aooompanied  hoth  into  tlie 
little  parlour  where  the  dodi  was  already  laid  for  dumer,  and 
where  Miss  Miggs — a  trifle  more  rigid  and  bony  than  of  yore 
— received  her  with  a  sort  of  hysterical  gasp,  intended  for  a 
snule.  Into  the  hands  of  that  young  virgin,  she  delivered  her 
bonnet  and  walking  dress  (all  of  a  dreadful,  artful,  and 
designing  kind),  and  then  said  with  a  laugh,  which  li vailed 
the  locksmith's  music,  How  glad  I  always  am  to  be  at  home 
again ! " 

**And  how  glad  we  always  are,  Doll,"  said  her  father, 
putting  back  the  dark  hair  from  her  flparkling  eyes,  "  to 
have  you  at  home.    Give  me  a  kiss." 

If  there  had  been  anybody  of  the  male  kind  there  to  see  her 
do  it — hut  there  was  not — it  was  a  mercy. 

I  don't  like  your  being  at  the  Warreo,"  said  the  lock- 
smith, **  I  can't  hear  to  have  you  oat  of  my  sight.  And  what 
is  the  news  over  yonder,  Doll  ?  " 

''What  news  there  is,  I  think  you  know  already,''  leplMl 
his  daughter.    ''  I  am  tore  yon  do,  though." 

"Aj?"  cried  the  locksmith.    ''What's  that?'' 

"  Come,  oome,"  said  Dolly,  "  you  know  very  welL  I  waat 
you  to  teQ  me  why  Mr.  Handale— oK  lu>w  gruff  he  is  again, 
to  be  sure ! — has  been  away  from  home  for  some  days  past, 
and  why  he  is  travelling  about  (we  know  he  is  travolling, 
becauHo  of  his  letters)  without  telling  his  own  niece  why  or 
wherefore." 

Miss  Emma  doesn't  want  to  know,  I'll  swear,"  returned 
-the  locksmith. 
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"  I  don't  know  that,"  said  Dolly ;  "  but  I  do,  at  any  rate. 
Do  tell  me.    Why  is  he  so  secret,  and  what  is  this  ghost 
8t»ry,  which  nobody  is  to  tell  Miss  Emma,  and  which  seems 
to  be  mixed  np  with  his  going  away  ?    Now  I  see  you  know  * 
by  your  colouring  so," 

**  Wliat  the  story  means,  or  is,  or  has  to  do  with  it,  I  know 
no  more  than  you,  my  dear,"  returned  the  locksmith, 
*^  except  that  it  'a  loiiie  fbolisk  fbar  of  little  Sdomou's — which 
has,  indeed,  no  mMaing  in  it,  I  suppose.  Ab  to  Mr. 
Haredale's  journey,  he  goee,  as  I  believe — " 
Yes,"  said  DoUy. 

Ab  I  bdiere,"  leeomed  the  loeksmithy  pinohinglier  (dieek, 
''on  traamees,  DoilL  What  it  maj  be^  ia  quite  anoflier 
mattir.  Bead  Bine  Beazd,  and  dcMi't  be  too  curious,  pet; 
it's  no  business  of  yours  or  niine^  depend  upon  that;  and 
here's  dinner,  which  Ib  mueh  more  to  the  purpose/' 

Dolly  might  have  remonstrated  against  tids  summaij  dis- 
missal of  the  subject,  notwitHstanding  the  appearance  of 
dinner,  but  at  the  mention  of  Blue  Beard  Mrs.  Varden  inter- 
posed, protesting  she  could  not  hnd  it  in  her  conscience  to  sit 
tamely  by,  and  liear  her  child  recommended  to  peruse  the 
adventures  of  a  Turk  and  Mussulman — far  less  of  a  fabulous 
Turk,  which  she  considered  that  potentate  to  be.  She  held 
that  in  such  stirring  and  tremendous  times  as  those  in  which 
they  lived,  it  would  be  much  more  to  the  purpose  if  DoUy 
became  a  regidar  subscriber  to  the  Thunderer,  where  she 
would  have  an  opportimity  of  reading  Lord  George  Gordon's 
■peeches  word  for  word,  which  would  be  a  greater  comfort 
and  solace  to  her,  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  Blue  Beards  ever 
could  impart.  She  appealed  in  support  of  this  proposition  to 
Miss  Miggs,  then  in  waiting,  who  said  that  indeed  the  peace 

mind  she  had  derived  from  the  perusal  of  that  paper 
generally^  but  espedallj  of  one  article  of  the  very  last  we^  as 
ever  was,  entitled  Great  Britain  drenched  in  gore/'  exceeded 
all  belief;  tiie  same  composition,  she  added,  had  also  wrought 
sooih  a  oomliMrting  eflfect  on  thia  mind  of  a  married  sister  of 
hers^  then  resident  at  Golden  lion  Court,  number  twenty- 
sLvin,  second  bell-handle  on  the  right  hand  door  post,  that, 
being  in  a  deHoate  state  of  health,  and  in  &ct,  expecting  an 
addition  to  her  family,  she  had  been  seized  with  fits  directly 
after  its  perusal,  and  had  raved  of  the  inquisition  ever  siuce ; 
to  the  groat  improvt^ment  of  her  husband  and  friends.  Miss 
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Miggs  went  on  to  say  that  eihe  would  TeoommflncL  all  13iose 

whose  hearts  were  hardened  to  hear  Lord  George  themselves, 
whom  she  commended  first,  in  respect  of  his  steady  Protes- 
tantism, then  of  his  oratory,  then  of  his  eyes,  then  of  his  nose, 
then  of  liis  legs,  and  lastly  of  his  figure  generally,  which  she 
looked  upon  as  fit  for  any  statue,  prince,  or  angel,  to  which 
sentiment  Mrs.  Varden  fully  subscribed. 

Mrs.  Varden  having  cut  in,  looked  at  a  box  upon  the 
mantel-shelf,  painted  in  imitation  of  a  very  red-brick  dwelling- 
house,  with  a  yellow  roof;  having  at  top  a  real  chimney,  down 
which  Toluntary  Bubachbers  dropped  their  silyery  gold,  or 
peace,  into  the  parlour ;  and  on  the  door  the  counterfeit  pre- 
sentment of  a  brass  plate,  whereon  was  legibly  inscribed 
"  Protestant  Aflaooiation;  "—-and  looking  at  it,  said,  that  it 
waa  to  her  a  source  of  poignant  misery  to  think  that  Varden 
never  had,  of  all  his  substance,  dropped  anything  into  that 
temple,  save  once  in  secret — as  she  afterwards  disooyered — 
two  fragments  of  tobcuxx>-pipe,  which  she  hoped  would  not  be 
put  down  to  his  last  account.  That  DoUy,  she  was  gneved  to 
say,  was  no  less  backward  in  her  contributions,  better  loving, 
as  it  seemed,  to  purdhase  ribbons  and  such  gauds,  than  to 
encourage  the  great  cause,  then  in  such  heavy  tribulation ; 
and  that  she  did  entreat  her  (her  father  she  much  feared  ooold 
not  be  moved)  not  to  despise,  but  imitate,  the  bright  example 
of  Miss  Miggs,  who  flung  her  wages,  as  it  were,  into  the  very 
countenance  of  the  Pope,  and  bruised  his  features  with  her 
quarter's  money. 

**  Oh,  mim,"  said  Miggs,  don't  relude  to  that.  I  had  no 
intentions,  mim,  that  nobody  should  know.  Such  sacrifices 
as  I  can  make,  are  qvdte  a  widder's  mite.  It 's  all  I  have," 
cried  Miggs  with  a  great  burst  of  tears — for  with  her  they 
never  came  on  by  degrees — ''but  it's  made  up  to  me  in 
other  ways;  it 's  well  made  up." 

This  was  quite  true,  though  not  perhaps  in  the  sense  that 
Miggs  intended.  As  she  never  failed  to  keep  her  self-denial 
full  in  Mrs.  Varden'a  view,  it  drew  forth  so  many  gifts  of  caps 
and  gowns  and  other  artidleB  of  dress,  that  upon  the  whole  the 
red-bribk  house  was  perhaps  the  best  investment  for  her 
small  capital  she  could  possibly  have  it  upon;  returning  her 
interest,  at  the  rate  of  seven  or  eight  per  cent  in  mon^,  and 
fifty  at  least  in  personal  repute  and  credit. 

"  You  needn't  cry,  Miggs,"  said  Mrs.  Varden,  herself  in 
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tears;  "you  needn't  be  ashamed  of  it,  though  your  poor 
mistress  is  on  the  same  side." 

Miggs  howled  at  this  remark,  in  a  peculiarly  dismal  way, 
;ind  said  she  knowed  that  master  hated  her.  That  it  was  a 
(li'eadful  thing  to  live  in  families  and  have  dislikes,  and  not 
give  satisfactions.  That  to  make  divisions  was  a  thing  she 
could  not  abear  to  think  of,  neither  could  her  feelings  let  her 
do  it.  That  if  it  was  master's  wishes  as  she  and  him  should 
X)art,  it  was  best  they  should  part^  a&d  she  hoped  he  might 
be  the  happier  for  it,  and  always  "wishes  him  well,  and  that 
he  might  find  somebody  as  would  meet  his  dispositions.  It 
would  be  a  haid  tzial,  she  said,  to  part  ttom  suxjli  a  missis, 
bat  she  oould  meet  any  safEeixng  when  her  conscience  told  her 
she  was  in  the  rightB,  and  therafbre  she  was  willing  even  to 
go  iduit  lengdis.  She  did  not  think,  she  added,  that  she  could 
long  survive  the  separations,  but,  as  she  was  hated  and  looked 
upon  unpleasant,  perhaps  her  dying  as  soon  as  possible  would 
be  the  best  endings  for  all  parties.  With  this  affecting  con- 
clusion. Miss  Miggs  shed  more  tears,  and  sobbed  abundantly. 

*'  Can  vou  bear  this,  Varden  ?  "  said  his  wile  in  a  solemn 
voice,  laying  dowTi  her  knife  and  fork. 

"  Why,  not  very  well,  my  dear,"  rejoined  the  locksmith, 

but  I  try  to  keep  my  temper." 

"  Don't  let  there  be  words  on  my  account,  mim,"  sobbed 
Miggs.  "  It 's  much  the  best  that  we  should  part.  I 
wouldn't  stay — oh,  gracious  me  ! — and  make  dissensions,  not 
for  a  annual  gold  mine,  and  found  in  tea  and  sugar." 

Lest  the  reader  should  be  at  any  loss  to  discover  the  cause 
of  Miss  Miggs' s  deep  emotion,  it  may  be  whispered  apart  that, 
happening  to  be  listening,  as  her  custom  sometimes  was, 
iHien  Gabriel  and  his  wife  conversed  together,  she  had  heard 
the  locksmith's  joke  relative  to  the  foreign  black  who  played 
the  tambourine,  and  bursting  with  the  spiteM  feelings  whinsk 
Hbe  taunt  aw«^  in  her  fidr  breast^  e^doded  in  the  manner 
we  have  witnessed.  Matters  having  now  anived  at  a  crisis, 
the  locksmith,  as  usual,  and  for  the  sake  of  peace  and  quietness, 
gave  in. 

What  are  you  dying  for,  girl  ?"  lie  said.  ''What's  the 
matter  with  you  ?  What  are  you  talking  about  hatred  for  ? 
J  don't  hate  you ;  I  don't  hate  anybody.  Dry  your  eyes  and 
make  yourself  agreeable,  in  Heaven's  name,  and  let  us  all  be 
happy  while  w©  can." 

VOL.  I.  1 
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The  allied  powers  deeming  it  good  generalBhip  to  oonaider 
this  a  sufScient  apology  on  the  part  of  the  enemy,  and  con- 
fefldon  of  having  been  in  the  wrong,  did  dry  their  eyea  and 
take  it  in  good  part.    Miss  Miggs  observed  ^at  she  bore  no 

malice,  no  not  to  her  greatest  foe,  whom  she  rather  loved  the 
more  indeed,  tlie  greater  persecution  wlio  sustained.  Mrs. 
Varden  approved  of  this  meek  and  forgiving  spirit  in  high 
tenns,  and  incidentally  declared  as  a  closing  article  of  agree- 
ment, that  Dolly  shoidd  accompany  her  to  the  Clerkenwell 
branch  of  the  association,  that  very  night.  This  was  an 
extraordinary  instance  of  her  great  prudence  and  policy ; 
having  had  this  end  in  view  from  the  first,  and  entertaining 
a  secret  misgiving  that  the  locksmith  (who  was  bold  when 
DoUy  was  in  question)  would  object,  she  had  backed  Miss 
Miggs  up  to  this  point,  in  order  that  she  might  have  him  at 
a  disadvantage.  The  manoeuvre  succeeded  so  well  that 
Gabriel  only  made  a  wry  face,  and  with  the  waming  he  had 
just  liad,  fresh  in  his  mind,  did  not  dare  to  say  one  word. 

The  difference  ended,  therefore,  in  Miggs  being  presented 
with  a  gown  by  Mrs.  Varden  and  half-a-crown  by  Dolly,  as 
if  she  had  eminently  distinguished  herself  in  the  paths  of 
moralify  and  goodness.  Mrs.  V.,  according  to  custom, 
expressed  her  hope  that  Varden  would  talce  a  lesson  firom 
what  had  passed  and  learn  more  generous  conduct  for  the 
time  to  come ;  and  the  dinner  being  now  cold  and  nobody's 
appetite  very  much  improved  by  what  had  passed,  they  went 
on  with  it,  as  Mrs.  Vaa^en  said,    like  Christians." 

As  there  was  to  he  a  grand  parade  of  the  Epyal  East 
London  Volunteers  that  afternoon,  Ihe  locksmith  did  no  more 
work ;  but  sat  down  comfortably  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth, 
and  his  arm  round  his  pretty  daughter's  waist,  looking  lovingly 
on  Mrs.  V.,  from  time  to  time,  and  exhibiting  from  the  crown 
of  his  head  to  the  sole  of  his  foot,  one  smiling  surface  of  good 
humour.  And  to  be  sure,  when  it  was  time  to  dress  him  in 
his  regimentals,  and  Dolly,  hanging  about  him  in  aU  kinds  of 
graceful  winning  ways,  helped  to  button  and  buckle  and  brush 
him  up  and  get  him  into  one  of  the  tightest  coats  that  ever 
was  made  by  mortal  tailor^  he  was  the  proudest  father  in  all 
England. 

What  a  handy  jade  it  is !  "  said  the  locksmith  to  Mrs. 
Varden,  who  stood  by  with  folded  hands — ratl^  proud  of  her 
husband  too — ^while  Miggs  held  his  cap  and  sword  at  arm's 
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length,  as  if  mistrusting  that  the  latter  might  run  some  one 
through  tho  body  of  iU  own  accord;  "but  never  marry  a 
soldier,  Doll,  my  dear." 

Dolly  didn't  ask  why  not,  or  say  a  word,  indeed,  but  stooped 
ker  head  down  very  low  to  tie  his  sash. 

I  never  "wear  this  dress,"  said  honest  Gabriel,  "  but  I 
think  of  poor  Joe  Willet.  I  loved  Joe ;  he  was  always  a 
ftronrile  of  mine.  Poor  Joe ! — Dear  heart,  my  girl,  don't  tie 
me  in  so  tight/' 

Dolly  laughed — not  like  herself  at  nil — the  strangest 
little  laugh  that  coold  be— end  held  her  head  down  lower 

stm. 

y  Poor  Joe ! "  reeomed  the  looksmith,  muttering  to  himself; 
"  I  always  wish  he  had  come  to  me.  I  mig^t  have  made  it 
up  between  them,  if  he  had.  Ah !  old  John  made  a  great 
mistiAe  in  his  way  of  acting  by  that  lad — a  great  mistake. — 
Haye  you  nearly  tied  that  sash,  my  dear." 

What  an  ill-made  sash  it  was !  There  it  was,  loose  again 
and  trailing  on  the  ground.  Dolly  was  obliged  to  kneel  down, 
and  recommence  at  the  beginning. 

"  Never  mind  young  Willet,  Varden,"  said  his  wife  frown- 
ing ;  you  might  find  some  one  more  deserving  to  talk  about, 
I  think." 

Miss  Miggs  gave  a  great  sniff  to  the  same  effect. 
Nay,  Martha,"  cried  tlie  locksmith,  "  don't  let  us  bear 
too  hard  upon  him.    K  the  lad  is  dead  indeed,  we  '11  deal 
kindly  by  his  memory." 

'*  A  runaway  and  a  vagabond  !  "  said  Mrs.  Varden. 

Miss  Miggs  expressed  her  concurrence  as  before. 

**  A  runaway,  my  dear,  but  not  a  vagabond,"  returned  the 
locksmith  in  a  gentle  tone.  He  behaved  himself  well,  did 
Joe — always — and  was  a  handsome,  manly  £bUow.  Don't  call 
him  a  vagabond,  Martha.'* 

Mrs.  Varden  coughed — and  60  did  Miggs. 

**  He  tried  hard  to  gain  your  good  opinion,  Martha,  I  can 
tell  you,"  said  the  locksmitii  smiling,  and  stroking  his  chin. 
''Ah!  that  he  did.  It  seems  but  yesterday  that  he  followed 
me  out  to  the  Maypole  door  one  nighty  and  begged  me  not  to 
say  how  like«a  boy  they  used  him — say  here,  at  home,  he 
mea&t,  though  at  the  time,  I  recollect,  I  didn't  understand. 
'And  how's  Miss  DoUy,  sir?'  says  Joe,"  pursued  the  lodc- 
smith,  musing  sorrowfully,  "  Ah !   Poor  Joe ! " 
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"  Welly  I  declare/'  cried  Miggs.      OL !  Goodnees  gracious 

me ! " 

"  What 's  the  matter  now  ?  "  said  Gabriel,  turuing  sharply 

to  her. 

"  Vfhjf  if  here  an't  Miss  Dolly,"  saiid  the  handmaid,  stoop- 
ing down  to  look  into  her  face,  a  giying  way  to  floods  of 
taajB.  Oh  mim  !  oh  sir.  Baly  it's  give  me  such  a  tum," 
cried  the  susceptible  damsel,  pressing  her  hand  upon  her  side 
to  quell  the  palpitation  of  her  heart,  that  yoa  might  knock 
me  down  with  a  feather." 

The  looksmithy  after  glanoing  at  Miss  Miggs  as  if  he  could 
have  wished  to  have  a  feather  brought  straightway,  looked  on 
with  a  broad  stare  while  Dolly  humed  away,  followed  hy 
that  flympathisiiig  young  womaa :  then  tuining  to  his  wife, 
stammered  out,  Is  DoQy  ill?  Have  I  done  anytiung?  Is 
itmy  fenlt?" 

«  Your  feult !  cried  Mrs.  Y.  xeproaehfli]]^.  Tben—joa 
had  better  make  haste  ovt." 

"  What  have  I  done  ?  "  said  poor  Gabriel.   "  It  was  agreed 

that  Mr.  Edward's  name  was  never  to  be  mentioned,  and  I 
luive  not  spoken  of  him,  have  I  ?  " 

Mrs.  Varden  merely  replied  that  she  had  no  patience  with 
liim,  and  boimced  off  after  the  other  two.  The  unfortunate 
locksmith  wound  his  sash  about  him,  girded  on  his  sword,  put 
on  his  cap,  and  walked  out. 

'*  I  aui  not  much  of  a  dab  at  my  exercise,"  he  said  under 
his  breath,  but  I  sliall  get  into  fewer  scrapes  at  tliat  work 
than  at  this.  Every  man  eamo  into  the  world  for  something ; 
my  department  seems  to  be  to  make  every  woman,  cry  without 
meaning  it.    It 's  rather  hard  1 " 

But  he  forgot  it  before  he  reached  the  end  of  the  street^  and 
went  on  with  a  shining  face,  nodding  to  the  neighbours,  and 
showering  about  his  ficiandly  greetings  like  mild  spring  rain. 
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CHAPTER  XUL 


Thb  lUyyal  East  London  Yolimtoers  made  a  brilliant  sight 
that  day:  fixrmed  into  lineSy  squares,  oiideSy  triangles,  and 
what  not^  to  the  heating  of  drama  and  the  streaming  of  flags; 
and  performed  a  Tast  numher  of  oooqilez  evQlutions,  in  all  of 
whicji  Serjeant  Varden  bore  a  oonspionodiB  share.  Having 
displayed  tiieir  military  prowess  to  Ihe  utmost  in  these  warlike 
shows,  iSbiey  marclied  in  glittering  order  to  the  Chelsea  Bun- 
house,  and  regaled  in  the  adjacent  taverns  until  dark.  Then 
at  sound  of  drum  they  fell  in  again,  and  returned  amidst  the 
Khouting  of  His  Majesty's  lieges  to  the  place  from  whence 
they  came. 

The  homeward  march  })ciTip:  somewhat  tardy, — owing  to 
the  un-soldierlike  behaviour  of  certain  corporals,  who  being 
gentlemen  of  sedentarj'  pursuits  in  private  life  and  excitable 
out  of  doors,  broke  several  windows  with  their  bayonets,  and 
rendered  it  imperative  on  the  commanding  officer  to  deliver 
them  over  to  a  strong  guard,  with  whom  they  fought  at 
intervals  as  they  came  ahmg, — it  was  nine  o'dodc  when  the 
locksmith  reached  home.  A  hackney-coach  was  waiting  near 
his  door ;  and  as  he  passed  it,  Mr.  Haiedale  looked  £mn  the 
window  and  called  him  hj  his  name. 

**  The  sig^t  of  you  is  good  Ibr  sore  sjyes,  sir,"  said  the  lock- 
smilh,  stepping  up  to  him.  ^'I  widi  jou  had  walked  in 
though,  rather  than  waited  here.'' 

''There  is  nohod j at  home,  I  find,"  Mr. HaaEedale  answered; 
'*  besides,  I  desired  to  be  as  prirate  as  I  could." 

''  Humph  \ "  muttered  the  locksmith,  looking  round  at  his 
house.  "  Gone  with  Simon  Tappeitit  to  that  precious  Branch, 
no  doubt.** 

Mr.  Ilaredale  invited  him  to  come  into  the  coach,  and,  if  he 
were  not  tired  or  anxious  to  go  home,  to  ride  with  him  a  little 
way  that  they  might  have  some  talk  together.  Gabriel  cheer- 
fully oompiiedi  and  the  coachman  mounting  his  box  drove  off. 
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'*  Varden,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  after  a  minute's  pause,  "you 
will  be  amazed  to  hear  wkat  errand  I  am  on ;  it  will  seem  a 
very  strange  one.** 

I  have  no  doubt  it 's  a  reasonable  one,  sir,  and  has  a 
meaning  in  it,"  replied  the  locksmith ;  "  or  it  would  not  be 
yours  at  all.    Have  you  just  oome  back  to  town,  sir  ?  " 
But  half  an  hour  ago." 

"  Bringing  no  news  of  Bamaby,  or  his  mother  ?  "  said  the 
lobksmith  dubiously.  ''Ab!  you  needn't  shake  your  head, 
sir.  It  was  a  wild-goose  chase.  I  feared  that,  fnan.  tbe  first. 
Yoa  ezhanated  all  reasonable  meanB  of  dieooyery  whoa  they 
went  away.  To  begin  again  after  so  long  a  time  has  passed 
is  hopeless,  sir — quite  hit^eleas." 

''Why,  where  axe  they?"  he  xetumed  impatieiilly*  ''Where 
can  they  be?   Above  ground?" 

"God  knows^"  rejoined  the  locksmith,  "many  thai  I 
knew  above  it  five  years  ago,  have  thetr  beds  under  the 
grass  now.  And  the  world  is  a  wide  place.  It 's  a  hopelees 
attempt,  sir,  believe  me.  We  must  leave  the  discovery  of  this 
mystery,  like  all  others,  to  time,  and  accident,  and  Heaven's 
pleasure." 

"Varden,  my  good  fellow,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  I  have  a 
deeper  meaning  in  my  present  anxiety  to  find  them  out,  than 
you  can  fathom.  It  is  not  a  mere  whim  ;  it  is  not  the  casual 
revival  of  my  old  wishes  and  desires ;  but  an  earnest,  solemn 
purpose.  My  thoughts  and  dreams  all  tend  to  it,  and  fix  it 
in  my  mind.  I  have  no  rest  by  day  or  night;  I  have  no 
peace  or  quiet ;  I  am  haunted." 

His  voice  was  so  altered  from  its  usual  tones,  and  his 
bespoke  so  much  emotion,  that  Gabriel,  in  his  wonder,  could 
only  sit  and  look  towards  him  in  the  darknesw,  and  fancy  the 
expression  of  his  face. 

''Do  not  ask  me,"  continued  Mr.  Haredale,  "to  esplsin 
mysell  If  I  were  to  do  so,  you  would  think  me  the  TksHm 
of  some  hideous  fbnoy:  It  is  enough  that  this  is  so,  and  that 
I  cannot — no,  I  can  not — lie  quietly  in  my  bed,  without  doing 
what  will  seem  to  you  incomprehensible.'' 

"Since  when,  sir,"  said  the  locksmith  after  a  pause,  "has 
this  uneasy  feeling  been  upon  you?  " 

Mr.  Haredale  hesitated  for  some  moments,  and  then  replied  t 
"  Since  the  night  of  the  storm.  In  short,  since  the  last  nine- 
teenth of  March." 
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Ab  fliougli  he  feared  that  Varden  miglit  exprees  suxpriae, 
or  xeaaon  with  him,  he  hastilj  went  on : 

"  You  "will  think,  I  know,  I  labour  under  some  delusion. 
Perhaps  I  do.  But  it  is  not  a  morbid  one  ;  it  is  a  wholesome 
action  of  the  mind,  reasouing  on  actual  occurrences.  You 
know  the  furniture  remains  in  Mrs.  Rudge's  house,  and  that 
it  has  been  shut  up,  by  my  orders,  since  she  went  away,  save 
once  a-week  or  so,  when  an  old  neighbour  yisita  it  to  scar© 
away  the  rats.    I  am  on  my  way  there  now." 

**  For  what  purpose  ?  "  asked  the  locksmith. 

"  To  pass  the  night  there,"  he  replied  ;  and  not  to-night 
alone,  but  many  nights.  This  is  a  secret  which  I  trust  to  you 
in  case  of  any  unexpected  emergency.  You  will  not  come, 
unless  in  case  of  strong  neoessily,  to  me;  from  dusk  to  broad 
daji  I  flhall  be  there.  Emma,  your  daughter,  and  the  rest, 
suppose  me  out  of  London,  as  I  have  been  until  within  this 
hour.  Do  not  undeceive  them.  This  is  the  errand  I  am 
bonmd  upon.  I  know  I  may  oonfide  it  to  you,  and  I  rely 
upon  your  questioning  me  no  more  at  this  time." 

With  that,  as  if  to  change  the  theme,  he  led  the  astounded 
locftsnuth  back  to  the  night  of  the  Majpole  highwaymaa,  to 
the  robbery  of  Edward  Chester,  to  the  reappearance  of  the 
man  at  Mrs.  Budge's  house,  and  to  all  the  strange  circam- 
stances  which  afterwards  occurred.  He  even  asked  him 
earelesoly  about  the  man's  height,  his  &oe,  his  figure,  whether 
he  was  like  any  one  he  had  ever  seen — ^like  Hugh,  for  in- 
stance, or  any  man  he  had  known  at  any  tune— and  put 
many  questions  of  that  sort,  which  the  locksmith,  considering 
them  as  mere  devices  to  engage  his  attention  and  prevent  his 
expressing  the  astonishment  he  felt,  answered  pretty  much  at 
random. 

At  lengtli,  they  arrived  at  the  corner  of  the  street  in  which 
the  house  stood,  where  Mr.  Haredale,  alighting,  dismissed 
the  coach.  If  you  desire  to  see  me  safely  lodged,"  he  said, 
turning  to  the  locksmith  with  a  gloomy  smile,  "you  can." 

Gabriel,  to  whom  aU  former  marvels  had  been  nothing  in 
comparison  with  this,  followed  him  along  tlio  narrow  pave- 
ment in  silence.  When  they  reached  the  door,  Mr.  Haredale 
softly  opened  ifc  with  a  key  he  had  about  him,  and  closing  it 
when  Varden  entered,  they  were  left  in  thorough  darkness. 

They  groped  their  way  into  the  ground-floor  room.  Here 
•  Mr.  Haredale  struck  a  light,  and  kindled  a  pocket  taper  ha 
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liad  bToaght  with  bim  to  llie  pnrpoee.  It 
the  flame  was  full  upon  him,  that  Ihe  locksmith  saw  fbr  the 
first  time  how  haggard,  pale,  and  changed  he  looked;  how 
worn  and  thin  he  was ;  how  perfectly  his  whole  appearanoe 
coincided  with  all  tiial  he  had  said  so  strangely  as  they  rode 
along.  It  was  not  an  unnatural  impulse  in  Gabriel,  after 
what  ho  liad  heard,  to  note  curiously  the  expression  of  his 
eyes.  It  was  perfectly  collected  and  rational ; — so  much  so, 
indeed,  that  he  felt  ashamed  of  hia  momentary  suspicion,  and 
drooped  his  own  when  Mr.  Haredale  looked  towards  him,  as 
if  he  feared  they  would  betray  his  thoughts. 

Will  you  walk  through  the  house  ?  "  said  Mr.  Haredale, 
with  a  glance  towards  the  window,  tlie  crazy  shutters  of  which 
were  closed  and  fastened.    "  Speak  low." 

There  was  a  kind  of  awe  about  the  plaoBi  which  wotdd  have 
rendered  it  difficult  to  speak  in  any  other  manner.  Gabriel 
whispered    Yes,"  and  followed  him  up-stairs. 

Everything  was  just  as  they  had  seen  it  last.  There  was  a 
sense  of  closeness  the  eacclusion  of  firesh  air,  and  a  gloom 
and  heaviness  around,  as  thongb  long  imprisonment  bad  made 
the  silence  sad.  The  bomdy  hangings  of  the  beds  and 
windows  bad  begun  to  droop;  the  dust  lay  thick  upon  their 
dwindling  folds;  and  damps  bad  made  tbdr  way  thiou^ 
oefling,  wall,  and  floor.  The  boazds  creaked  beneath  their 
tread,  as  if  resenting  Hie  unaocnstomed  intmsion;  nimble 
spiders,  paralysed  by  the  taper's  glare,  checked  the  motion  of 
their  hundred  legs  upon  the  wall,  or  dropped  like  lifeless 
things  upon  the  ground ;  tlie  death-watch  ticked ;  and  the 
scampering  feet  of  rats  and  mice  rattled  behind  the  wainscot. 

As  they  looked  about  them  on  tlie  decaying  furniture,  it 
was  strange  to  find  how  vividly  it  presented  those  to  whom  it 
had  belonged,  and  with  whom  it  was  once  familiar.  Grip 
seemed  to  perch  again  upon  his  high-])acked  chair  ;  Bamaby 
to  crouch  in  his  old  favourite  corner  by  the  fire ;  the  motlier 
to  resume  her  usual  seat,  and  watch  liim  as  of  old.  Even 
when  they  could  separate  these  objects  from  the  phantoms  of 
the  mind  which  they  invoked,  the  latter  only  glided  out  of 
sight,  but  lingered  near  them  still ;  for  then  they  seemed  to 
lurk  in  dosets  and  behind  the  doors,  ready  to  start  out  and 
suddenly  aooost  them  in  weU-remembered  tones. 

Tliey  went  down-staiis,  and  again  into  the  room  they  had 
just  now  left.   Mr.  Haiedale  nnboekled  his  sword  and  laid  it 
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on  iihe  table,  with  a  pair  of  pocket  pistols ;  then  told  the 
loeksmidi  lie  would  light  him  to  the  door. 

''But  this  is  a  dull  place,  sir/'  said  Gabriel  lingering; 
*'  may  no  one  share  your  watch  ? 

He  shook  his  head,  and  so  plainly  evinced  his  wish  to  be 
alone,  that  Gabriel  could  say  no  more.  In  another  moment 
the  locksmith  was  standing  in  tlie  street,  whence  he  could  see 
that  the  light  once  more  travelled  up-stairs,  and  soon  returning 
to  the  room  below,  shone  brightly  through  the  chinks  in  the 
shutters. 

If  over  man  ^ve^e  sorely  puzzled  and  perplexed,  the  lock- 
smitli  was,  that  night.  Even  when  snugly  seated  by  his  ovm. 
fireside,  with  Mrs.  Varden  opposite  in  a  night-cap  and  night- 
jacket,  and  Dolly  beside  him  (in  a  most  distracting  dishabille) 
curling  her  hair,  and  smiliog  as  if  she  had  never  cried  in  all 
her  life  and  never  could — even  then,  with  Toby  at  hie  elbow 
and  his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  and  Miggs  (but  that  perhaps  waa 
not  much)  falling  asleep  in  the  back-ground,  he  coidd  not 
quite  discard  his  wonder  and  uneaainess.  So,  in  his  dreams 
— still  there  was  Mr.  Haredale,  haggard  and  careworn, 
listening  in  the  solitary  house  to  every  sound  that  stirred, 
with  the  taper  shining  through  the  chinks  until  the  day 
should  torn  it  pale  and  end  his  lonely  watching. 
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Next  morning  brought  no  satisfaction  to  the  locksmith's 
thoughts,  nor  noxt  day,  nor  the  next,  nor  many  others.  Often 
after  nightfall  ho  cutcre^d  the  street,  and  turned  his  eyes 
towards  the  well-kno^v^l  house ;  and  as  surely  as  he  did  so, 
there  was  the  solitary  light,  still  gleaming  through  the  crevices 
of  the  window- shutter,  while  all  within  was  motionless,  noiseless, 
cheerless,  as  a  grave.  Unwilling  to  hazard  Mr.  Ilaredale's 
favour  by  disobeying  his  strict  injunction,  he  never  ventured 
to  knock  at  the  door  or  to  make  his  presence  known  in  any  way. 
But  whenever  strong  interest  and  curiosity  attracted  him  to  the 
spot — which  was  not  seldom — the  light  was  always  there. 

If  he  could  have  known  wliat  passed  within,  the  knowledge 
would  have  yielded  him  no  clue  to  this  mysterious  vigil.  At 
twilight,  Mr.  Haredale  ahut  himself  up,  and  at  daybreak  he 
came  forth.  He  never  missed  a  night,  always  came  and  went 
alone,  and  never  varied  his  proceedings  in  the  least  degree. 

The  mamier  of  his  watch  was  this.  At  dusk,  he  entered 
the  house  in  the  same  way  as  when  the  hxxksmith  bore  him 
company,  kindled  a  ligh^  went  through  the  zoomSy  and 
narrowly  examined  th^.  That  done,  he  returned  to  the 
chamber  on  the  ground-fkxir,  and  laying  his  sword  and  pistols 
on  the  table,  sat  by  it  imtil  morning. 

He  usually  had  a  book  with  him,  and  often  tried  to  read, 
but  neyer  fixed  his  eyes  or  thoughts  upon  it  ioae  fire  minutes 
together.  The  slightest  noise  without  doors,  caught  his  ear  ; 
a  step  upon  the  pavement  seemed  to  make  his  heart  leap. 

He  was  not  without  some  refreshment  during  the  long 
lonely  hours ;  generally  carrying  in  his  pocket  a  sandwich  of 
bread  and  meat,  and  a  small  flask  of  wine.  The  latter,  diluted 
with  large  quantities  of  water,  he  drank  in  a  heated,  feverish 
way,  as  though  his  throat  were  dried ;  hut  ho  scarcely  ever 
broke  his  fast,  by  so  much  as  a  crumb  of  bread. 

If  this  voluntary  sacri£ce  of  sleep  and  comfort  had  its 
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origin,  as  the  locksmith,  on  consideration  was  disposed  to 
think,  in  any  superstitious  expectation  of  the  j&ilfilment  of  a 
dream  or  yiaioa  ooimected  with  the  event  on  which  he  had 
brooded  for  so  many  years,  and  if  he  waited  for  some  ghostly 
visitor  who  walked  abroad  when  men  lay  sleeping  in  their 
beds,  he  showed  no  trace  of  fear  or  wavering.  His  stem 
fbatores  expsessed  inflexible  resolntioii;  bis  brows  wm 
puokeredy  and  bis  lips  compressed,  with  deep  and  settiled 
purpose ;  and  when  be  started  at  a  noise  and  listened,  it  was 
not  with  tiie  start  of  fear  but  hope,  and  catching  up  bis  sword 
as  ihongb  the  boor  bad  come  at  Isat,  be  would  clutch  it  in 
bis  tigbt-clenobed  band,  and  listen,  with  sparkling  eyes  and 
eager  looks,  until  it  died  away. 

These  disappointments  were  numerous,  for  they  ensued  on 
almost  every  soimd,  but  his  constancy  was  not  shaken.  Still, 
every  night  he  was  at  his  post,  the  same  stem,  sleepless, 
sentinel ;  and  still  night  passed,  and  morning  dawned,  and  he 
must  watch  again. 

This  went  on  for  weeks  ;  he  had  taken  a  lodging  at 
Vauxhall  in  which  to  pass  the  day  and  rest  himself;  and 
from  this  place,  when  the  tide  served,  he  usually  came  to 
London  Bridge  from  Westminster  by  water,  in  order  that  he 
might  avoid  the  busy  streets. 

One  evening,  shortly  before  twilight,  he  came  bis  accus- 
tomed road  upon  the  river's  bank,  intending  to  pass  through 
Westminster  Hall  into  Palace  Yard,  and  there  take  boat  to 
London  Bridge  as  usual.  There  was  a  pretty  large  concourse 
of  pe(^  assembled  round  the  Houses  of  Parliament,  looking 
at  &e  members  as  tbej  entered  and  departed,  and  giving  vent 
to  rather  noisy  demonstrations  of  approval  or  dislike,  accord- 
ing to  their  known  opinions.  As  be  made  bis  way  among 
the  tibrong,  be  beard  once  or  twice  the  No-Popery  cry,  wbid^ 
was  then  becoming  pretty  familiar  to  the  ears  of  most  men ; 
but  holding  it  In  very  slight  regard,  and  observing  that  the 
idlers  were  of  the  lowest  grade,  he  neither  thought  nor  cared 
about  it,  but  made  his  way  along,  with  perfect  iudilierence. 

There  were  many  little  knots  and  groups  of  persons  in 
Westminster  Hall :  some  few  looking  upward  at  its  noble 
ceiling,  and  at  the  rays  of  evening  light,  tinted  by  the  setting 
sun,  which  streamed  in  aslant  through  its  small  windows,  and 
growing  dimmer  by  degrees,  were  quenched  in  the  gathering 
gloom  below ;  some,  noisy  passengers^  mechanics  going  home 
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from  work,  and  otlierwise,  who  hunied  quickly  throTigh, 
waking  tlie  echoes  with  their  voices,  and  soon  darkening  the 
small  door  in  the  distaooe,  as  they  passed  into  the  street 
beyond;  some,  in  husy  conference  together  on  political  or 
priyate  matters,  pacmg  slowly  up  and  down  with  eyes  that 
sought  the  ground,  and  Beeming,  by  their  attitudee,  to  Hsten 
earnestly  £*om  head  to  foot.  Here,  a  docea  squabbling 
urchins  made  a  very  Babel  in  tiie  air ;  there,  a  solitary  man, 
lialf  oLerk,  half  mendicant,  paced  np  and  down  with  hnngiy 
dejection  in  his  look  and  gait :  at  bis  elbow  passed  an  emad- 
lad,  swinging  bis  basket  round  and  round,  and  with  bis  shrill 
whistle  riving  the  Texy  timbers  of  the  roof;  while  a  mofre 
observant  schoolboy,  half-way  tibrough,  poeketed  bis  ball,  and 
eyed  the  distant  beadle  as  he  came  looming  on.  It  was  that 
tbne  of  evening  when  if  you  shut  your  eyes  and  open  them 
again,  tiie  darkness  of  an  hour  appears  to  have  gathered  in  a 
second.  The  smooth-worn  pavement,  dusty  with  footsteps, 
still  called  upon  the  lofty  walls  to  reiterate  the  shuffle  and  tlie 
tread  of  feet  unceasingly,  save  when  the  closing  of  some  heavy 
door  resounded  through  the  building  like  a  dap  of  thunder, 
and  drowned  all  other  noises  in  its  rolling  sound. 

Mr.  Haredale,  glancing  only  at  such  of  these  groups  as  lie 
passed  nearest  to,  and  then  in  a  manner  betokening  that  his 
thoughts  were  elsewhere,  had  nearly  traversed  the  Hall,  when 
two  persons  before  him  caught  his  attention.  One  of  these, 
a  gentleman  in  elegant  attire^  carried  in  bis  hand  a  cane, 
which  be  twirled  in  a  jaunty  manner  as  he  loitered  on ;  the 
other,  an  obsequious,  crouching,  fawning  figure,  listened  to 
what  he  said — at  times  throwing  in  a  bumble  word  himself — • 
and,  with  his  shoulders  shrugged  iq»  to  bis  ears,  rubbed  bis 
hands  submiasivelyy  or  answered  at  intervals  by  an  indination 
of  the  bead,  half-way  between  a  nod  of  acquiescence^  and  a 
bow  of  most  profimnd  respect. 

In  ibe  abstract  there  was  nothing  veiy  remarkable  in  this 
pair,  fbr  servilii|y  waiting  on  a  handsome  soit  of  clothes  and  a 
cane-Haot  to  speak  of  gold  and  silver  sticks,  or  wands  of 
office — is  common  enough.  But  there  was  that  about  the 
weU-dressed  man,  yes,  and  about  the  other  likewise,  which 
struck  Mr.  Haredale  with  no  pleasant  feeling.  He  hesitated, 
stopped,  and  would  have  stepped  aside  and  turned  out  of  his 
path,  but  at  the  moment,  tlio  other  two  faced  about  q[uioklyi 
^d  stumbled  upon  him  before  he  could  avoid  them. 
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The  gentleman  with  the  cane  lifted  his  hat  and  had  begun 
to  tender  an  apology,  which  Mr.  Haredale  had  begun  as 
hastily  to  acknowledge  and  walk  away,  when  he  stopped  short 
and  cried,  ^'Karedale  !  Gad  l)less  me,  this  is  strange  indeed!'' 
"It  is,"  he  returned  impatiently;  "yes — a — " 
"My  dear  friend,"  cried  the  other,  detaining  him,  **why 
such  great  speed  ?  OuQ  minute,  Haredale,  for  the  eake  of  old 
acquaintance." 

I  am  in  haste,"  he  said.  Neither  of  us  has  sought  this 
meeting.    Let  it  be  a  brief  one.    Good  night !  " 

"Fie,  fie!  "  replied  Sir  John  (for  it  was  he),  "how  Yery 
churlish !  We  were  speaking  of  you.  Your  name  was  on  my 
Hps — perhaps  you  heard  me  mention  it  ?  No?  I  am  sofxy 
tar  that.  I  am  really  sorry. — You  know  our  Mend  here, 
Haredale ;  This  is  really  a  most  Temarkable  meeting ! " 

The  Mend,  plainly  very  ill  at  ease,  had  made  bold  to  press 
Sir  John's  arm,  and  to  give  him  other  signifioant  hints  that 
he  was  desirous  of  vfoiddsig  this  introduction.  As  it  did  not 
suit  Sir  John's  purpose,  however,  that  it  should  be  evaded,  he 
appeared  quite  unconscious  of  these  silent  remonstrances,  and 
inclined  his  hand  towards  him,  as  he  spoke,  to  call  attention 
to  him  more  particularly. 

The  friend,  therefore,  had  nothing  for  it,  but  to  muster 
up  the  pleasantest  smile  he  could,  and  to  make  a  eouciliatoiy 
bow  as  Mr.  Haredale  turned  his  eyes  upon  him.  Seeing  that 
he  was  recognised,  he  put  out  his  hand  in  an  awkward 
and  embarrassed  manner,  which  was  not  mended  by  its  con- 
temptuous rejection. 

"  Mr.  Gashford !  "  said  Haredale,  coldly.  "  It  is  as  I  have 
heard  then.  You  have  left  the  darkness  for  the  light,  sir, 
and  hate  those  whose  opinions  you  formerly  held,  with  all  the 
bitterness  of  a  renegade.  You  are  an  honour,  sir,  to  any 
cause.  I  wish  the  one  you  espouse  at  present,  much  joy  of 
the  aoQuisition  it  hai  made." 

The  secretary  rubbed  his  hands  and  bowed,  as  though  he 
would  disarm  his  advetrsaxy  by  humbling  himself  before  him. 
Sir  John  Chester  again  ezdaimed,  with  an  air  of  great  gaiety, 
"  Now,  really,  this  is  a  most  remarkable  meeting !  *'  and  took 
a  pinch  of  snuff  with  his  usual  self-possession. 

Mr.  Haredale,"  said  Gashibrd,  stealthily  raising  his  eyes, 
and  letting  them  drop  again  when  they  met  the  other's  steady 
gaze,    is  too  conscientious,  too  honourable,  too  manly,  1  am 
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sure,  to  attach,  unworthy  moiiyes  to  an  honest  dnnge  of 
opinionBy  eren  though  it  implies  a  doubt  of  those  he  hM^ 
himBolf.    Mr.  Haredale  is  too  just,  too  generous,  too  dear- 

sighted  in  his  moral  vision,  to — " 

**  Yes,  sir?"  he  rejoined  with  a  sarcastic  smile,  finding 
that  the  secretary  stopped.    "  You  were  saying  " — 

Gashford  meekly  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  looking  on 
the  ground  again,  was  silent. 

"No,  but  let  us  really,"  interposed  Sir  John  at  this 
juncture,  **let  us  really,  for  a  moment,  contemplate  the  very 
remarkable  character  of  this  meeting.  Haredale,  my  dear 
friend,  pardon  me  if  I  think  you  are  not  sufficiently  impressed 
-with  its  singularify.  Here  we  stand,  by  no  previous  appoint- 
ment or  arrangement,  three  old  schoolfellows,  in  Westminster 
Hall:  three  old  boarders  in  a  remarkably  didl  and  shady 
seminary  at  St.  Omer's,  where  you,  being  Catholics^  and  of 
neoessiiy  educated  out  of  England,  were  brought  up :  and 
where  I,  being  a  promising  young  Protestant  at  that  time^ 
was  sent  to  learn  the  French  tongue  from  a  natiTe  of  Paris ! 

''Add  to  the  singularity,  Sir  John,"  said  Mr. .Haredale^ 
"  that  some  of  you  Protestants  of  promise  are  at  this  moment 
leagued  in  yonder  building,  to  prevent  our  having  the 
surpassing  and  unheard-of  privilege  of  teaching  our  children 
to  read  and  \^Tite — ^here— -in  this  land,  where  thousands  of  us 
enter  your  service  every  year,  and  to  preserve  the  freedom  of 
which,  wo  die  in  bloody  battles  abroad,  in  heaps ;  and  tliat 
otliers  of  you,  to  the  number  of  some  thousands  as  I  learn, 
are  led  on  to  look  on  all  men  of  my  creed  as  wolves  and  beasts 
of  prey,  by  this  man  Gashford.  Add  to  it  besides,  the  ])are 
fact  that  this  man  lives  in  society,  walks  the  streets  in  broad 
day — I  was  a1)0ut  to  say,  holds  up  his  head,  but  tliat  he  does 
not — and  it  will  be  strange,  and  very  strange,  I  grant  you." 

"Oh!  you  are  hard  upon  our  friend,"  replied  Sir  John, 
with  an  engaging  smile.  "  You  are  really  veiy  hard  upon 
our  friend ! " 

''Let  him  go  on,  ^ir  John,"  said  Gashfi>rd,  fumbling  with 
his  gloves.  "  Let  him  go  on,  I  can  make  allowances.  Sir 
John.  I  am  Honoured  with  ytoidr  good  opinumy  and  I  can 
dispense  with  Mr.  Haredale's.  Mr.  Haredale  is  a  sufibrer  from 
the  penal  laws,  and  I  can't  expect  his  fiivour." 

''You  have  so  much  of  my  frivour,  sir,"  retorted  Mr. 
Haredale,  with  a  bitter  glance  at  the  third  party  in  thfiir 
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conversation,  "  that  I  am  glad  to  see  you  in  such  good 
company.  You  are  the  essence  of  your  great  Assooiationy  in 
yourselves.** 

^'NoWy  there  you  mistake/'  said  Sir  John,  in  his  most 
beoignaai  vay«  There — which  is  a  most  remarkahle  cir- 
cumstance .  for  a  man  of  your  punctuality  and  exactness, 
Haredale-^you  fail  into  an  error.  I  don't  helong  to  the  body; 
I  haye  an  immense  respect  for  its  members,  but  I  don't  belong 
to  it;  although  I  am,  it  is  ceirtainly  tnie,  the  oonsdentioiis 
opponent  of  your  being  relieved.  I  foel  it  my  duty  to  be  so ; 
it  is  a  most  unfortunate  necessily;  and  oost  me  a  bitter 
struggle. — Will  you  try  this  box?.  If  you  don't  object  to  a 
trifling  infbsion  of  a  very  chaste  scent,  you  'II  And  its  flavour 
exquisite." 

'^I  ask  your  pardon,  Sir  John,"  said  Mr.  Haredale, 

declining  the  proffer  with  a  motion  of  his  hand,  "  for  having 
ranked  you  among  the  humble  instruments  who  are  obvious 
and  in  all  men's  sight.  I  should  have  done  more  justice  to 
your  genius.  Men  of  your  capacity  plot  in  secrecy  and  safety, 
and  leave  exposed  posts  to  tlie  duller  wits." 

'*  Don't  a|)ologise,  for  the  world,"  replied  Sir  John  sweetly; 
*'  old  friends  like  you  and  I,  may  be  allowed  some  freedoms, 
or  the  deuce  is  in  it." 

Gashford,  wlio  had  been  very  restless  aU  this  time,  but  had 
not  once  looked  up,  now  turned  to  Sir  John,  and  ventured  to 
mutter  something  to  the  eflect  that  he  must  go,  or  my  lord 
would  perhaps  be  waiting. 

Don't  distress  yourself  good  sir,"  said  Mr.  Haredale, 
«  I  'U  take  my  leave,  and  put  you  at  your  ease — which  he 
was  about  to  do  without  oeremooy,  when  he  was  stayed  by  a 
buss  and  murmur  at  the  upper  end  of  the  haU,  and,  looldng 
in  that  direction,  saw  Lord  George  Gordon  coming  on,  with  a 
crowd  of  people  round  him. 

There  was  a  lurking  look  of  triumph,  thougli  very  difEisr- 
ently  expressed,  in  the  fooes  of  his  two  compsnions^  which 
m^de  it  a  natural  impulse  on  Mr.  Haredale^s  part  not  to  give 
way  before  this  leader,  but  to  stand  there  while  he  passed. 
He  drew  himself  up  and,  clasping  his  hands  behind  him, 
looked  on  witli  a  proud  and  scornful  aspect,  while  Lord 
George  slowly  advanced  (for  the  press  was  great  about  him) 
towards  the  spot  where  they  were  standing. 

He  had  left  the  House  of  Commons  but  that  moment,  and 
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had  come  straight  down  into  the  Hall,  hringing  with  him,  as 
his  custom  was,  intelligence  of  what  had  been  said  that  night 
in  reference  to  the  Papists,  and  what  petitions  had  been 
presented  in  their  favour,  and  who  had  supported  them,  and 
when  the  bill  was  to  be  brought  in,  and  when  it  would  be 
advisable  to  present  their  own  Great  Protestant  petition.  All 
this  ho  told  the  ])er8ons  about  him  in  a  loud  voice,  and  with 
^eat  abundance  of  ungainly  gesture.  Those  who  were  nearest 
liiiii  made  comments  to  each  other,  and  vented  threats  and 
murmurings  ;    those   who    were   outside   the  crowd  cried 

Silenoe,"  and  Stand  back/'  or  closed  in  upon  the  rest, 
endeaYOoring  to  make  a  forcible  exchange  of  plaoes :  and  so 
they  came  driTing  on  in  a  wy  disorderly  and  inegnlar  way, 
as  it  is  the  manner  of  a  crowd  to  do. 

When  they  wore  very  near  to  where  the  Secretaiyy  Sir 
John,  and  Mr.  Haredale  stood*  Lord  George  tamed  zonnd 
and,  making  a  few  remarks  of  a  suffidentlj  violent  and 
inoolierent  l^id,  oondndsd  with  the  usual  santimcpt,  aadoaUed 
for  three  cheers  to  back  it.  While  tiiese  were  in  the  act  of 
being  given  with  great  energy,  he  extricated  himself  from.  iSbm 
press,  and  stepped  up  to  Gashlbrd's  side.  Both  he  and  Sir 
John  being  well  known  to  the  populace,  they  &U  back  a  liUie, 
and  left  the  fbur  standing  together. 

^'Ifr.  Haredale,  Lord  George/'  said  Sir  John  Chester, 
seeing  that  the  nobleman  regarded  him  with  an  inquisitiye 
look.  A  Catholic  gentleman  unfortunately — ^most  unhappily 
a  Catholic — but  an  esteemed  acquaintance  oi  uiine,  and  unce 
of  Mr.  Gashlbrd's.  My  dear  Haredale,  this  is  Lord  George 
Gordon." 

**  I  should  have  known  that,  had  I  been  ignorant  of  his 
lordship's  person,"  said  Mr.  Haredale.  "  I  hope  there  is  but 
one  gentleman  in  England  who,  addressing  an  ignorant  and 
excited  throng,  would  speak  of  a  large  body  of  his  fellow- 
subjects  in  such  injurious  language  as  I  heard  this  momf^nt. 
i'or  shame,  my  lord,  for  shame  ! " 

"  I  cannot  talk  to  you,  sir/*  replied  Lord  George  in  a  loud 
voice,  and  waving  his  hand  in  a  disturbed  and  agitated 
manner ;    we  have  nothing  in  oonmum." 

"  We  have  much  in  common — many  things — aU  that  the 
Almighiy  gave  ns^"  said  Mr.  Haredale;  and  oommon  charity, 
not  to  say  common  sense  and  common  decency,  should  teach 
yon  to  refiMon  tom  these  proceedings.    If  eineiy  one  of  those 
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men  had  arms  in  their  hands  at  this  moment,  as  they  liave 
them  in  their  heads,  I  would  not  leave  this  place  without 
telling  you  that  you  disgrace  your  station.** 

**I  don't  hear  you,  sir,"  he  replied  in  the  same  manner  aa 
before ;  I  can't  hear  you.  It  is  indifferent  to  me  what  you 
say.  Don't  retort,  Gashford,"  for  the  secretary  had  made  a 
show  of  wishing  to  do  so;  "I  can  hold  no  communion  with 
the  worshippers  of  idols." 

As  he  said  this,  he  glanced  at  Sir  John,  who  lifted  his 
hands  and  eyebrows,  as  if  deploring  the  intemperate  conduct 
of  Mr.  Haredale,  and  smiled  in  ndmiTntio^  of  the  crowd  and 
of  their  leader. 

''He  retort!"  cried  Haredale.  ''Look you  hem,  mjlorcL 
Do  you  know  thlB  man  ? 

Lord  George  replied  by  laying  his  hand  upon  the  shoulder 
of  his  crioging  secretaiy,  and  yiewiDg  him  with  a  smile  of 
confidence. 

"This  man,"  said  Ifo.  Hazedale,  eyeing  him  from  top  to 
toe,  ''who  in  his  boyhood  was  a  ihie^  and  has  been  from  that 
time  to  this,  a  seinrile,  frJse,  and  traclding  knave :  this  man, 
who  has  oraided  and  erept  through,  life,  womiding  the  bands 
ha  liciked,  and  biting  those  h»  frtwned  upon :  this  sycophant, 
who  never  knew  what  bonomv  truth,  or  courage  meant ;  who 
robbed  his  bene&ctor's  daughter  of  her  virtue,  and  married 
her  to  break  her  heart,  and  did  it,  with  stripes  and  oruelly ; 
this  creature,  who  has  whined  at  kitchen  windows  for  the 
broken  food,  and  begged  for  hiilfpence  at  our  chapel  doors : 
this  apostle  of  the  faith,  whose  tender  conscience  cannot  bear 
the  altars  where  his  vicious  life  was  publicly  denounced. — Do 
you  know  this  man  ?  " 

**0h,  really — ^you  are  very,  very  hard  upon  our  friend!" 
exclaimed  Sir  John. 

"Let  Mr.  Haredale  go  on,"  said  Gashford,  upon  whose 
unwholesome  face  .the  perspiration  had  broken  out  dul-ing 
this  speech,  in  blotches  of  wet ;  "I  don't  mind  him,  Sir  John ; 
it quite  as  indifferent  to  me  what  he  says,  as  it  is  to  my 
lord.  If  he  reviles  my  lord,  as  you  have  heard.  Sir  John, 
Low  can  I  hope  to  escape  ?" 

"Is  it  not  enougb,  my  lord,"  Mr.  Haredale  oontinued, 
"  that  I,  as  good  a  gentleman  as  you,  must  hold  my  property, 
Buoh  as  it  is,  by  a  trick  at  which  the  state  connives  because  of 
these  hard  laws;  and  that  we  may  not  teach  our  youth  ia 
vol.  I.  A  ▲ 
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schools  the  common  principles  of  right  and  wrong ;  but  must 
we  be  denounced  and  ridden  by  such  men  as  this !  Here  is  a 
man  to  head  your  No-Popery  crj\  Far  ahame.  For 
ahame !  '* 

The  infatuated  nobleman  had  glanced  more  than  onoe  at 
Sir  John  Chester,  as  if  to  inquire  "whether  there  was  any 
truth  in  these  statements  oonceming  Qashford,  and  Sir  John 
had  aa  often  plainly  answered  by  a  ahmg  or  look,  "  Oh  dear 
me !  no."  He  now  said,  in  tibe  same  loud  key,  and  in  the 
same  strange  manner  aa  befixre : 

« I  haye  nothing  to  aay,  aur,  in  leply,  and  no  desire  to  bear 
anything  move.  I  beg  you  won't  obtrude  your  oonTeraatipn, 
or  theee  personal  attacks,  upon  xne.  I  shall  not  be  deterred 
fiom  doing  my  duty  to  my  country  and  my  ooontiymen,  by 
any  such  attempts,  whether  they  proceed  fi?om  emissaries  of 
the  Pope  or  not,  I  assure  you.    Come,  Gashford  !" 

They  had  walked  on  a  few  paces  while  speaking,  and  were 
now  at  the  Hall-door,  through  which  they  passed  together. 
Mr.  Haredale,  without  any  leave-taking,  turned  away  to  the 
river  stairs,  which  were  close  at  hand,  and  hailed  the  only 
boatman  who  remained  there. 

But  the  throng  of  people — the  foremost  of  whom  had 
heard  every  word  that  Lord  George  Gordon  said,  and  among 
all  of  whom  the  rumour  had  been  rapidly  dispersed  that  the 
stranger  waa  a  papist  who  waa  bearding  him  for  hia  advocacy 
of  the  popular  cause — came  pouring  out  pell-mell,  and, 
forcing  the  nobleman,  his  aecretexyi  and  Sir  John  Chester  on 
before  them,  so  that  they  appeared  to  be  at  their  head, 
crowded  to  the  top  of  the  ataini  where  Mr.  Haredale  waited 
until  the  boat  waa  ready,  and  there  stood  stOl,  leaving  him  on 
a  little  dear  space  by  himaelf. 

They  were  not  ailfflit^  however,  though  inadiTe.  At  fint 
some  indiatinct  mutteringa  arose  among  them,  which  were 
followed  by  a  hiaa  or  two,  and  theae  awelied  by  degreee  into 
a  perfect  atorm.  Then  one  voice  said,  ''Down  with  the 
Papists!"  and  there  was  a  pretty  general  clieer,  but  nothing 
more.  After  a  lull  of  a  few  moments,  one  man  cried  out, 
**  Stone  him ; "  another,  Duck  him ; "  another,  in  a  stentorian 
voice,  '*No  Popery!*'  Tliis  favourite  cry  the  rest  re-echoed, 
and  the  mob,  which  might  have  been  two  hundred  strong, 
joined  in  a  general  shout. 

Mr.  Haredale  had  stood  calmly  on  the  brink  of  the  steps^ 
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until  they  made  this  demonstration,  when  he  looked  round 
contemptuously,  and  walked  at  a  slow  pace  down  the  stairs. 
He  was  pretty  near  the  boat,  when  Gasliford,  as  if  without 
intention,  turned  about,  and  directly  afterwards  a  great  stone 
was  thrown  by  some  hand,  in  the  crowd,  which  struck  him  OQ 
the  head,  and  made  him  stagger  like  a  drunken  man. 

The  blood  sprung  freely  from  the  woundy  and  trickled  down 
bis  coat.  He  turned  directly,  and  rushing  up  the  steps  with 
a  boldness  and  paaoon  which,  made  them  all  fail  back, 
demanded: 

'*Wlio  did  that?   Show  me  the  man  wlio  hit  me." 

Not  a  ecral  moved;  eioept  some  in  ilie  xear  who  djsBk  ofl^ 
taSA,  mmjjmg  to  the  other  side  of  tiie  way,  looked  on  like 
indi£Ebrent  spectators. 

''Whodid  that?''  bexepeated.  '^Showmethe  man  who 
did  it.  Bogy  was  it  yaaf  It  was  your  deed,  if  not  your 
hand — know  you." 

He  threw  himself  on  Gashford  as  he  said  the  words,  and 
hurled  him  to  the  g^roimd.  There  was  a  sudden  motion  in 
the  crowd,  and  some  laid  hands  upon  him^  but  his  sword  was 
out,  and  they  feU  off  again. 

**My  lord — Sir  John," — he  cried,  draw,  one  of  you — you 
are  responsible  for  this  outrage,  and  I  look  to  you.  Draw,  if 
you  are  pontleraen.'*  With  that  he  struck  Sir  John  upon  the 
breast  with  tlie  Hat  of  his  weapon,  and  with  a  burning  face 
and  flashing  eyes  stood  upon  his  guard;  ahme,  before  them 
aU. 

For  an  instant^  liar  the  briefest  space  of  time  the  mind  can 
xea^y  conoeiTey  there  was  a  change  in  Sir  John's  smooth 
fhoe,  sncih  as  no  man  ever  saw  there.  The  next  moment^  he 
stopped  forward,  and  laid  one  band  on  Mr.  Haredale's  arm, 
while  with  the  other  he  endeafoured  to  appease  the  crowd. 

''My  dear  friend,  my  good  Haredale,  you  are  blinded  with 
passion — ^it's  very  natural^  ertremely  natural — but  you  don't 
know  friends  from  foes." 

"I  know  them  all,  sir,  I  can  distinguish  well — be 
retorted,  almost  mad  with  rage.  Sir  John,  Lord  George^ 
do  you  bear  me  ?   Are  you  cowards?" 

''Never  mind,  sir,"  said  a  man,  forcing  his  way  between 

and  pushing  him  towards  the  stairs  with  friendly  violence, 

"never  mind  asking  that.    For  God's  sake,  get  away.  What 

can  you  do  against  this  number?    And  there  are  as  many 
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more  in  the  next  street,  who  '11  be  round  directly," — indeed 
they  began  to  pour  in  as  he  said  the  words — you 'd  be  giddy 
from  that  cut,  in  the  first  heat  of  a  scuffle.  Now  do  retire, 
sir,  or  take  my  word  for  it  you'll  be  worse  used  than  you 
would  be  if  every  man  in  the  crowd  was  a  woman,  and  that 
woman  Bloody  Mary.  Come,  air,  make  haste — as  quiok  as 
you  can." 

Mr.  Haredale,  who  began  to  turn  faint  and  sick,  felt  bow 
sensible  this  advice  wasy  and  descended  the  steps  with  his 
unknown  firiend's  assistance.  John  Grueby,  (for  John  it  was^) 
helped  him  into  the  boat,  and  giving  her  a  ahoTS  oS,  whiolL 
sent  her  tiiirty  feet  into  the  tide,  bade  the  watennan  poll 
away  Uke  a  Briton;  and  walked  iip  again  as  oompoaecUy  as  if 
he  had  just  landed. 

There  was  at  fixst  a  slight  disposition  on  the  pait  of  Ilia 
mob  to  resent  this  interferenoe ;  but  John  looking  particalariy 
strong  and  oool,  and  wearing  besides  Lord  George's  liyeiyy 
they  thought  better  of  it,  and  contented  themsehes  with 
sending  a  shower  of  small  missiles  after  the  boat,  which 
plashed  harmlessly  in  the  water;  for  she  had  by  this  time 
cleared  the  bridge,  and  wos  darting  swiftly  down  the  centre 
of  the  stream. 

From  this  amusement,  they  proceeded  to  giving  Protestant 
knocks  at  the  doors  of  private  houses,  breaking  a  few  lamps, 
and  assaulting  some  stray  constables.  But,  it  being  whispered 
that  a  detacliment  of  Life  Guards  had  been  sent  for,  they  took 
to  their  heels  with  great  eq^edition,  and  le£k  the  street  quite 
dear. 
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When  the  concoune  separated,  and,  dividing  into  chance 
ohuteon^  drew  off  in  varioiu  direotaonSy  there  still  xemaaned 
upon  ihe  aoene  of  the  late  distarbaiioey  one  man.  Iliis  man 
was  Gaahfindy  who,  faniised  hy  his  late  fidl,  and  hart  in  a 
much  greater  degree  hy  tiie  indignity  he  had  undergone,  and 
the  exposure  of  which  he  had  been  the  Tictmi,  limped  up  and 
down,  hceaihing  ouraes  and  threato  of  Tsngeanoe. 

It  was  not  the  seoretaiyfl  nature  to  waste  his  wrath  in 
words.  While  he  vented  the  froth  of  his  malevolence  in  these 
effasiofns,  he  kept  a  steady  eye  on  two  men,  who,  having  dis- 
appeared with  the  rest  when  the  alarm  was  spread,  had  since 
returned,  and  were  now  visible  in  the  moonlight,  at  no  great 
distance,  as  they  walked  to  and  fro,  and  talked  together. 

He  made  no  move  towards  them,  but  waited  patiently  on 
the  dark  side  of  the  street,  imtil  they  were  tired  of  stroUing 
backwards  and  forwards  and  walked  away  in  company.  Then 
he  followed,  but  at  some  distance  :  keeping  them  in  view, 
without  appearing  to  have  that  object,  or  being  seen  by  them. 

They  went  up  Parliament  Street,  past  Saint  Martin's  church, 
and  away  by  Saint  Giles's  to  Tottenham  Court  Road,  at  the 
back  of  which,  upon  the  western  side,  was  then  a  place  called 
the  Green  Lanes.  This  was  a  retired  spot,  not  of  the  choieest 
kind,  leading  into  the  fields.  Great  heaps  of  ashes;  stagnant 
pools,  overgrown  with  rank  grass  and  dudcweed;  broken 
tnmfltiles;  and  the  upright  poste  of  palings  long  buu»  eazried 
off  fbtr  firewood,  which  menaced  all  heedless  walkers  with  their 
jagged  and  rusty  naQs;  were  the  leading  features  of  Ihe  land- 
scape; while  here  and  there  a  donkey,  or  a  ragged  horse, 
te&ered  to  a  stake,  and  crox3ping  off  a  wretohed  meal  ftom  the 
coarse  stunted  turf,  were  quite  in  keeping  with  the  scene,  and 
would  have  suggested  (if  the  houses  liad  not  done  so,  suffici- 
ently, of  them.st'lvc\s'i  how  ver^^  poor  the  people  were  who  lived 
iu  the  crazy  ImiQ  adjacent,  and  how  fool-hardy  it  might  prove 
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for  one  who  oanied  money,  or  wore  deoent  elotiiesi  to  walk 
that  way  alone,  unless  by  daylight. 

Poverty  has  its  whims  and  shows  of  taste,  as  wealth  has. 

Some  of  these  cabins  were  turreted,  some  had  false  windows 
painted  on  their  rotten  walls ;  one  had  a  mimic  clock,  upon  a 
crazy  tower  of  four  feet  high,  which  screened  the  chimney ; 
each  in  its  little  patch  of  ground  had  a  rude  seat  or  arbour. 
The  popidation  dealt  in  bones,  in  rags,  in  broken  glass,  in 
old  wheels,  in  birds,  and  dogs.  These,  in  their  several  ways 
of  stowage,  filled  the  gardens ;  and  shedding  a  perfume,  not 
of  the  most  delicious  nature,  in  the  air,  filled  it  besides  with 
yelps,  and  screams,  and  howHng. 

Into  this  retreat,  the  secretary  followed  the  two  men  whom 
he  had  held  in  sight ;  and  here  he  saw  them  flafely  lodged,  in 
one  of  the  meanest  houses,  which  was  but  a  room,  and  that  of 
small  dimensions.  He  waited  withonly  until  iiie  sound  of 
their  voices,  joined  in  a  discordant  eaog,  aasored  him  they 
^rere  inAing  mAny*  and  then  apfpioaching  the  door, 
means  of  a  tottering  plank  whioh  erased  the  ditoh  in  ftcoA, 
knocked  at  it  wi&  his  hand. 

Muster  OashtodP'  said  ilie  man  who  opened  it,  taking 
his  pipe  from  his  mouth,  in  evident  suipiise.  "  Why,  who 'd 
haTe  thought  of  this  here^hononr !  Walk  in.  Muster  Gash- 
fod — waSk  in,  sir."  ^ 

Gashlind  required  no  second  inntatioii,  and  entered  with  a 
gracious  air.  There  was  a  fire  in  the  rusty  grate  (for  though 
the  spring  was  pretty  far  advanced,  the  nights  were  cold),  and 
on  a  stool  beside  it  Hugh  sat  smoking.  Dennis  placed  a  chair, 
his  only  one,  for  the  secretary,  in  front  of  the  hearth;  and 
took  his  seat  again  upon  the  stool  he  had  left  when  he  rose  to 
give  the  visitor  admission. 

"  What 's  in  the  wind  now,  Muster  Gashford?  '*  he  said,  as 
he  resumed  his  pipe,  and  looked  at  him  askew.  "  Any  orders 
from  head-quarters  ?  Are  we  going  to  hegin  ?  What  is  it, 
Muster  Gashford  ?  " 

"  Oh,  nothing,  nothing,"  rejoined  the  secretary  with  a 
friendly  nod  to  Hugh.  We  have  hroken  the  ioe,  though. 
We  had  a  little  spurt  to-day — eh,  Dennis  ?  " 

''A  very  little  one/'  growled  the  hangman.  '^Not  half 
enough  for  me." 

"  Nor  me  neither  !  "  cried  Hugh.  "  Give  us  something  to 
do  with  lilid  in  it — with  life  in  it,  master.    Ha,  ha ! " 
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"  VHij,  yoa  woiiIdn%"  said  the  aeoreiaiy,  wiCh  his  iromt 
eipiessioiL  of  tsuoe,  and  in  liia  mildest  tosm,  have  anything 
to  do,  with— with  death  in  it?" 

**  I  dcm't  know  that,"  replied  Hugh.  **  I  *m  open  to  orders. 
I  don't  care ;  not  I." 

"  Nor  I !  "  vociferated  Dennis. 

**  Brave  fellows  ! "  said  the  secretary,  in  as  pastor-like  a 
voice  as  if  he  were  commending  them  for  some  uncommon  act 
of  valour  iind  generosity.  By  the  bye  " — and  here  he 
stopped  and  warmed  his  hands :  then  suddenly  looked  up — 
"  w^ho  threw  tliat  stone  to-day  ?  ** 

Mr.  Dennis  coughed  and  shook  his  head,  as  who  should  say, 
"  A  mystery  indeed  !  '*    Hugh  sat  and  smoked  in  silence. 

"  It  was  well  done  ?'*  said  the  secretary,  warming  lus  hands 
again.       I  should  like  to  know  that  man." 

Would  you?''  said  Dennis,  after  looking  at  his  face  to 
assure  himself  that  he  was  serious.  Would  you  like  to 
know  that  man,  Muster  Gashford  ?  " 

I  should  indeed,"  replied  the  secretary. 

"  Why  then.  Lord  love  you,"  said  the  hangman,  in  his 
hoarsest  chuckle,  as  he  pointed  with  his  pipe  to  Hugh,  theace 
he  sets.  That's  the  mail.  My  stars  and  halters,  Muster 
Qashlbid,"  he  added  in  a  whisper,  as  he  drew  his  stool  dose 
to  him  and  jogged  him  with  his  elbow,  ^' what  a  interesting 
blade  he  is !  He  wants  as  mnch  holding  in  as  a  thorough- 
bred bulldog.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  me  t^ay,  he 'd  bave  had 
that  'ere  Roman,  down,  and  made  a  riot  of  ii^  in  another 
minuto." 

And  why  not?"  cried  Hugh  in  a  surly  voice,  as  he  <ma> 
heard  this  last  remark.  **  Wbere 's  the  good  of  putting  things 
off?    Strike  while  the  iron 's  hot ;  that 's  what  I  say.*' 

"  Ah !  "  retorted  Dennis,  shaking  his  head,  with  a  kind  of 
pity  for  his  friend's  ingenuous  youth;  "  but  suppose  the  ii'on 
an't  hot,  ln'other  ?  You  must  get  people*s  blood  up  afore  you 
strike,  and  have  'em  in  the  humour.  There  wasn't  quite 
enough  to  provoke  'em  to-day,  I  tell  you.  If  you  'd  had  your 
way,  you  'd  have  spoilt  the  fun  to  come,  and  ruined  us." 

"  Dennis  is  quite  right,"  said  Gasliford,  smootlily.  "  lie  is 
perfectly  correct.    Dennis  has  great  knowledge  of  the  world." 

"  I  ought  to  have.  Muster  Gashford,  seeing  what  a  many 
people  I  've  helped  out  of  it,  eh  ? "  grinned  the  hangman, 
whispering  the  words  behind  his  hand. 
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The  Becretary  laughed  at  this,  just  as  much  as  Dennis  could 
desire,  and  when  he  had  done,  said,  turning  to  Hugh  : 

**  Dennis's  policy  was  mine,  as  you  may  have  observed. 
You  saw,  for  instance,  how  I  fell  when  I  was  set  upon.  I 
made  no  resistance.  I  did  nothing  to  provoke  aa  outbreak. 
Oh  dear  no  !  " 

"  No,  by  the  Lord  Harry ! "  cried  Dennis  with  a  noisy 
laugh,  "  you  went  down  very  quiet,  Muster  Gashford — and 
very  flat  besides.  I  thinks  to  myseK  at  the  time  ^  it 's  all  up 
with  Muster  Gashford  !  *  I  never  aee  a  man  lay  flatter  nor 
moze  still — ^with  the  life  in  him — than  you  did  to-day.  He  *8 
a  rough  'nn  to  plaj  with,  is  that  'ere  Papist^  and  that  *b  the 

The  secretary's  face,  as  Dennis  roared  with  laughter,  and 
tumed  his  wrinkled  eyes  on  Hugh  who  did  the  like,  might 
have  fninished  a  stoty  Ibir  the  Devil's  piotaze.  He  sat  qmte 
silent  until  they  were  serions  again,  aoid  tiien  said,  looking 
xonnd: 

''We  are  very  pleasant  here;  so  very  pleasant,  Dennis, 
that  but  for  mj  lord's  parfaenlar  desiie  that  I  should  sup  with 
him,  and  the  time  being  very  near  at  hand,  I  should  he 
indhied  to  stay,  until  it  would  be  hardly  safe  to  go  homeward. 
I  oome  upon  a  little  business— yes,  I  do— as  you  supposed. 
It  *8  very  flattering  to  you ;  being  this.  If  we  ever  should  be 
obliged — and  we  can't  tell,  you  know — this  is  a  very  uncertain 
world  " — 

"  I  believe  you,  Muster  Gashford,"  interposed  the  hangman 
with  a  grave  nod.  "  The  uncertainties  as  I 've  seen  in  refer- 
ence to  this  here  state  of  existence,  the  unexpected  contin- 
gencies as  have  come  about ! — Oh  my  eye  !  "  Feeling  the 
subject  much  too  vast  for  expression,  he  puffed  at  his  pipe 
again,  and  looked  the  rest. 

"I  say,"  resumed  the  secretary,  in  a  slow,  impressive  way; 

we  can't  tell  what  may  come  to  pass  ;  and  if  we  should  be 
obliged  against  our  wills,  to  have  recourse  to  yiolenoe^  my 
lord  (who  has  sufEered  terribly  to^y,  as  as  words  can 
go)  consigns  to  you  two — bearing  in  mind  my  recommenda- 
tion of  you  both,  as  good  staunch  men,  beyond  all  doubt  and 
suspioioa — ^the  pleasant  task  of  punishing  this  Haredale. 
Tou  may  do  as  you  please  with  him  or  his,  provided  that  you 
show  no  mercy,  *and  no  quarter,  and  leave  no  two  beams 
of  his  house  standing  where  the  builder  placed  them.  You 
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may  sack  it,  bum  it,  do  with  it  as  you  like,  but  it  must  come 
down  ;  it  niiist  be  razed  to  the  ground ;  and  lie,  and  all 
belonging  to  him,  left  as  shelterless  as  new-bom  infants 
whom  their  mothers  have  exposed.  Do  you  understand  me?" 
said  Qaahford,  pausing  and  presaisg  his  hands  together 
gently. 

"  Understand  you,  master ! "  cried  Hugh.  **  You  speak 
plain  now.    Why,  this  is  hearty ! " 

"  I  knew  you  would  like  it,"  said  Gashford,  shaking  him 
by  the  hand ;  I  thought  you  would.  Good  night !  Don't 
rifle>  Dennis:  I  would  rather  find  my  way  alone.  I  may 
liaye  to  make  other  visits  here,  and  it 's  pleaaant  to  come  and 
go  without  disturbing  yoo.  I  can  find  my  imj  perfectly  welL 
Good  night  r' 

He  was  gone,  and  had  shut  the  door  behind  him.  They 
looked  at  each,  qther,  and  nodded  approvingly :  Dennis  stined 
up  the  fire. 

«  This  looks  a  little  more  like  bnmnees ! "  he  said. 

"Ay,  indeed!"  cried  Hugh;    this  Boito  me ! " 

**  I  heerd  it  said  of  Mnstar  Qaahftid,"  said  the  hang- 
man, "  thai  he'd  a  sozprinng  memory  and  wonderM firmneas 
— ihat  he  never  fixrgot,  and  never  fbrgave. — ^Let's  drink  his 
healih!'' 

Hugh  readily  complied — spooring  no  liquor  on  the  floor 
when  he  drank  this  toast — and  they  pledged  the  secretary  as 
a  man  after  their  own  hearts  in  a  bumper. 
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Wttile  the  worst  passions  of  the  worst  men  were  thus 
working  in  the  dark,  and  the  mantle  of  religion,  assumed  to 
cover  the  iiglieet  deformities^  threatened  to  become  the  ahroud 
of  aU.  that  was  good  and  peaceful  in  sooieiy,  a  ciioiinutaiioe 
ooouired  which  once  more  altered  the  position  of  two  persons 
from  whom  this  history  has  long  been  separated^  and  to  whom 
it  must  now  return. 

In  a  small  English  ooontxy  town,  the  inhabitantB  of  wIucIl 
supported  themselves  by  the  labour  of  their  hands  in  plaiting 
and  pr^oring  straw  to  those  who  made  bonnets  and  other 
articles  of  dress  and  ornament  from  that  material, — conoealed 
under  an  assumed  name,  and  living  in  a  qniet  poverty  whidi  * 
knew  no  change,  no  pleasores,  and  fyw  eares  but  that  of 
struggling  on  from  day  to  day  in  the  one  great  toil  for  bread, 
— dwelt  Barnaby  and  his  mother.  Their  poor  cottage  had 
kuown  no  stranger's  foot  since  they  sought  the  shelter  of  its 
roof  five  years  before ;  nor  had  they  in  all  that  time  held  any 
commerce  or  communication  with  the  old  world  from  which 
they  had  fled.  To  labour  in  peace,  and  devote  her  labour  and 
her  life  to  her  poor  son,  was  all  the  widow  sought.  If  happiness 
can  be  said  at  any  time  to  be  the  lot  of  one  on  whom  a  secret 
sorrow  preys,  she  was  happy  now.  Tranquillity,  resignation, 
and  her  strong  love  of  him  who  needed  it  so  much,  formed 
the  small  circle  of  her  quiet  joys  and  while  that  remained 
unbroken,  she  was  contented. 

For  Barnaby  himself,  the  time  which  had  flown  by,  had 
pa^d  him  like  the  wind.  The  daily  sons  of  years  had  shed 
no'  brighter  gleam  of  reason  tm  his  mind;  no  dawn  had 
broken  on  his  long,  dark  night.  He  would  sit  sometimes — 
often  for  days  togethei^-on  a  low  seat  by  the  fire  or  by  the 
cottage  door,  bu^  at  work  (to  he  had  kamt  the  art  his 
mother  pHed),  and  listemng,  God  help  him,  to  the  tales  she 
would  repeat  as  a  lure  to  keep  him  in,  her  sight   He  had  no 
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recollection  of  these  little  narratives;  the  tale  of  yesterday 
was  new  upon  the  morrow ;  but  he  liked  them  at  the 
moment;  and  when  the  humour  held  liim,  would  remain 
patiently  within  doors,  hearing  her  stories  like  a  little  child, 
and  working  dxeerfuUj  from  sunrise  until  it  was  too  dark  to 
see. 

At  other  times, — and  then  their  scanty  earnings  were  barely 
suificient  to  furnish  them  with  food,  tliough  of  the  coarsest 
sort, — he  would  wander  abaeoad  from,  dawn  of  day  until  the 
twilight  deepened  into  night.  Few  in  that  plaoe,  even  of  the 
children,  could  be  idle,  and  he  had  no  oompanions  of  his  own 
kind.  Indeed  there  were  not  many  who  oould  have  kept  up 
with  him  in  hi«  zambles^  had  there  been  a  legion.  But 
thsre  were  a  aooce  of  Tagahond  dogs  hekmging  to  the 
nei^bofoiSy  who  served  his  pnxpose  quite  as  welL  With  two 
oir  thxee  of  tiiese,  or  sometimes  witii  a  fiiU  half-doeen  haridng 
at  his  heels,  he  would  sally  forfli  on  some  long  expedition  that 
ooDSumed  the  day ;  and  though  on  Iheir  retain  at  nightfoU, 
the  dogs  wouM  oome  home  limping  and  sore-fboted,  and 
almost  spent  with  their  fatigue,  Bamaby  was  up  and  off  again' 
*  at  sunrise  with  some  new  attendants  of  the  same  class,  with 
whom  lie  would  return  in  like  manner.  On  all  these  travels, 
Grip,  in  his  little  basket  at  his  master's  back,  was  a  constant 
member  of  the  party,  and  when  they  set  off  in  fine  weather 
and  in  high  spirits,  no  dog  barked  louder  than  the  raven. 

Their  pleasures  on  these  excursions  were  simple  enough. 
A  crust  of  bread  and  scrap  of  meat,  with  water  from  the 
brook  or  spring,  sufficed  for  their  repast.  Bamaby' s  enjoy- 
ments were,  to  walk,  and  run,  and  leap,  till  he  was  tired ; 
then  to  lie  down  on  the  long  grass,  or  by  the  growing  com, 
or  in  the  shade  of  some  tall  tree,  looking  upward  at  the 
light  clouds  as  they  floated  over  the  blue  surface  of  the  tiky, 
and  listening  to  the  lark  as  she  poured  out  her  brilliant  song. 
There  were  wild-flowers' to  pluck — ^the  bright  red  poppy,  the 
gentle  harebell,  the  oowalip,  and  the  rose.  There  were  birds 
to  watbh;  fish;  ants;  wonns;  haies  or  rabbits,  as  tl|pj 
darted  across  the  distant  patiiway  in  the  wood  and  so  wera 
gone :  millions  of  living  things  to  have  an  interest  in,  and  lie 
in  wait  ibr,  and  dap  hands  and  shout  in  memory  when 
tiiey  had  disappeared.  In  defknlt  of  I3i6se»  or  when  they 
wearied,  there  was  the  merry  sunlight  to  hunt  out,  as  it  crept 
in  aslant  through  leaves  and  boughs  of  trees,  and  hid  fax 
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down— deep,  deep,  in  hoDow  plaoes — like  a  nhrer  pool,  where 
nodding  branchee  seemed  to  liatihe  and  sport ;  sweet  scents  of 
summer  air  breathing  o?er  fields  of  beans  - or  dorer;  the 
perfbme  of  wet  leaves  or  moss;  the  life  of  waTing  trees,  and 
shadows  always  changing.  When  these  or  any  of  them  tired, 
or  in  excess  of  pleasing  tempted  him  to  shut  his  eyes,  there 
was  slumber  in  the  midst  of  all  these  soft  delights,  with  the 
gentle  wind  murmuring  like  music  in  his  ears,  and  everything 
around  melting  into  one  delicious  dream. 

Their  hut — for  it  was  little  more — stood  on  the  outskirts  of 
the  town,  at  a  short  distance  from  the  high  road,  but  in  a 
secluded  place,  where  few  chance  passengers  strayed  at  any 
season  of  tlie  year.  It  had  a  plot  of  garden-ground  attached, 
which  Bamaby,  in  fits  and  starts  of  working,  trimmed,  and 
kept  in  order.  Within  doors,  and  without,  his  mother 
laboured  for  their  common  good;  and  hail,  rain,  snow,  or 
sunshine,  found  no  difference  in  her. 

Though  so  far  removed  from  the  soenes  of  her  past  ]i£d, 
and  with  so  little  thought  or  hope  of  ever  visiting  them  again, 
she  seemed  to  have  a  strange  desire  to  know  what  happened 
in  the  busy  world.  Any  old  newspaper,  or  scrap  of  intelli- 
genoe  fbom  London,  she  oaught  at  with  avidity.  The  excite- 
ment it  produced  was  not  of  a  pleasurable  kind,  for  her 
manner  at-snch  times  expressed  the  keenest  anxiely  and  dread; 
bat  it  never  &ded  in  least  degree.  Then,  and  in  stonny 
winter  nights,  when  the  wind  blew  load  and  strong,  the  old 
expression  came  into  her  §Buoe,  and  she  would  be  seiaed  with  a 
fit  of  trembling,  like  one  who  had  an  ague.  But  Bamaby 
noted  little  of  this;  and  putting  a  great  constraint  upon 
herself  she  usually  recovered  her  aooustomed  manner  before 
t]ie  change  had  caught  his  observaiion. 

Grip  was  by  no  means  an  idle  or  improfitable  member  of 
the  humble  household.  Partly  by  dint  of  Bamaby' s  tuition, 
and  partly  by  pursuing  a  species  of  self-instruction  common  to 
liis  tribe,  and  exerting  his  powers  of  observation  to  the 
utmost,  he  had  acquired  a  degree  of  sagacity  which  rendered 
liim  famous  for  miles  round.  His  conversational  powers  and 
surprising  performances  were  the  imiversal  theme :  and  as 
many  persons  came  to  see  tlie  wonderful  raven,  and  none  left 
his  exertions  unrewarded — when  he  condescended  to  exhibit, 
which  was  not  always,  for  genius  is  capricious — his  earnings 
formed  an  important  item  in  the  common  stock.    Indeed,  the 
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bird  himself  appeared  to  know  his  value  well;  for  though 

he  was  perfectly  free  and  unrestrained  in  the  presence  of 
Bamaby  and  his  mother,  he  maintained  in  public  an  amazing 
gravity,  and  never  stooped  to  any  other  gratuitous  per- 
formances than  biting  the  anldes  of  vagabond  boys  (an 
exercise  in  which  he  much  delighted),  killing  a  fowl  or  two 
occasionally,  and  swallowing  the  dinners  of  various  neigh- 
bouring dogSy  of  whom  the  boldest  held  him  in  great  awe 
and  dread. 

Time  had  glided  on  in  ibis  way,  and  nothing  had  happened 
to  disturb  or  change  their  mode  of  life,  when,  one  summer's 
night  in  June,  they  were  in  their  little  garden,  resting  from 
the  labours  of  the  day.  The  widow's  work  was  yet  upon  her 
knee,  and  strewn  upon  the  ground  about  her ;  and  Bamaby 
stood  leaning  on  liis  spade,  ganng  at  the  hrightness  in  the 
west,  and  singing  soMy  to  himself. 

"  A  brave  evening,  mother !  If  we  had,  fihinking  in  our 
pockets,  hat  a  few  specks  of  that  gold  which  is  piled  up 
yonder  in  the  ekj^  we  shonld  be  rich  ia  hh*' 

**  We  are  better  as  we  axe,*'  retnmed  the  widow  with  a 
qtdet  smile.      Let  us  be  contented,  and  we  do  not  want  and  - 
need  not  care  to  have  it,  though  it  lay  shining  at  our  feet.'' 

"Ay!"  said  Barnaby,  resting  with  crossed  arms  on  bis 
spade,  and  looking  wistfully  at  the  sunset,  that's  well 
enough,  mother ;  but  gold 's  a  good  tiling  to  have.  I  ^  ish 
that  I  knew  where  to  find  it.  Grip  and  I  could  do  much  with 
gold,  be  sure  of  that." 

"  What  would  you  do  ?  "  she  asked. 

"AVhat!  A  world  of  things.  We'd  dress  finely — ^you 
and  I,  I  mean ;  not  Grip — ^keep  horses,  dogs,  wear  bright 
colours  and  feathers,  do  no  more  work,  live  delicately  and  at 
our  ease.  Oh,  we 'd  £ud  uses  for  it,  mother,  and  uses  that 
would  do  us  good.  I  would  1  knew  where  gold  was  buried. 
How  hard  I 'd  work  to  dig  it  up ! " 

"  You  do  not  know,"  said  his  mother,  rising  from  her  seat, 
and  laying  her  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  "what  men  have 
done  to  win  it,  and  bow  they  bave  fbnnd,  too  kite,  that  it 
glitters  brightest  at  a  distance,  and  tmms  quite  dim  mi  dull 
idien  bandied." 

"  Ay,  ay ;  so  you  say ;  so  you  think,"  be  answered,  still 
looking  eagerly  in  the  same  direction.  "  For  alltha^  mother, 
I  flbould  ]£ke  to  tiy.'' 
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**Do  you  not  see,"  slio  said,  ''how  red  it  is  ?  Nothing 
bears  so  many  stains  of  blood,  as  gold.  Avoid  it.  None 
have  such  cause  to  hate  its  name  as  we  have.  Do  not  so 
much  as  think  of  it,  dear  love.  It  *  has  brought  such  misery 
and  suffering  on  your  head  and  mine  as  few  have  known,  and 
God  grant  few  may  have  to  undergo.  I  would  rather  we 
were  dead  and  laid  down  in  our  graT6fl»  than  you  should  ever 
oome  to  love  it." 

For  a  moment  Bamaby  withdrew  his  eyes  and  looked  at 
her  with  wondeor.  Then,  glancing  from  the  zednen  in  the 
aky  to  the  mark  upon  his  wzist  as  if  he  would  oompaze  the 
two,  he  seemed  about  to  qu^on  her  with  eameetnees,  when 
a  new  object  caught  his  wandeiing  attenti0ii,  and  made  him 
quite  Ibrgeffbl  of  his  purpose. 

This  was  a  man  with  dosfy  feet  and  gaments,  who  stood, 
bareheaded,  behind  the  hedge  tiuit  divided  their  patch  of 
garden  fiom  the  pathway,  and  leant  meeikfy  fiirward  as  if  he 
sought  to  mingle  with  theii^  oonvenation,  and  waited  ibr  hie 
time  to  speak.  His  ihoe  was  turned  towards  iSb»  brightness, 
too,  hat  the  light  that  jfeU  npon  it  showed  that  he  was  blind, 
and  saw  it  not. 

*'  A  blessing  on  those  voices !  '*  said  the  wayfarer.  "  I  feel 
the  beauty  of  the  night  more  keenly,  when  I  hear  them. 
They  are  like  eyes  to  me.  Will  they  speak  again,  and  cheer 
the  heart  of  a  ])oor  traveller  ?  " 

"  Have  you  no  guide  ?  "  asked  the  widow,  after  a  moment's 
pause. 

"None  but  that,"  he  answered,  pointing  with  his  staff 
towards  the  sun ;    and  sometimes  a  milder  one  at  night,  but 

she  is  idle  now." 

"  Have  you  travelled  far?" 

"  A  weary  way  and  long,"  rejoined  the  traveller  as  he 
shook  his  head.  **  A  weary,  weary,  way.  I  struck  my  stick 
just  now  upon  the  bucket  of  your  we]l---be  pleased  to  let  me 
have  a  draught  of  water,  lady." 

«  Why  do  you  call  me  lady  ?  "  she  returned.  I  am  as 
poor  as  yon." 

Your  speech  is  soft  and  gentle,  and  I  judge  by  that,'' 
replied  the  man.  The  ooarsest  stnfEs  and  finest  sOlm,  are — 
apart  firom  tiie  sense  of  toodh — alike  to  me.  I  cannot  judge 
you  by  your  dress." 

"Come  round  this  wi^,"  said  Bamaby,  who  had  passed 
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out  at  the  garden  gate  and  now  stood  close  beside  him. 
"  Put  your  hand  in  mine.  You  're  blind  and  always  in  the 
darky  eh  ?  Are  you  firightened  in  the  dark  ?  Do  you  see 
great  crowds  of  faces,  now  ?    Do  they  grin  and  chatter  ?  " 

Alas ! "  returned  the  other,  I  see  nothing.  Waking  or 
deeping,  nothing/' 

Bamaby  looked  curiously  at  his  eyes,  and  touching  them 
with  hia  fingers,  aa  an  inqniaitife  ohild  might,  led  him 
towards  the  honae. 

''Ton  have  oome  a  long  diatanee,*'  aaid  the  widow,  meetuig 
him  at  the  door.  How  have  you  Ibmid  your  way  ao  fbr  f 
Use  and  neoeaaity  are  good  teaohera,  aa  I  hove  heard — 
tiie  best  of  any/'  said  the  blind  man,  ritting  down  upon  the 
chair  to  which  Bamaby  had  led  him,  and  putting  his  hat  and 
stiek  upon  the  red-tHed  floor.  ^<  If  ay  neither  you  nor  your 
49on  ever  learn  under  them.    They  are  rough  masters." 

**  You  have  wandered  fiom  the  road,  too,"  said  the  widow, 
in  a  tone  of  pity. 

"  Maybe,  maybe,"  returned  the  blind  man  -vvith  a  sigh,  and 
yet  with  something  of  a  smile  upon  his  face,  ' '  that  *8  likely. 
Handposts  and  milestones  are  dumb,  indeed,  to  me.  Thank 
you  the  more  for  this  rest,  and  this  refreshing  drink !  " 

As  he  spoke,  he  raised  the  mug  of  water  to  his  mouth.  It 
was  clear,  and  cold,  and  sparkling,  but  not  to  his  taste  never- 
theless, or  his  thirst  was  not  very  great,  for  he  only  wetted 
his  lips  and  put  it  down  again. 

He  wore^  hanging  with  a  long  strap  round  his  neck,  a  kind 
of  scrip  or  wallet,  in  which  to  cany  food.  The  widow  set 
some  bread  and  cheese  before  him,  but  he  thanked  her,  and 
said  that  through  the  kindness  of  the  charitable  he  had 
broken  his  fast  once  since  morning,  and  was  not  himgry. 
IVhen  he  had  made  her  thia  reply,  he  opened  his  wallet,  and 
took  out  a  iSaw  pence,  which  waa  aU  it  appeared  to  contain. 

''Might  I  make  bold  to  aak,'*  he  sidd,  turning  towards 
where  Bamaby  stood  looking  on,  that  one  who  has  the  gift 
of  sight,  would  lay  this  out  Ibr  me  in  bread  to  keep  me  on 
my  way?  Heaven's  blessing  on  the  young  feet  ^t  will 
bestbr  themselves  in  aid  of  one  so  helpless  aa  a  sightless 
man!" 

Bamaby  looked  at  his  mother,  who  nodded  assent ;  in 

another  momeiit  he  waa  gone  upon  his  charitable  errand. 
The  blind  man  sat  listening  with  an  attentive  £ace,  until  long 
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after  the  sound  of  his  retreatmg  footstepfl  was  inaudible  to  tlie 
widow,  and  then  said,  suddenly,  and  in  a  very  altered  tone  : 

"  There  are  various  degrees  and  kinds  of  blindness,  widow. 
There  is  the  connubial  blindness,  ma'am,  which  perhaps  you 
may  have  o1)ser\^ed  in  the  course  of  your  own  experience,  and 
which  is  a  kind  of  wiHul  and  self-bandaging  blindness.  There 
is  the  blindness  of  party,  ma'am,  and  public  men,  which  is 
the  blindness  of  a  mad  bull  in  the  midst  of  a  regiment  of 
soldiers  clothed  in  red.  There  is  the  blind  confidence  of 
youth,  which  is  the  blindness  of  young  kittens,  whose  eyes 
have  not  yet  opened  on  the  world ;  and  there  is  that  physical 
blindness,  ma'am,  of  which  I  am,  oontrairy  to  my  own  desire, 
a  most  illustrious  example.  Added  to  these^  ma'am,  is  that 
blindness  of  the  intellect,  of  which,  we  have  a  speoimea  in 
your  interesting  son,  and  which,  haying  sometimes  glimmer- 
ings and  dawnings  of  the  lights  is  scarcely  to  be  trusted  as  a 
total  darkness.  Therefbre,  ma'am,  I  have  taken  the  liberty 
to  get  him  out  of  the  way  tor  a  short  time^  while  yon  and  I 
001^  together,  and  this  precaution  arising  out  of  tbe  delioaoy 
of  my  sentiments  towards  jooneiS,  yoa  will  ezoose  me,  ma'am, 
I  know." 

HaTingdelxrered  himself  of  this  speech  with  many  floorishes 
of  maimer,  he  drew  from  beneath  Mb  ooat  a  flat  stone  bottle, 
and  holding  Ihe  oork  between  his  teeth,  qnalifled  his  mug  of 
water  with  a  plentafbl  inftudon  of  the  Hquor  it  contained. 

He  politely  drained  th^  bumper  to  her  health,  and  the  ladies, 
and  setting  it  down  empty,  smacked  his  lips  with  infinite 
relish. 

"  I  am  a  citizen  of  the  world,  ma'am,"  said  the  blind  man, 
corking  his  bottle,  "and  if  I  seem  to  conduct  myself  with 
freedom,  it  is  therefore.  You  wonder  who  I  am,  ma'am,  and 
what  has  brought  me  here.  Such  experience  of  human  nature 
as  I  have,  leads  me  to  that  conclusion,  without  the  aid  of  eyes 
by  which  to  read  the  movements  of  your  soul  as  depicted  in 
your  feminine  features.  I  will  satisfy  your  curiosity  imme- 
diately, ma'am;  im-mediately."  With  that  he  slapped  his 
bottle  on  its  broad  back,  and  having  put  it  under  his  garment 
as  before,  crossed  his  legs  and  folded  his  hands,  and  settled 
himself  in  his  chair,  previous  to  prooeeding  any  further. 

The  change  ia  his  manner  was  so  vmezpeoted,  the  craft  and 
wickedness  of  his  deportment  were  so  mndi  aggravated  by  his 
condition — for  we  are  accustomed  to  oee  in  those  who  have 
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lost  a  humaiL  sense,  sometliiiig  in  its  place  almost  diyine— * 
.and  this  alterotioii  bred  so  many  fears  in  ber  wliom  lie 
addressed,  that  she  could  not  pronounce  one  word.  After 

waiting,  as  it  seemed,  for  some  remark  or  answer,  and  waiting 
in  vaiu,  the  visitor  resumed  : 

*'  Madam,  my  name  is  Stagg.  A  friend  of  mine  who  has 
desired  the  honour  of  meeting  with  you  any  time  these  five 
years  past,  has  commissioned  me  to  call  upon  you.  I  should 
be  glad  to  whisper  that  gentleman's  name  in  your  ear. — 
Zounds,  ma'am,  are  you  deaf?  Do  you  hear  me  say  that  I 
should  be  glad  to  whisper  my  friend's  name  in  your  ear  ?  " 

"  You  need  not  roj)eat  it,"  said  the  widow,  with  a  stifled 
groan ;     I  see  too  well  from  whom  you  come." 

But  as  a  man  of  honour,  ma'am,"  said  the  blind  man, 
striking  himself  on  the  breast,  "  whose  credentials  must  not 
be  disputed,  I  take  leave  to  say  that  I  will  mention  that  gentle- 
man's name.  Ay,  ay,"  he  added,  seeming  to  catch  with  his 
quick  ear  the  very  motion  of  her  hand,  ''but  not  aloud. 
With  your  leave,  ma'am,  I  desire  the  favour  of  a  whisper." 

She  moved  towards  him,  and  stooped  down.  He  muttered 
a  word  in.  her  ear;  and,  wringing  her  hands,  she  paced  up 
and  down  the  room  like  one  distracted.  The  blind  man,  with, 
perfect  composure,  produced  his  bottle  again,  mixed  another 
glass-full;  put  it  up  as  before;  and,  drinking  6om  time  to 
time,  followed  her  with  his  &ce  in  silenoe. 

**  Tou  are  slow  in  conversation,  widow,"  he  said  after  a 
time,  pausing  in  his  draught.  "  We  shall  have  to  talk  before 
your  son." 

"  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?  "  she  answered.    "  What 

do  you  want  ?  " 

"  We  are  poor,  widow,  we  are  poor,"  ho  retorted,  stretching 
out  his  right  hand,  and  rubbing  liis  thumb  upon  its  palm. 

"  Poor  !  "  she  cried.    "  And  what  am  I  ?  " 

*'  Comparisons  are  odious,"  said  the  blind  man.  "  I  don't 
know,  I  don't  care.  I  say  that  we  are  poor.  My  friend's 
circumstances  are  indifferent,  and  so  are  mine.  We  must 
have  our  rights,  widow,  or  we  must  be  bought  off.  But  you 
know  that,  as  weU  as  I,  so  where  is  the  use  of  talking  ?  " 

She  still  walked  wildly  to  and  fso.  At  length,  stopping 
abruptly  before  him,  she  said : 

"  Is  be  near  here  ?  " 
He  is.    dose  at  hand." 
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"  Then  I  am  lost !  " 

**Not  lost,  widow,"  said  the  blind  man,  calmly;  "only 
.     found.    Shidl  I  oaU  him  ?  " 

Not  for  the  world,"  she  answered,  witli  a  shudder. 

"Very  good,"  he  replied,  crossing  his  logs  again,  for  he 
had  made  as  though  he  would  rise  and  walk  to  the  door. 
'*  As  you  please,  widow.  His  presence  is  not  necessary  that 
I  know  of.  But  both  he  and  I  must  live  ;  to  live,  we  must 
eat  and  drink ;  to  eat  and  drmk,  we  must  have  mon^ : — 
I  say  no  more." 

**  Do  you  know  how  pinched  and  destitute  I  am  ? she 
retorted.  I  do  not  think  you  do,  oar  eaa.  If  you  had  eyes^ 
and  oduld  look  around  you  on  this  poor  place,  you  would  lum 
pity  on  me.  Oh  !  let  your  heart  he  softened  by  your  own 
affliction,  friend,  and  have  some  sympathy  with  mine." 

The  blind  man  snapped  Ins  fingers  as  he  answered : 

" — ^Beside  the  qnestum,  ma'am,  beside  ihe  question.  I 
hare  the  softest  heart  in  the  world,  but  I  oan't  Hve  upon  it. 
Many  a  gentleman  Ixres  w«U  upon  a  soft  head,  who  would 
find  a  heart  of  the  same  quality  a  ymy  great  drawback. 
Listen  to  me.  This  is  a  matftar  of  businMs>  witii  which 
sympathies  and  senthnents  have  nothing  to  do.  As  a  mutual 
friend,  I  wish  to  arrange  it  in  a  aatiB&ctory  manner,  if  pos- 
sible ;  and  thus  the  case  stands. — ^If  you  are  Tery  poor  now, 
it's  your  own  choice.  You  have  friends  who,  in  case  of 
need,  are  always  ready  to  help  you.  My  friend  is  in  a  more 
destitute  and  desolate  situation  than  most  men,  and  you  and 
he  being  linked  together  in  a  common  cause,  he  naturally 
looks  to  you  to  assist  him.  He  has  boarded  and  lodged  with 
me  a  long  time  (for  as  I  said  just  now,  I  am  very  soft-hearted), 
and  I  quite  approve  of  his  entertaining  this  opinion.  You 
have  always  had  a  roof  over  your  head ;  he  has  always  been 
an  outcast.  You  have  your  son  to  comfort  and  assist  you ; 
he  has  nobody  at  all.  The  advantages  must  not  be  all  one 
side.  You  are  in  the  same  boat,  and  we  must  divide  the 
ballast  a  little  more  equally.'' 

Slio  was  about  to  speak,  iMt  he  checked  her,  and  went  on. 

**  The  only  way  of  doing  this,  is  by  making  up  a  little  purse 
now  and  then  Ibr  my  M^d ;  and  that 's  what  I  advise.  He 
bears  you  no  malioe  ihat  I  Imow  of,  ma'am ;  so  little,  that 
although  you  have  treated  him  harshly  moie  llian  once,  and 
driyen  him,  I  may  say,  out  of  doors,  he  has  that  regard  for 
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yoa  thai  I  bdieTe,  eren  if  you  disappointed  him  vmr,  he 
would  oonsent  to  take  charge  of  your  mm,  aaid  to  make  a  man 
of  him." 

He  laid  a  great  stress  on  these  latter  words,  and  paused  as 
if  to  find  out  what  effect  they  had  produced.  She  only 
answered  by  her  tears. 

"lie  is  a  likely  lad,"  said  the  blind  man,  thoughtfully, 
'*  for  many  purposes,  and  not  iU-dieposed  to  try  liis  fortune  in 
a  little  change  and  bustle,  if  I  may  judge  from  what  I  heard 
of  his  talk  with  you  to-night. — Come.  In  a  word,  my  friend 
has  pressing  necessity  for  twenty  pounds.  You,  who  can  give 
up  an  annuity',  can  get  that  sum  for  him.  It 's  a  pity  you 
should  be  troubled.  You  seem  very  comfortable  here,  and 
it  'a  worth  that  much  to  remain  ao.  Twenty  pounds,  widow, 
is  a  moderate  demand.  You  know  where  to  app^  iar  it;  a 
post  will  bring  it  you. — Twenty  pounds ! " 

She  was  about  to  anawer  him  again,  but  i(gain  he  atopped 
her. 

**Jkm*i  aay  myHhang  haatilj;  jou  mi^  be  aotzy  for  it. 
Tliink  of  it  a  littib  while.  Tweutgr  ponnda— of  oUier  people'e 
mooegr — how  easy !  Tiun  it  ov^  in  your  mind.  I 'm  in  no 
huixy.  Night  'a  coming  on,  and  if  I  don't  .aleep  here,  I  ahall 
not  go  fSir.  Twenty  pounda!  Oonaider  of  it,  ma'am,  for 
twenty  minutes;  give  each  pound  a  minute;  .that 'a  a  &ir 
aUowanoe.  I  'U  enjoy  the  air  the  while,  whioli  ia  my  mild 
and  pleasant  In  these  parts." 

With  these  words,  he  groped  his  way  to  the  door,  carrying 
his  chfidr  with  him.  Then  seating  himself,  under  a  spreading 
honeysuckle,  and  stretching  his  legs  across  the  threshold  so 
that  no  person  could  pass  in  or  out  without  his  knowledge,  he 
took  from  his  pocket  a  pipe,  flint,  steel,  and  tinder-box,  and 
began  to  smoke.  It  was  a  lovely  evening,  of  that  gentle  kind, 
and  at  that  time  of  year,  when  the  twilight  is  most  beautiftd. 
Pausing  now  and  then  to  let  his  smoke  curl  slowly  off,  and  to 
aniif  the  grateful  fragrance  of  the  flowera,  he  sat  there  at  his 
ease — as  though  the  cottage  were  his  proper  dwelling,  and  he 
had  held  undisputed  possession  of  it  all  hia  lifb— waiting  for 
the  widoVa  anawer  and  for  Bamaby'a  return. 
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CHAPTER  XLYL 

When  Bamaby  returned  with  the  bread,  the  sight  of  the 
pious  old  pilgrim  smoking  his  pipe  and  making  himself  so 
thoroughly  at  home,  appeared  to  surprise  eveu  him ;  the  more 
80,  as  that  worthy  person,  instead  of  putting  up  the  loaf  in 
his  wallet  as  a  scarce  and  precious  article,  tossed  it  careLessly 
on  the  table,  and  producing  hia  botUe,  bade  him  sit  down  and 
drink. 

For  I  oany  flome  oom&rt  you  see,"  he  said.  "  Taste  that. 
Is  it  good?" 

The  water  stood  in  Bamaby's  eyes  as  he  oonghed  from  the 
strength  of  the  draught,  and  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

''Brink  some  mate"  said  the  blind  man;  ''don't  be  afraid 
of  it.    Tou  don't  taste  anything  like  that, ^often,  eh 

"  Often  ! "  cried  Bamal^.    "  Never !  *' 

'*  Too  poor  ?  "  returned  the  blind  man  with  a  sigh.  "  Ay. 
That  'a  bad.  Your  mother,  poor  soul,  would  be  happier  if  she 
was  richer,  Bamaby." 

"  Why,  so  I  teR  her — the  very  thing  I  told  her  just  before 
you  came  to-night,  when  all  that  gold  was  in  the  sky,"  said 
Bamaby,  drawing  his  chair  nearer  to  him,  and  looking  eagerly 
in  his  face.  Tell  me.  Is  there  any  way  of  being  rich,  that 
I  could  find  out  ?  " 

"  Any  way  !    A  hundred  ways." 

"  Ay,  ay  ?  "  he  returned.  **  Do  you  say  so  ?  What  are 
they? — ^Nay,  mother,  it's  for  your  sake  I  ask;  not  mine; — 
for  yours,  indeed.    What  are  tiiey  ?  " 

The  blind  man  turned  his  isuoe,  on  which  tiiere  was  a  smile 
of  triumph,  to  where  the  widow  stood  in  great  distress ;  and 
answered, 

"Why,  they  axe  not  to  be  finmd  out  by  stay-at-homes,  my 
good  friend." 

"  By  stay-at-homes!"  cried  Bamaby,  plucking  at  his  sleofe. 
"But  I  am  not  one.   NoW|  Ihere  you  mistake.   I  am  ofton 
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out  "before  the  sun,  and  travel  liome  when  he  has  gone  to  rest. 
I  am  away  in  the  woods  before  the  day  has  reached  the  shady 
places,  and  am  often  there  when  the  bright  moon  is  peeping 
through  the  boughs,  and  looking  down  upon  the  other  moon 
that  lives  in  water.  As  I  walk  along,  I  try  to  find,  among 
the  grass  and  moss,  some  of  that  small  money  for  which  she 
works  so  hard  and  used  to  shed  so  many  tears.  As  I  lie 
a.sleep  in  the  shade,  I  dream  of  it — dream  of  digging  it  up  in 
heaps  ;  and  spying  it  out,  hidden  under  bushes ;  and  seeing  it 
sparkle,  as  the  dew-drops  do,  among  the  leaves.  But  I  never 
find  it  Tell  me  where  it  is.  I 'd  go  there,  if  the  journey 
"were  a  whole  year  long,  because  I  know  she  would  be  happier 
when  I  came  home  and  brought  some  with  me.  Speak  again. 
I  '11  listen  to  you  if  you  talk  all  night." 

The  blind  man  passed  his  hand  lightly  oiver  the  poor 
fellow's  face,  and  finding  that  his  elbows  were  planted  on  ^ke 
table,  that  his  ohin  rested  on  his  two  hands,  that  he  leaned 
eageiily  ibrward,  and  that  his  whole  manner  expressed  tiie 
utmost  interest  and  anxiety,  paused  ibr  a  minute  as  though 
he  desired  the  widow  to  observe  this  fiiUy,  and  then  made 
answer: 

*'  It 's  in  the  world,  bold  Bamaby,  the  meny  world ;  not 
in  solitary  places  like  those  you  pass  your  time  in,  but  in 
crowds,  and  where  there 's  noise  and  rattle." 

Good !  good  !  '*  cried  Bamaby,  rubbing  his  hands. 
"Yes!  I  love  that.  Grip  loves  it  too.  It  suits  us  both. 
That 's  brave !  " 

**  — ^The  kind  of  places,"  said  the  blind  man,  "  that  a  young 
fellow  likes,  and  in  which  a  good  son  may  do  more  for  his 
mother,  and  himself  to  boot,  in  a  month,  than  he  could  here 
in  all  his  life — tliat  is,  if  he  had  a  Mend,  you  know,  and 
some  one  to  advise  with." 

"  You  hear  this,  mother?"  cried  Bamaby,  turning  to  her 
with  delight.  Never  tell  me  we  shouldn't  heed  it,  if  it  lay 
shining  at  our  feet.  Why  do  we  heed  it  so  much  now  ? 
Why  do  you  toil  from  morning  until  night  ?  " 

**  Surely,"  said  the  blind  man,  "  surely.  Have  you  no 
answer,  widow?  Is  your  mind,"  he  slowly  added,  "  not  made 
tq?yet?" 

"  Let  me  epeak  with  you,"  she  answered,  "  apart." 
*'  Lay  your  hand  jupon  my  sleeve,"  said  Stagg,  rising  from 
tilie  table;  "and  lead  me  where  you  wilL   Courage,  bold 
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Bamaby.  We  'U  talk  more  of  this :  I 've  a  fancy  for  yon* 
Wait  there  till  I  come  back.    Now,  widow." 

She  led  him  out  at  the  door,  mi  into  the  little  gaiden, 
where  they  stopped. 

"Ton  are  a  fit  agents"  she  saidy  in  a  half  breathless 
manner,  ^'and  well  xepresent  the  man  ndio  settt  yoa  heare/' 

1 tell  him  that  yotf  said  so/' Stagg  letorted.  ''Hehas 
a  regard  Ibr  yon,  and  will  respect  me  the  more  (if  possible)  for 
your  praise.    We  mnst  have  our  rights,  widow.'* 

''Bights!   Do  you  know,"  she  said,  "that  a  woxd  horn 

t9 


"Why  do  yon  stop?"  riBtamed  the  blind  man  calmly, 
after  a  long  pause.  "  Do  I  know  that  a  word  from  you  would 
place  my  friend  in  the  last  position  of  tlie  dance  of  life  ?  Yes, 
I  do.    What  of  that  ?    It  will  never  be  spoken,  widow." 

"  You  are  sure  of  that  ?  " 

'*  Quite — so  sure,  that  I  don't  come  here  to  discuss  the 
question.  I  say  we  must  have  our  rights,  or  we  must  l>o 
bought  oflP.  Keep  to  that  point,  or  let  me  return  to  my  youn^ 
friend,  for  I  have  an  interest  in  the  lad,  and  desire  to  put  him 
in  the  way  of  making  liis  fortune.  Bah !  you  needn't  speak," 
he  added  hastily ;  ^*  1  know  what  you  would  say :  you  have 
hinted  at  it  once  already.  Have  I  no  feeling  for  you,  becanse 
I  am  blind  ?  No,  I  have  not.  Why  do  you  expciit  me,  being 
in  darkness,  to  be  better  than  men  who  hare  their  sight — ^why 
should  you?  Is  the  hand  of  Heafen  more  manifest  in  my 
haying  no  eyes,  than  in  yoor  having  two?  It's  the  eaiit  ci 
you  li^ks  to  he  horrified  d  a  blind  man  robs,  or  1^  or  steals ; 
oh  yes,  it 's  fiir  woise  in  him,  who  can  bar^  Hto  on  the  ibw 
hal^enoe  that  are  tiirown  to  him  in  streets^  iiian  in  yon, 
who  ean  see^  and  work,  and  are  not  dependent  on  the  merdes 
of  the  world.  A  onrse  on  you !  Ton  who  have  five  senses 
may.  be  Wieked  at  your  pleasure ;  we  who  haye  four,  and  want 
the  most  important,  are  to  live  and  be  morid  on  our  affliction. 
The  true  chariiy  and  justice  of  rich  to  poor,  all  the  world 


over ! 


He  paused  a  moment  when  he  had  said  these  words,  and 
caught  the  soimd  of  money,  jingling  in  her  hand. 

Well?"  he  cried,  quickly  resuming  his  former  manner. 
"  That  should  lead  to  something.    The  ^wint,  widow  ?  " 

'*  First  answer  me  one  question,"  she  replied.  **  You  aay 
he  is  close  at  hand.    Has  he  left  London?  " 
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**  Being  close  at  Land,  widow,  it  would  seem,  lie  lias,"  re- 
turned the  blind  man. 

I  mean  for  good  ?    You  know  that." 

"  Yes,  for  good.  The  truth  is,  widow,  tliat  his  making  a 
longer  stay  there  might  have  had  disagreeable  consequ^ences. 
He  has  come  awav  for  that  reason." 

*^  Listen,"  said  the  widow,  telling  some  money  out,  upon  a 
bench  beside  them.  Count." 

Six,"  said  the  bliiul  man,  listening  attentLyely*  ''Any 
more  ?  " 

**  They  are  tbe  saTings  "  sbe  answered   of  five  3reaxs«  Six 

guineas." 

He  put  out  his  hand  for  one  of  the  coins ;  Mt  it  care^illyy 
put  it  between  his  teeth,  rung  it  on  the  beneh;  and  nodded  to 
her  to  proceed. 

*'  These  have  been  scraped  togeilier  and  laid  by,  lest  siok- 
aesB  or  death  should  separate  my  son  and  me*  They  have 
been  purchased  at  the  price  of  much  hunger,  hard  labour,^ 
and  want  o£  rest  if  you  eon  take  them— do — on  condition 
that  you  leave  this  place  upon  the  instant,  and  enter  no 
more  into  that  room,  where  he  sits  now,  expecting  your 
return." 

**  Six  guineas,"  said  the  blind  man,  shaking  his  head, 
"  though  of  the  fullest  weight  that  were  ever  coined,  fall  very 
£ar  short  of  twenty  pounds,  widow." 

"  For  such  a  sum,  as  you  know,  I  must  write  to  a  distant 
part  of  the  country.  To  do  that,  and  receive  an  answer,  I 
must  have  time." 

Two  days  "  said  Stagg. 

"  More." 

"  Four  days  ?  " 
A  week.    Return  on  this  day  week,  at  the  same  hour, 
but  not  to  the  house.    Wait  at  tbe  coiner  of  the  lane." 

**  Of  course,"  said  the  blind  man,  with  a  erafiy  look,  I 
shall  £nd  you  there  ?  " 

"Where  else  can  I  take  refoge?  Is  it  not  enough  that  you 
have  made  a  beggar  of  me^  imd  that  I  have  sacrificed  my 
whole  store,  so  hardly  earned,  to  preserve  this  home  f  " 

**  Humph ! "  said  the  blind  man,  after  some  oousideratian. 
"  Set  me  wiib  my  &oe  towards  the  point  you  speak  O!^  and  in 
the  middle  of  the  road.    Is  this  the  spot  ?  " 

"  It  is." 
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'*  On  this  day  week  at  sunset.  And  think  of  him  within 
doors. — For  the  present,  good  night." 

She  made  him  no  answer,  nor  did  he  stop  for  any.  He 
went  slowly  away,  turning  his  head  from  time  to  time,  and 
stopping  to  listen,  aa  if  he  were  curious  to  know  whether  he 
was  watched  by  any  one.  The  shadows  of  night  were  dosiiig 
fast  aronndy  and  he  was  soon  lost  in  the  gloom.  It  was  not, 
Jiowem,  imtil  she  had  trayersed  the  lane  from  end  to  end, 
and  made  sure  that  he  was  gone,  that  she  re-entered  the 
oottage,  and  hurriedly  barred  the  door  and  window.  ! 

"Mother!"  said Bamabj.  ''mat  is  the  matter?  WherW 
is  tiie  blind  man  ?  " 
He  is  gone." 

"  Gone ! "  he  cried,  steting  up.  **  I  must  haTe  more  talk 
irith  bim.    Wbidi  way  did  be  take  f  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  she  answered,  folding  her  arms  about  him. 
You  must  not  go  out  to-night.  There  are  ghosts  and  dieams 
abroad." 

Ay  ?  "  said  Bamaby,  in  a  frightened  whisper. 
"It  is  not  safe  to  stir.    We  must  leave  this  place  to> 
morrow." 

.  **  This  place !  This  cottage — and  the  little  garden,  mother ! " 
Yes  !  To-morrow  morning  at  sunrise.  We  must  travel 
to  London ;  lose  ourselves  in  that  wide  place — there  would  be 
some  trace  of  us  in  any  other  town — ^thcoi  travel  on  again^  and 
find  some  new  abode." 

Little  persuasion  was  required  to  reconcile  Bamaby  to  any- 
thing that  promised  dUknge.  In  another  minute,  he  was  wild 
with  delight ;  in  another,  full  of  grief  at  the  prospect  of  part- 
ing with  his  friends  the  dogsf  in  another,  wild  again;  tlien 
be  was  i&Keial  of  what  she  bad  said  to  prevent  bis  wandering 
abroad  that  nighty  and  fhU  of  terrors  and  strange  questions. 
His  lightheartodness  in  the  end  surmounted  all  bis  other 
feelings,  and  lying  down  in  bis  clothes  to  the  end  that  he 
might  be  ready  on  the  mozxow,  be  soon  fiall  fjeurt  asleep  before 
the  poor  turf  fire. 

His  mother  did  not  close  her  eyes,  but  sat  beside  him, 
watching.  Every  breath  of  wind  sounded  in  her  ears  like 
that  dreaded  footstep  at  the  door,  or  like  that  hand  upon  the 
latch,  and  made  the  calm  summer  night,  a  night  of  horror. 
At  length  the  welcome  day  appeared.  W^en  slie  had  made 
the  htde  preparations  which  were  needful  for  their  journey. 
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and  had  prayed  upon  her  knees  with  many  tears,  she  roused 
JBamaby,  who  jumped  up  gaily  at  her  summons. 

His  clothes  were  few  enough,  and  to  carry  Grip  was  a 
labour  of  love.  As  the  sun  shed  his  earliest  beams  upon  the 
earth,  they  closed  the  door  of  their  deserted  home,  and  turned 
away.  The  sky  was  blue  and  bright.  The  air  was  &eah  and 
£lled  with  a  thousand  perfumeB.  Bamaby  looked  upward, 
and  laughed  with  all  his  heart. 

But  it  was  a  day  lie  uanaUy  devoted  to  a  long  xamble,  and 
one  of  iSb»  dogs — the  ugliest  of  them  aU— came  bounding  up, 
and  jumping  round  him  in  the  fulness  of  his  joy.  He  had  to 
bid  him  go  back  in  a  suily  tone,  and  his  heart  smote  him 
while  ha  did  so.  Hie  dog  retreated;  turned  with  a  half- 
incredulous,  half-imploring  look;  oame  a  litde  back;  and 
stopped. 

It  was  the  last  appeal  of  an  old  companion  and  a  faithfiil 
friend — cast  off.  Barnaby  could  bear  no  more,  and  as  he 
shook  his  head  and  waved  his  playmate  home,  he  burst  into 
tears. 

**  Oh  mother,  mother,  how  mournful  he  will  be  when  he 
scratches  at  the  door,  and  finds  it  always  shut ! " 

There  was  such  a  sense  of  home  in  the  thought,  that  though 
her  own  eyes  overflowed  she  would  not  havo  obliterated  the 
recollection  of  it,  either  from  her  own  mind  or  from,  his,  for 
the  wealth  of  the  whole  wide  world. 
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CHAPTER  XLYII. 


In  tHe  ezhaustleBS  catalogue  of  Heavea's  memAes  to  man- 
land,  the  power  we  liave  of  findmg  some  gemiB  of  oomlbyt  in 
the  hardest  trials  must  ever  occupy  the  foremost  place;  not 
only  because  it  supports  and  upholds  us  when  we  most  xeqmxe 
to  he  sustained,  but  because  in  this  source  of  consolation  thieve 
*  is  something,  we  have  reason  to  believe,  ci  the  divine  spoilt ; 
something  of  that  goodness  whiieh  detects  amidst  our  own  evil 
doings,  a  redeeming  quality;  something  which,  even  in  our 
Hyien  nature,  we  possess  in  common  with  the  angels ;  which 
had  its  being  in  the  old  time  when  they  trod  the  earth,  and 
lingers  on  it  yet,  in  pity. 

How  often,  on  their  journey,  did  the  widow  remember  with 
a  grateful  heart,  that  out  of  his  deprivation  Baruaby's  cheer- 
fulness and  affection  sprung !  How  often  did  she  call  to  mind 
that  but  for  that,  he  might  have  been  sullen,  morose,  unkind, 
far  removed  from  lier — vicious,  perhaps,  and  cruel !  How 
often  had  she  cause  for  comfort,  in  his  strength,  and  hope, 
and  in  his  simple  nature !  Those  feeble  powers  of  mind  which 
rendered  him  so  soon  Ibxgetful  of  the  past,  save  in  brief 
gleams  and  flashes, — even  they  ware  a  comfort  now.  The 
world  to  him  was  full  of  happiness ;  in  every  tree,  and  plant, 
and  flower,  in  eveiy  bird,  and  beast,  and  tiny  insect  whom  a 
breath  of  summer  wind  laid  low  upon  the  ground,  he  had 
delight.  His  delight  was  hers ;  and  where  many  a  wise  sen 
would  have  made  her  sorrowful,  this  poor  light-hearted  idiot 
flUed  her  breast  with  thankfblness  and  love. 

Their  stock  of  money  was  low,  but  ftoia  the  hoard  she  had 
tdd  into  tibie  blind  man's  hand,  the  widow  had  withheld  one 
guinea.  Iliis,  with  the  few  pence  she  possessed  besides,  was 
to  two  persons  of  their  frugal  habits,  a  goodly  sum  in  bank. 
Moreover  they  had  Grip  in  company ;  and  when  they  must 
otherwise  have  changed  the  guinea,  it  was  but  to  make  him 
exhibit  outside  an  alehouse  door,  or  in  a  village  street^  or  in 
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the  grounds  or  p^ardens  of  a  mansion  of  the  better  sort,  find 
scores,  who  would  have  given  nothing  in  charity,  were  ready 
to  bargain  for  more  amusement  from  the  talking  bird. 

One  day — for  they  moved  slowly,  and,  although  they  had 
many  rides  in  carts  and  waggons,  were  on  the  road  a  week — 
Bamaby  with  Grip  upon  his  shoulder  and  his  mother  following, 
begged  permission  at  a  trim  lodge  to  go  up  to  the  great 
house,  at  the  other  end  of  the  aTeuoe^  and  show  his  saveo. 
The  man  within  was  mdiiied  to  gm  them  admittanoe,  and 
waa  indeed  about  to  do  so,  when  a  stout  gentleman  with  a 
long  whip  in  his  hand,  and  a  flushed  face  which  seemed  to 
indieate  tiiat  he  had  had  his  morning's  draught,  rode  up  to 
the  gate,  and  oaUed  in  a  loud  Toioe  and  with  more  oaths  than 
the  oocasion  seemed  to  waoant  to  ha?e  it  opened  diiedlj. 

''Who  hast  thoa  got  heEie?''  said  the  gentleman  angdfy, 
as  tiie  man  threw  the  gate  wide  open,  and  polled  off  his  hat, 

who  are  iheee?  Eh ?  ar^t  a  beggar,  woman? 

The  widow  anaweved  with  a  eurtsey,  that  thej  were  poor 
traveUera. 

"  Vagrants,"  said  HhB  gentleman,  ''vagrants  and  vagabonds. 
Thee  wish  to  be  made  acquainted  with  the  ca^,  dost  thee 
— the  cage,  the  stocks,  and  the  whipping-post  ?  Where  dost 
come  from  ?  ** 

She  told  him  in  a  timid  manner, — for  he  was  Ycry  loud, 
hoarse,  and  red-faced, — and  besought  him  not  to  be  angry, 
for  they  meant  no  harm  and  would  go  upon  their  way  that 
moment. 

"Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  replied  the  gentleman,  we 
don't  allow  vagrants  to  roam  about  this  place.  I  know  what 
.  thou  want'st — stray  linen  drying  on  hedges,  and  stray 
poultry,  eh  ?    What  hast  got  in  that  basket,  lazy  hound  ?  " 

"  Qnpf  Grip,  Grip — Grip  the  clever,  Grip  the  wicked,  Grip 
the  knowing — Grip,  Grip,  Grip,"  cried  the  raven,  whom 
Bamaby  had  shut  up  on  the  approach  of  this  stem  penonage. 
"  I  *m  a  devil  I 'm  a  devil  I  *m  a  devil,  Never  say  die 
Hurrah  Bow  wow  wow,  Folly  put  the  kettle  on  we  'U  all 
have  tea." 

"Take  the  viimin  out,  aeoondrel,"  said  the  gentleman, 
"  and  let  me  see  him.'* 

Bamaby,  thus  oondesoendingly  addressed,  produced  his  bird, 
bat  not  without  much  &ar  and  trembling,  and  set  him  down 
upon  the  ground;  which  he  had  no  sooner  done  than  Grip 
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diew  fifly  coAb  at  least,  and  iheiiL  b^^aa  to  danoe;  at  tlie 
same  time  eyeing  the  gentleiiiaa  with  auiprising  inBolenoe  of 
maimer,  and  sorewmg  hia  head  ao  mueh  on  one  aide  that  lie 
appeared  desirous  of  aoKewing  it  off  i^on  the  spot. 

The  oork-drawing  seemed  to  make  a  greater  impression  on 
the  gentleman's  mind,  than  the  raven's  power  of  speech,  and 
was  indeed  particularly  adapted  to  his  habits  and  capacity. 
He  desired  to  have  that  done  again,  but  despite  his  being 
very  peremptory,  and  notwithstanding  that  Barnaby  coaxed  to 
the  utmost,  Grip  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  req^uest,  and 
preserved  a  dead  silence. 

"  Bring  him  along,"  said  the  gentleman,  pointing  to  the 
house.  But  Grip,  who  had  watched  the  action,  anticipated 
his  master,  by  hopping  on  before  them  ; — constantly  flapping 
his  wings,  and  screaming  cook ! "  meanwhile,  as  a  hint 
perhaps  that  there  was  company  coming,  and  a  small 
collation  would  be  acceptable. 

Bamabj  and  his  mother  walked  on,  on  either  side  of  the 
gentleman  on  horseback,  who  surveyed  each  of  them  £rom 
time  to  time  in  a  proud  and  coarse  manner,  and  occasionally 
thvndered  out  some  question,  the  tone  of  which  alarmed 
Barnaby  so  much  that  he  could  find  no  aniswer,  and,  as  a 
matter  of  coarse,  could  make  him  no  reply.  On  one  of  these 
ocoasioiis,  when  tiie  gentleman  appeared  disposed  to  ezerciae 
his  horsewhip,  the  ^ddow  ventored  to  infixrm  him  in  a  low 
voice  and  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  that  her  son  was  of  weak 
mind. 

*'  An  idiot,  eh?  "  said  the  gentleman,  looking  at  Barnaby 
aa  he  spoke.    ''And  how  long  hast  been  an  idiot?" 

"  She  knows,"  was  Bamal^s  timid  answer,  pointing  to  his 
mother — "  I — always,  I  believe." 

*'  From  his  birth,"  said  the  widow. 

**  I  don't  believe  it,"  cried  the  gentleman,  "  not  a  bit  of  it. 
It 's  an  excuse  not  to  work.  There 's  nothing  like  flogging 
to  cure  that  disorder.  I  'd  make  a  difference  in  him  in  ten 
minutes,  I  '11  be  boimd." 

"  Heaven  has  made  none  in  more  than  twice  ten  years,  sir," 
said  the  widow  mildly. 

"  Then  why  don't  you  shut  him  up  ?  we  pay  enough  for 
county  institutions,  damn  'em.  But  thou'd  rather  drag  him 
.    about  to  excite  charity — of  course.    Ay,  I  know  thee.'* 

Now  this  gentleman  had  yarious  endearing  appellationB 
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among  his  intimate  friends.  By  some  he  was  called  "  a 
country  frontlenian  of  the  true  school,"  by  some  "  a  fine  old 
country  geutleman,"  by  some  "a  sporting  gentleman,'*  by 
some  a  thorough-bred  Englishman,"  by  some  "  a  genuine 
John  Bull ;  "  but  they  all  agreed  in  one  respect,  and  that  was, 
that  it  was  a  pity  there  were  not  more  like  him,  and  that 
because  there  were  not,  the  country  was  going  to  rack  and 
ruin  every  day.  He  was  in  the  commission  of  the  peaoe,  and 
could  write  Mb  name  almost  legibly ;  but  his  greatest  quali* 
fications  were,  that  he  was  more  severe  with  poachers,  was  a 
better  shot,  a  harder  rider,  had  better  horses,  kept  better  dogs, 
could  eat  more  solid  food,  drink  more  strong  wiii^,  go  to  bed 
every  night  more  drunk  and  get  up  eveiy  morning  more 
sobc^,  than  any  man  in  the  oonnty.  In  knowledge  *  of  horae- 
flesih  he  was  almost  equal  to  a  ieanet,  in  stable  leaniing  be 
surpassed  bis  own  bead  groom,  and  in  g^ttony  not  a  pig  on 
bis  estate  was  a  match  for  him.  He  bad  no  seat  in  Parliameat 
himself,  but  be  was  extremely  patriotic,  and  usually  drove  bis 
voters  up  to  the  poll  wxtb  bis  own  bands.  He  was  waimljr 
attached  to  ehuicb  and  state,  and  never  appointed  to  the 
living  in  bis  gift  any  but  a  Unee-botde  man  and  a  first-rate 
fox-himter.  He  mistrusted  the  honesty  of  all  poor  people  who 
could  read  and  write,  and  had  a  secret  jealousy  of  his  own 
wife  (a  young  lady  whom  lie  Lad  married  for  what  his  friends 
called  "the  good  old  English  reason,"  that  her  father's  property 
adjoined  his  own)  for  possessing  those  accomplishments  in  a 
greater  degree  than  himself.  In  short,  Bamaby  being  an 
idiot,  and  Grip  a  creature  of  mere  brute  instinct,  it  would  be 
very  hard  to  say  what  this  gentleman  was. 

He  rode  up  to  the  door  of  a  handsome  house  approached  by 
a  great  flight  of  steps,  where  a  man  was  waiting  to  take  his 
horse,  and  led  the  way  into  a  large  hall,  which,  spacious  as  it 
was,  was  tainted  with  the  fumes  of  last  night's  stale  debauch. 
Qreat-ooats,  riding- whips,  bridles,  top-boots,  spurs,  and  such 
gear,  were  strewn  about  on  all  sides,  and  formed,  witb.  some 
buge  stags'  antlers,  and  a  £bw  portraits  of  dogs  and  boroes,  its 
principal  embellishments. 

Throwing  himself  into  a  great  chair  (in  which,  hy  the  bye, 
be  often  snored  away  the  night,  when  be  bad  been,  accordhig 
to  bis  admirers^  a  finer  country  genilem«a  Haek  usual)  be  * 
bade  the  man  tdl  bis  mistress  to  come  doWn:^end  presently 
there  appeared,  a  little  fluxiied,  as  it  seemed^bj  the  unwonted 
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'iBmnmoiiSy  a  lafy  muoh  younger  than  himnftlf,  who  had  Ihe 
appeaiaim  of  being  in  ^telkate  liealih,  and  not  too  happy. 
Here  1   Tlioii  'rt  no  delight  in  following  the  hoonds  as  an 

Englishwoman  should  haye,"  said  the  gentleman.  See  to 
this  here.    That  '11  please  thee  perhapB." 

The  lady  smiled,  sat  down  at  a  little  distance  from  him, 
and  glanced  at  Barnaby  with  a  look  of  pity. 

.  *'He  's  an  idiot,  the  woman  says,"  observed  the  gentleman, 
shaking  his  head ;  **  I  don't  believe  it.*' 

"Are  you  his  mother?"  asked  the  lady. 

She  answered  yes. 

"^Miat's  the  use  of  asking  her^^  said  the  gentleman, 
thrusting  his  hands  into  his  breeches  pockets.  "  She  '11  tell 
thee  so,  of  course.  Most  likely  he 's  hired,  at  so  much  a^day. 
There.    Get  on.    Make  him  do  something." 

(hip  having  by  this  time  recevered  his  urbanity,  conda- 
Boended,  at  Bamah/s  solicitatuHiy  to  repeat  his  yarions 
phnuaes  of  speech,  and  to  go  throogh  the  whole  of  his 
peirfiKimanees  with  the  utmost  suiooesB.  The  corks,  and  the 
never  say  die,  afibrded  the  gentleman  so  much  delight  that  he 
demanded  the  repetition  of  this  part  of  the  entertaimnfint^ 
until  Grip  got  into  his  basket,  and  positively  lefiised  to  sa^ 
anolhar  word,  good  or  bad.  The  lady  too,  was 
with  him;  and  tiie  dosing  point  of  Ms  ohstinaey  so  delighted 
her  hnshand  tibat  he  bmt  into  a  roar  of  janghter,  and 
demanded  his  puioa. 

Bamaby  looked  as  ISumgh  ha  didn't  understand  his 
meaning.   Probably  he  did  not 

His  price,"  said  the  gentleman,  ratiling  the  money  in  his 
pooiketB,    what  dost  want  fbr  him ?   How  mnoh ?** 

**He'«  not  to  be  sold,"  replied  Bamaby,  shutting  up  the 
basket  in  a  great  hurry,  and  throwing  ^e  stiiLp  over  his 
shoulder.    "  Mother,  come  away." 

"  Thou  seest  how  much  of  an  idiot  he  is,  book-leamer," 
said  the  gentleman,  looking  scornfully  at  his  wife.  "  He  can 
make  a  bargain.    What  dost  want  for  him,  old  woman?" 

"He  is  my  son's  constant  companion,"  said  the  widow. 

He  is  not  to  be  sold,  sir,  indeed." 

**Not  to  bo  sold !"  cried  the  gentleman,  growing  ten  times 
redder,  lioarser,  and  louder  than  before.    "  Not  to  be  sold ! " 

Indeed  no,"  she  answered.  "  We  have  never  thought  of 
parting  with  him,  sir,  I  do  assure  you." 
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Hd  was  efvidenily  abomt  to  make  a  ^ery  passioiiate  letott, 
when  a  few  mumiired  words  from  hie  wfib  bsppemng  to 

catch  his  ear,  he  turned  sharply  raund,  and  aaid,  ''Eh? 

What?'* 

"We  can  hardly  expect  them  to  soil  the  bird,  against  • 
their  own  desire,"  she  faltered.    "If  they  prefer  to  keep  . 
him  "  '.V 

"  Prefer  to  keep  him!"  he  echoed.  "  These  people,  who 
go  tramping  al»out  the  coiintiy,  a  pilfering  and  vagabondising 
on  all  hands,  prefer  to  keep  a  bird,  when  a  landed  proprietor 
and  a  justice  asks  his  price !  That  old  woman 's  been  to 
school.  I  know  she  has.  Don't  tell  me  no,"  he  xoared  to 
the  widow,  "  I  say,  yes.** 

Bamaby's  mother  pleaded  goiU^  to  the  accusation,  and 
hoped  there  was  no  harm  in  it. 

"No  harm!"  said  the  gentleman.  "No.  No  harm. 
No  harm,  ye  old  rebel,  not  a  bit  of  harm.  If  my  clerk  was 
bare,  I  *d  set  ye  in  the  stocks,  I  would,  or  lay  ye  in  jail  £6r 
prowling  up  and  down,  on  the  lo^-out  for  petty  laxoenies,  ye 
limb  of  a  gipsy.  Heze,  Simon,  put  these  pilferers  oat»  shove 
'em  into  the  load,  out  with  *em !  Ye  don't  want  to  sell  the 
blxd,  ye  that  oome  here  to  beg,  don't  ye?  If  they  an't  out  in 
doubleHiuiek,  set  liie  dogs  upon 'e^ 

They  waited  for  no  fbiiher  dismisHBl,  but  fled  precipitately, 
leaving  the  gentleman  to  storm  away  by  himself  (for  the  poor 
lufy  luid  already  retreated),  and  maldng  a  great  many  vain 
attempts  to  sOsnoe  Grip,  wbo,  excdted  by  the  noise,  drew 
oorlcs  enough  Hsr  a  city  ftast  as  thsj  hurried  down  tiie 
avenue,  and  appeared  to  congratulate  himself  beyond  measure 
on  having  been  the  cause  of  the  disturbance.  When  they 
had  nearly  reached  the  lodge,  another  servant,  emerging  from 
the  shrubbery,  feigned  to  be  very  active  in  ordering  them  off, 
but  this  man  put  a  ctowti  into  the  widow's  hand,  and 
whispering  that  his  lady  sent  it,  thrust  them  gently  from  the 
gate.  ^ 

This  incident  only  suggested  to  the  widow's  mind,  when 
they  halted  at  an  alehouse  some  miles  further  on,  and  heard 
the  justice's  character  as  given  by  his  friends,  that  perhaps 
something  more  than  capacity  of  stomach  and  tastes  for  the 
kennel  and  the  stable,  were  required  to  form  either  a  perfect 
coimtry  gentleman,  a  thorough-bred  Englishman,  or  a  genuine 
JcHm  Bull;  and  that  possibly  the  terms  were  sometimes 


Digitized  by  G 


884 


BAUfABT  BUDGS. 


miftappropriaied,  not  to  say  disgraoecL  She  Htlile  thon^^ 
then,  that  a  GizoaniBtaiioe  so  aliglit  would  ever  influenoe  their 
faixm  totunes;  but  time  and  e^perienoe  enlightened  her  in 
this  respect. 

**  Mother,"  said  Bamaby,  as  they  were  sittings  next  day  in 
a  waggon  which  was  to  take  them  to  within  ten  miles  of  the 
capital,  "we're  going  to  Loudou  first,  you  said.  Shall  we 
see  that  blind  man  there?** 

She  was  about  to  answer  ''Heaven  forbid!"  but  checked 
herself,  and  told  him  No,  she  thought  not ;  why  did  he  ask  ? 

"  He 's  a  wise  man,"  said  Bamaby,  with  a  thoughtful 
countenance.  "  I  wish  that  we  may  meet  with  him  again. 
What  was  it  that  he  said  of  crowds  ?  That  gold  was  to  be 
found  where  people  crowded,  and  not  among  the  trees  and  in 
such  quiet  places  ?  He  spoke  as  if  he  loved  it ;  London  ia  a 
crowded  place ;  I  think  we  shall  meet  him  there." 

"  But  why  do  you  desire  to  see  him,  love  ?"  she  asked. 

''Because,"  said  Bamaby,  looking  wistAilly  at  her,  ''he 
talked  to  me  about  gold,  which  is  a  xaze  thing,  and  say  what 
you  will,  a  thing  you  would  like  to  have,  I  know.  And 
beoanae  he  came  and  went  away  so  strangely — just  as  white- 
headed  old  men  come  sometimes  to  my  bed's  foot  in  the  nighty 
and  say  what  I  can't  remember  when  the  bright  day  letnnia. 
He  told  me  he 'd  oome  back.  I  wonder  why  he  btoke  his 
word!" 

"  But  you  never  thought  of  being  rich  or  gay,  before,  dear 
Bamaby.    You  have  always  been  contented." 

He  laughed  and  bade  her  say  that  again,  then  cried,  "  Ay 
ay — oh  yes,"  and  laughed  once  more.  Then  something: 
passed  that  caught  his  fancy,  and  the  topic  wandered  from 
his  mind,  and  was  succeeded  by  another  just  as  fleeting. 

But  it  was  plain  from  what  he  had  said,  and  from  his 
returning  to  tlie  point  more  than  once  that  day,  and  on  the 
next,  that  tlie  blind  man's  visit,  and  indeed  his  words,  had 
taken  strong^  possession  of  his  mind.  Whether  tlie  idea  of 
wealth  had  occurred  to  him  for  the  first  time  on  looking  at 
the  golden  clouds  that  evening — and  images  were  often  pro> 
sented  to  his  thoughts  by  outward  objects  qiute  as  remote  and 
distant ;  or  whether  their  poor  and  humble  way  of  life  had 
suggested  it,  by  conbeas^  hmg  ago ;  or  whether  the  aoeidBat 
(as  he  would  deem  it)  of  the  blind  man's  pursumg  the  cuzxent 
of  his  own  remarks,  had  done  so  at  the  moment;  or  he  had 
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been  impressed  by  Hie  mere  ciicamstanoe  of  the  man  being 
blind,  and,  tberefbro,  unlike  any  one  with  whom  be  bad 
talked  before  ;  it  was  impossible  to  tell.  She  tried  every 
means  to  discover,  but  in  vain  ;  and  the  probability  is  that 
Bamaby  himself  was  equally  in  the  dark. 

It  filled  her  with  uneasiness  to  find  him  liarping  on  this 
string,  but  all  that  she  could  do,  was  to  lead  him  quickly  to 
some  other  subject,  and  to  dismiss  it  from  his  brain.  To 
caution  him  against  their  visitor,  to  show  any  fear  or  suspicion 
in  reference  to  him,  would  only  be,  she  feared,  to  increase 
that  interest  with  which  Bamaby  regarded  him,  and  to 
strengthen  his  desire  to  meet  him  once  again.  She  hoped, 
by  plunging  into  the  crowd,  to  rid  herself  of  her  terrible 
pursuer,  and  then,  by  journeying  to  a  distance  and  observing 
increased  caution,  if  t^utt  were  possible,  to  live  again  unknown, 
in  secrecy  and  peace. 

They  reached,  in  course  of  time,  tbeir  halting-place  within 
ten  miles  of  London,  and  lay  there  for  the  night,  after 
bargaining  to  be  carried  on  for  a  trifle  next  day,  in  a  light 
van  which  was  retaining  empty,  and  was  to  start  at  five 
o'clock  in  the  morning.  The  dzdver  was  punctual,  the  road 
good — save  for  the  dujBt,  the  weather  being  very  hot  and  dry 
— ^and  at  seven  in  the  forenoon  of  Friday  tiie  second  of  June, 
one  thousand  seven  hundred  and  eighty,  they  alighted  at  the 
foot  of  Westminster  Bridge,  bade  their  conductor  £mwe]l, 
and  stood  alone,  together,  on  ihe  scorching  pavement.  For 
the  fireshness  which  night  sheds  upon  such  busy  thoroughflBies 
had  already  departed,  and  the  sun  was  shining  wilh  un- 
»n  lustre. 


KflJIIIIIKC 


VOU  1.  CO 


Digitized  by  Google 


m  BABNABT  BUDGE. 


CHAPTER  XLVm. 

Uncertain  where  to  go  next,  and  be^^oldered  by  the  crowd 
of  people  who  were  ah*eudy  astir,  they  sat  down  in  one  of  the 
recesses  on  the  bridge,  to  rest.  They  soon  became  aware  that 
the  stream  of  lifb  was  ^dl  ponring  one  way,  and  that  a  vast 
tlirong  of  i)eis()iis  were  crossing  the  river  from  the  jMiddlesex 
to  the  SiuTev  sliore,  in  uniLsual  haste  and  evident  excitement. 
They  were,  for  the  most  part,  in  knots  of  two  or  tliree,  or 
Bometiiiies  half-a-dozen ;  they  sjioke  little  together — many  of 
them  M  ere  quite  silent ;  and  hurried  on  as  if  tliey  had  one 
absorbiug  object  in  view,  which  was  common  to  them  all. 

They  were  surprised  to  see  that  nearly  eveiy  mail  in  this 
great  concourse,  which  still  came  pouring  past,  widumt 
slackening  in  the  least>  wore  in  his  bat  a  blue  cockade ;  and 
that  the  chance  passengm  vbo  were  not  so  decorated, 
appeared  timidly  anxious  to  escape  observation  or  attack,  and 
gaye  them  the  wall  as  if  they  would  conciliate  them.  This, 
however,  was  natural  enongh,  considering  their .  inferiority  in 
point  of  numbers ;  Ibr  the  proportion  of  those  who  wore  blue 
cockades,  to  those  who  were  dressed  as  usual,  was  at  least 
forty  or  fifty  to  one.  There  was  no  quaiielling^  however :  the 
blue  cockades  went  swarming  on,  passing  eadi  oiher  when 
they  could,  and  making  all  the  speed  that  was  possible  in 
such  a  multitude ;  and  exchanged  nothing  more  than  looks, 
and  very  often  not  even  those,  with  such  of  the  passers-by  as 
were  not  of  their  number. 

At  first,  the  current  of  people  had  been  confined  to  the  two 
pathways,  and  but  a  few  more  eager  stragglers  kept  the  road. 
But  after  half  an  hour  or  so,  the  passage  was  completely 
bl^ed  up  by  the  great  press,  which,  being  now  closely 
wedged  together,  and  impeded  by  the  carts  and  coaches  it 
encountered,  moved  but  slowly,  and  was  sometimes  at  a  stand 
for  five  or  ten  minutes  together. 

After  the  lapse  of  nearly  two  hours,  the  nxunbers  began  to 
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diminish  -^-isibly,  and  gradually  dwindling  away,  by  little  and 
littlo,  left  the  bridge  quite  clear,  save  that,  now  and  then, 
some  hot  and  dusty  man  with  the  cockade  in  his  hat,  and  his 
coat  throTMi  over  his  shoulder,  went  panting  by,  fearful  of 
being  too  lato,  or  stopped  to  ask  which  way  his  friends  had 
taken,  and  being  directed,  hastened  on  again  like  one  re- 
freshed. In  this  comparative  solitude,  wliich  seemed  quite 
strange  and  novel  after  the  late  crowd,  the  widow  had  for  the 
first  time  an  opportunity  of  inquixmg  of  an  old  man  who 
came  and  eat  beside  them,  what  iraa  the  meaniiig  of  that 
great  aaeemblage. 

^'Why,  wheie  hove  you  oome  from,"  he  letuzned,  ''that 
you  haven't  heard  of  Lord  George  Qordoii's  great  aflBOcuiti<m  ? 
This  is  the  day  that  he  presentB  the  petitioa  agauut  the 
Catholioe,  God  UeiB  him  r ' 

"What  have  all  these  mea  to  do  with  that?"  she  asked. 

^'What  have  tibej  to  do  with  it ! "  the  old  man  replied. 
**^Whj,  how  yon  talk!  Don't  you  know  lua  loxdahip  has 
declared  he  won't  present  it  to  the  house  at  all,  unless  it  is 
attended  to  the  door  by  forty  thousand  good  and  true  men  at 
least?   There 's  a  crowd  Ibr  you!" 

''A  crowd  indeed!"  said  Bomaby.  '*Do  you  hear  that, 
mother ! " 

"And  they're  mustering  yonder,  as  I  am  told,"  resumed 
the  old  man,  ''nigh  upon  a  hundi'cd  thousand  strong.  Ah! 
Let  Lord  George  alone.  He  knows  his  power.  There'll  be 
a  good  many  faces  inside  them  three  windows  over  there," 
and  he  pointed  to  ^^•llere  the  House  of  Commons  overlooked 
the  river,  that'll  tium  pale  when  good  Lord  George  gets  up 
this  afternoon,  and  with  reason  too  !  Ay,  ay.  I^et  his  lord- 
ship alone.  Let  him  alone.  He  knows !  "  And  so,  with 
much  muTriT)ling  and  chuckling  and  sJiaking  of  his  forefinger, 
he  rose,  with  the  assistance  of  his  stick,  and  tottered  off. 

Mother !  "  said  Bamaby,  that 's  a  brave  crowd  iie  talks 
of.    Come ! " 

"  Not  to  join  it !  "  cried  his  mother. 

Yes,  yes,"  he  answered,  phicking  at  her  sleeve.  Why 
not?  Come!" 

"  You  don^t  know,"  she  urged,  "  what  mischief  they  may 
do,  where  they  may  lead  you,  what  their  meaning  is.  Dear 
Baznahy,  Ibr  my  sake—" 

For  your  sake !*' he  cried,  patting  her  hand.  ''Well!  It 
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w  for  your  sake,  mother.  You  remember  what  the  blind  man 
said,  alxnit  tlie  gold.  Here 's  a  brave  crowd !  Come  !  Op 
wait  till  I  come  back — yes,  yes,  wait  here." 

She  tried  with,  all  the  earnestness  her  fears  engendered,  to 
turn  him  from  his  purpose,  but  in  vain.  He  was  stooping 
down  to  buckle  on  his  shoe,  when  a  hackney-coach  passed 
them  ratiher  quickly,  and  a  yoioe  inside  called  to  the  dnver  to 
stop. 

Young  man,"  said  a  voice  within. 

Who  *8  that  ?  "  cried  Bainaby,  looking  up. 

"Do  you  wear  this  omamaut?"  returned  the  stranger, 
holding  out  a  blue  cockade. 

*'  In  Heaven's  name,  no.  Ptay  do  not  give  it  him! "  ex- 
claimed the  widow. 

"Speak  for  yourself,  woman,"  said  the  man  within  the 
coach,  coldly.  "Leave  the  young  man  to  his  choice;  he 's 
old  enough  to  make  it,  and  to  snap  your  apron-strings.  He 
knows,  without  your  telling,  whether  he  wears  the  sign  of  a 
loyal  Englishman  or  not" 

Bamaby,  trembling  with  impatience,  cried  "  Yes !  yes,  yes, 
I  do,"  as  he  had  cried  a  dosen  times  already.  ThB  man 
threw  "h^Tn  a  cockade,  and  cr^'ing  "Make  haste  to  Saint 
George's  Fields,"  ordered  the  coadmian  to  drive  on  fieust;  and 
left  them. 

With  hands  that  trembled  with  his  eagerness  to  fix  the 

bauble  in  his  hat,  Bamaby  was  adjusting  it  as  he  best  COuld, 

and  hurriedly  replying  to  the  tears  and  entreaties  of  his 
mother,  when  two  gentlemen  passed  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  way.  Observing  them,  and  seeiog  how  Bamaby  was 
occupied,  they  stopped,  whispered  together  for  an  instant, 
turned  back,  and  came  over  to  them. 

"Why  are  you  sitting  here?"  said  one  of  them,  who  was 
dressed  in  a  plain  suit  of  black,  wore  long  lank  hair,  and 
carried  a  great  cane.  "Why  have  you  not  gone  with  the 
rest?" 

"  I  am  going,  sir/'  replied  Bamaby,  finishing  liis  task,  and 
putting  his  hat  on  with  an  air  of  pride.  "  I  shall  be  there 
directly." 

"  Say  '  my  lord,*  young  man,  when  his  lordship  does  you 
the  honour  of  speaking  to  you,"  said  the  second  gentleman 
mildly.  If  you  don't  know  Lord  George  Gordon  when  you 
see  him,  it 's  high  time  you  should." 
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"Nay,  Gaskford/'  said  Lord  George,  as  Bamaby  pulled  off 
his  hat  again  and  made  him  a  low  bow,  "  it 's  no  great 
matter  on  a  day  like  this,  which,  every  Englishman  will 
remember  with  delight  and  pride.  Put  on  your  hat,  friend, 
and  follow  us,  for  you  lag  behind  and  are  late.  It 's  past 
ten  now.  Didn't  you  know  that  the  hour  of  aasembling  was 
ten  o'clock  ?  " 

Bamaby  shook  his  head  and  looked  vacantly  &om  one  to 

the  other. 

You  might  have  known  it,  Mend,"  said  Gashford,  it  was 
'perfidcdy  understood.   How  came  yon  to  be  so  ill  infonned? " 

"  He  cannot  tell  you,  sir/'  the  widow  interposed.  '*  It 's  of 
no  use  to  ask  him.  We  are  but  this  moming  come  from  a 
long  distance  in  the  country,  and  know  noSiing  of  these 
matters.'* 

"The  cause  has  taken  a  deep  root»  and  has  spread  its 
branches  &r  and  wide,"  said  Lord  George  to  his  secretary. 
"  This  is  a  pleasant  hearing.    I  thank  Hearai  Ibl*  it." 

"  Amen !  "  cried  Gashford  with  a  solemn  fece. 

"You  do  not  understand  me,  my  lord,"  said  the  widow. 
"  Pardon  me,  but  you  cruelly  mistake  my  meaning.  We 
know  nothing  of  these  matters.  We  have  no  desire  or  right 
to  join  in  what  you  are  about  to  do.  This  is  my  son,  my 
poor  afflicted  son,  dearer  to  me  than  my  own  life.  In  mercy's 
name,  my  lord,  go  your  way  alone,  and  do  not  tempt  him 
into  danger ! " 

"  My  good  woman,"  said  Gashford,  "  how  can  you  ! — Dear 
me  ! — What  do  you  mean  by  tempting,  and  by  danger  ?  Do 
you  think  his  lordship  is  a  roaring  lion,  going  about  and 
seeking  whom  he  may  devour  ?    God  bless  me  I  " 

No,  no,  my  lord,  forgave  me,"  implored  the  widow, 
laying  both  her  hands  upon  his  breast^  and  scarcely  knowing 
what  she  did,  or  said,  in  the  earnestness  of  her  supplication, 
"  but  there  are  reasons  why  you  should  hear  my  earnest, 
mother's  prayer,  and  leave  my  son  with  me.  Oh  do.  He  is 
not  in  his  right  senses,  he  is  not,  indeed  !  " 

''It  is  a  bad  sign  of  the  wickedness  of  these  times/'  said 
Lord  George,  evading  her  touch,  and  colouring  deeply,  ''that 
those  who  ding  to  the  truth  and  support  the  right  cause,  are 
set  down  as  mad.  Have  you  the  heart  to  say  this  of  your 
own  son,  unnatural  mother ! " 

''  I  am  astanished  at  you ! "  said  Gashford,  with  a  kind 
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of  meek  severiiy.  "This  is  a  very  sad  picture  of  female 
depravity.*' 

"  He  has  surely  no  appearance,"  said  Lord  Georf^e,  glancing 
at  Bamaby,  and  whispering  in  his  secretary's  ear,  of  being- 
deranged?  And  even  if  he  had,  we  must  not  construe  any 
trifling  peculiaziiy  into  madness.  Which  of  us^' — and  iiere 
he  turned  red  again — "would  be  safe,  if  that  were  made 
the  law ! " 

''Not  one"  replied  the  secretary;  "in  that  case,  the 
greater  the  seal,  the  truth,  and  talent ;  the  more  direct  the 
call  from  abore ;  the  dearer  would  be  the  madpeas.  Witii 
regard  to  thia  young  man,  my  lord,''  he  added,  with  a  lip  that 
al^htly  curled  as  he  looked  at  Baxnahy,  who  atood  twirling^ 
hia  hat,  and  atealthily  beckoning  Hiem  to  come  away,  he  is 
aa  aensible  and  aelf-poaaeased  aa  any  one  I  ever  bow,** 

"And  you  desiie  to  make  one  of  thia  great  body?''  aaid 
Lord  Oeorge,  addreeamg  him ;  "  and  intended  to  make  one, 
did  you  ?  " 

"Yes — yos,'*  said  Bamaby,  with  sparkling  eyes.  "To  be 
sure  I  did !    I  told  her  so  myself.** 

"  I  see,"  replied  Lord  George,  with  a  reproachful  glance  at 
the  unhappy  mother.  "  I  thought  so.  Follow  me  and  this 
gentleman,  and  you  shall  have  your  wish." 

Bamaby  kissed  his  mother  tenderly  on  the  cheek,  and 
bidding  her  be  of  good  cheer,  for  their  fortunes  were  both 
made  now,  did  as  he  was  desired.  She,  poor  woman, 
followed  too— with  how  much  fear  and  gxief  it  would  be  hard 
totelL 

They  paased  quickly  through  the  Bridge-road,  where  the 
ahops  were  all  ahut  up  (for  ti^e  passage  of  the  great  crowd 
and  the  eoqpectation  of  tiieir  rotom  had  alarmed  the  tradeamen 
for  their  gooda  and  windowa),  and  where,  in  the  upper 
atoiiea,  all  the  inhabitanta  were  ixmgregated,  looking  down 
into  the  atreet  below,  with  &oea  yarioualy  ezpreaaiTe  of  alarm, 
of  intereat,  expectancy,  and  indignation.  Some  of  theae 
applauded,  and  aome  hiaaed;  but  regardleaa  of  theae  inter- 
ruptiona — ^fixr  the  noiae  of  a  Taat  congregation  of  people  at  a 
little  distance,  sounded  in  his  ears  like  the  roaring  of  a  sea — 
Lord  George  Gordon  quickened  liia  pace,  and  presently  arrived 
before  Saint  George's  Fields. 

They  were  really  fields  at  that  time,  and  of  considerable 
extent.    Here  an  immense  multitude  was  collected,  bearing 
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flags  of  various  kinds  and  sizes,  but  all  of  the  same  colour — 
blue,  like  the  cockades — some  8e<'tion8  marching  to  and  fro  in 
military  array,  and  others  dra\\Ti  up  in  circles,  squares,  and 
lines.  A  large  p(3rtion,  both  of  the  bodies  which  paraded  the 
ground,  and  of  those  which  remained  stationary,  were  occupied 
in  singing  h^mns  or  psalms.  With  whomsoever  this  origi- 
nated, it  was  well  done ;  for  the  sound  of  so  many  thousand 
voices  in  the  air  must  have  stirred  the  heart  of  any  man 
within  him,  and  could  not  fail  to  haye  a  wonderful  effect  upon 
enthusiasts,  however  mistaken.  ^  » 

Scouts  had  been  posted  in  advance  of  the  great  body,  to  give 
notioe  of  their  leader's  coming.  These  falling  back,  the  word 
was  quickly  passed  through  the  whole  host,  and  for  a  short 
interval  there  ensued  a  profound  and  death-like  silence,  during 
which  the  mass  waa  so  still  and  quiet,  that  the  fluttering  of  a 
banner  caught  the  eye,  and  became  a  dicumstance  of  note. 
Then  ti^y  burst  into  a  tremendous  shout,  into  another,  and 
anotlier;  and  tihe  air  seemed  rent  and  shaken,  as  if  bj  the 
disohai^  <^  cannon. 

"  Oashfbrd ! "  cried  Lord  George,  pressing  his  secretary's 
arm  tight  witiun  his  own,  and  speaking  with  as  much  emotion 
in  his  voice,  as  in  his  altered  &oe,  "  I  am  called  indeed,  now. 
I  Ibel  and  know  it.  I  am  the  leader  of  a  host.  If  they  sum- 
moned me  at  tSiis  moment  with  cue  voice  to  lead  Hiem  on  to 
death,  I 'd  do  i1>— Yes,  and  fall  first  myself ! " 

"  It  is  a  proud  siglit,"  said  the  secretary.  "It  is  a  noble 
day  for  Knglaiid,  and  for  the  great  cause  throughout  the 
world.  Such  liomage,  my  lord,  aa  I,  an  humble  but  devoted 
man,  can  render — " 

"What  are  you  doing!"  cried  his  master,  catching  him  by 
both  hands ;  for  he  had  made  a  sliow  of  kneeling  at  his  feet ; 
"  Do  not  unfit  me,  dear  Gasliford,  for  the  soltnnn  duty  of  this 
glorious  day—"  the  tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  the  poor 
gentleiiiaii  as  lie  said  tlie  words. — "  Let  us  go  among  them ; 
we  have  to  jind  a  place  in  some  division  for  this  new  recruit — 
g^ve  me  yuiu"  hand." 

Gashford  slid  his  cold  insidious  palm  into  his  master's 
grasp,  and  so,  hand  in  hand,  and  followed  still  by  Bamaby 
and  by  his  mother  too,  they  mingled  with  the  concourse. 

They  had  by  this  time  taken  to  their  singing  again,  and  as 
their  leader  passed  between  their  ranks,  they  raised  their 
voices  to  their  utmost.   Many  of  those  who  were  banded 
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together  to  support  the  religion'  of  iSbsir  coimtiy,  even  unto 
death,  had  never  heard  a  hymn  or  psalm  in  all  tb^  lives.  But 
these  IIbUows  having  for  the  most  part  stroDg  lungs^  and  being 
natnrallj  fond  of  singing,  chanted  any  ribaldry  or  nonsense 
that  occurred  to  them,  feeling  pretty  certain  that  it  would  not 
be  detected  in  the  general  chorus,  and  not  oaring  very  much, 
if  it  were.  Many  of  these  voluntaries  were  sung  under  the 
very  nose  of  Lord  George  Gordon,  who,  quite  unconscious  of 
their  burden,  passed  on  with  his  usual  stiff  and  solemn 
(k'portment,  very  much  edifi-ed  and  delighted  by  the  pious 
conduct  of  liis  followers. 

So  they  went  on  and  on,  up  this  line,  do^m  that,  round  the 
exterior  of  this  circle,  and  on  every  side  of  that  hollow  square ; 
and  still  there  wore  lines,  and  squares,  and  circles  out  of  number 
to  review.  The  day  being  now  intensely  hot,  and  the  sun 
striking  down  liis  fiercest  rays  upon  the  field,  those  who 
carried  hea\y  banners  began  to  grow  faint  and  weary  ;  most 
of  the  number  assembled  were  fain  to  pull  ofi  their  neckcloths, 
and  throw  their  coats  and  waistcoats  open ;  and  some,  towards 
the  centre,  quite  overpowered  by  the  excessive  heat,  which 
was  of  course  rendered  more  unendurable  by  the  multitude 
aroimd  them,  lay  down  upon  the  grass,  and  offered  all  they 
had  about  them  for  a  drink  of  water.  StiU,  no  man  left  the 
ground,  not  even  of  those  who  were  so  distressed ;  still.  Lord 
Qeorge,  streaming  from  every  pore,  went  on  with  Gashfoid; 
and  still  Bamaby  and  his  mo^er  followed  dose  behind  them. 

They  had  arrived  at  the  top  of  a  long  line  of  some  eight 
hundred  men  in  single  file,  and  Lord  George  had  turned  his 
head  to  look  back,  when  a  loud  cry  of  recognition — ^in  that 
peculiar  and  half-stifled  tone  which  a  voice  has»  when  it  is 
raised  in  the  open  air  and  in  the  midst  of  a  great  concourse  of 
persons — ^was  heard,  and  a  man  stepped  with  a  shout  of 
laughter  from  the  rank,  and  smote  Barnaby  on  the  shoulders 
witi^  his  heavy  hand. 

"How  now ! "  he  cried.  "Bamaby  Budge!  Why,  where 
have  you  been  hiding  for  these  hundred  years ! " 

Bamaby  had  been  thiukiug  within  himself  that  the  smell 
of  the  trodden  grass  brought  back  his  old  days  at  cricket, 
when  he  was  a  young  boy  and  played  on  Chigwcll  Green. 
Confhsed  by  this  sudden  and  boisterous  address,  ho  stared  in 
a  bewildered  manner  at  the  man,  and  could  scarcely  say 
"What!  Hugh!" 
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"Hugh  !"  echoed  the  other;  "  ay,  Hugh — Maypole  Hugh! 
You  remember  my  dog  ?  He  's  alive  now,  and  wiU  know  you, 
I  warrant.  WTiat,  you  wear  the  colour,  do  you?  Well 
done  !    Ha  ha  ha  !  " 

"  You  know  this  young  man,  I  see,"  said  Lord  George. 
Know  him,  my  lord !  as  well  as  I  know  my  own  right 
hand.    My  captain  knows  him.    We  all  know  him." 

'*  Will  you  take  him  into  your  division  ?  " 
It  hasn't  in  it  a  better,  nor  a  nimbler,  nor  a  more  active 
man,  than  Bai-naby  Rudge,"  said  Hugh.  Show  me  the 
*  man  who  says  it  has !  Fall  in,  Bainaby.  He  shall  march, 
my  lord,  between  me  and  Dennis;  and  he  shall  cany,''  he 
added,  taking  a  fla^  from  the  hand  of  a  tired  man  who 
tendered  it,  ''the  gayest  silken  streamer  in  this  valiant 
army." 

In  the  name  of  Qod,  no ! "  shrieked  the  widow,  darting 
fioward.  "  Bamaby — my  lord — soo  he  'U  come  back — ^Bar- 
naby — ^Bamaby ! " 

''Women  in  the  field!"  cried  Hugh,  stepping  between 
ihem,  and  holding  her  ofL    *'  Holloa !  My  captain  there ! " 

"What 's  the  matter  here?"  cried  Simon  Tappertit,  bustling 
up  in  a  great  heat.    "  Do  you  call  this  order  ?  " 

"  Nothing  like  it,  captain,"  answered  Hugh,  still  holding 
her  back  with  his  outstretched  hand.  "It's  against  aU 
orders.  Ladies  are  carrjdng  off  our  gallant  soldiers  from 
their  duty.  The  word  of  command,  captain !  They  're  hliug 
oil  the  ^ruund.    Quick  !  " 

"  Close !  "  cried  Simon,  with  the  whole  power  of  his  lungs. 
"  Form  !    March  !  " 

She  was  thrown  to  the  ground;  the  whole  field  was  in 
motion  ;  Bamaby  was  whirled  away  into  the  heart  of  a  dense 
mass  of  men,  and  she  saw  him  no  more. 
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CHAPTER  XLIX. 


The  mob  had  been  divided  from  its  first  assemblage  into 
four  divisions ;  the  London,  the  Westminster,  the  South wark, 
and  the  Scotch.  Each  of  these  di\a8ions  l^eingf  subdivided 
into  TBzious  bodies,  and  these  bodies  being  drawn  np  in 
yarious  forms  and  figures,  the  general  arrangement  was, 
except  to  the  £bw  chie&  and  leaderB,  aa  nninieUigible  as  the 
plan  of  a  great  battle  to  the  meanest  soldier  in  &e  field.  It 
was  not  without  its  methody  however ;  iat,  in  a  yery  short 
spaoe  of  time  after  being  put  in  motion,  the  crowd  had 
resolved  itself  iato  three  great  parties,  and  were  prepared,  as 
had  been  arranged,  to  cross  the  river  by  difiBarent  bridges,  and 
make  to  the  House  of  Commons  in  separate  detadimentB. 

At  the  head  of  that  division  which  had  Westminster  Bridge 
for  its  approacli  to  the  scene  of  action,  Lord  George  Gordon 
took  his  post ;  with  Gashford  at  his  right  hand,  and  sundry 
ruffians  of  most  unpromising  appearance,  forming  a  kind  of 
stiift'  al)out  him.  The  conduct  of  a  second  party  whose  route 
lay  by  Bliickfriars,  was  entrusted  to  a  committee  of  manage- 
ment, including  perhaps  a  dozen  men :  while  the  third,  which 
was  to  go  by  London  Bridge,  and  through  the  main  streets, 
in  order  that  thmv  numbers  and  their  serious  intentions  might 
be  the  better  known  and  appreciated  by  the  citizens,  were  led 
by  Simon  Tappertit  (assisted  by  a  few  subalterns,  selected 
horn  tlio  Brotliorliood  of  United  Bull-dogs),  Dennis  the  hang- 
man, Hugh,  and  some  others. 

The  word  of  command  being  given,  each  of  these  great 
bodies  took  the  road  assigned  to  it,  and  departed  on  its  way, 
in  perfect  order  and  pr^ound  silence.  That  which  went 
through  the  City  greatly  exceeded  the  others  in  number,  and 
was  of  such  prodigious  extent  that  when  the  rear  began  to 
move,  the  front  was  nearly  four  miles  in  advance,  notwith- 
standing that  the  men  marched  three  abreast  and  followed 
very  dose  upon  each  other. 
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At  the  head  of  this  party,  in  the  place  where  Hugh,  in  the 
madness  of  his  humour,  had  stationed  him,  and  walking" 
between  that  dangerous  companion  and  the  hangAan,  went 
Bamaby ;  as  many  a  man  among  the  thousands  who  looked 
on  that  day  afterwards  remembered  well.  Forgetful  of  all 
other  things  in  tlie  ecstacy  of  the  moment,  his  face  flushed 
and  his  eyes  sparkling  with  delight,  heedless  of  the  weight  of 
the  great  banner  he  carried,  and  mindful  only  of  its  flashing 
in  the  sun  and  rustling  in  the  summer  breeze,  on  he  went, 
proud,  ^PPJy  elated  past  all  telling : — the  only  light-hearted^ 
undesigning  creature,  in  the  whole  assembly. 

What  do  you  thmk  of  this  ?  "  a^ked  Hugh,  as  they  passed 
through  the  crowded  streets,  and  looked  up  at  the  windows 
whioh  were  fhronged  with  spectators.  They  have  all  turned 
out  to  see  onr  flags  and  streamers  ?  £h,  Bamaby  ?  ^Vhy, 
Bamaby 's  the  greatest  man  of  all  the  padc  1  His  flag 's  the 
largest  of  the  lot,  the  brightest  too.  Tliere's  nothing  in  the 
shoWy  like  Bamaby.  All  eyes  are  tamed  on  him.  Ha  ha  ha!" 

''Don't  make  that  din,  brother,''  gro^ded  the  hangman, 
glancing  with  no  yery  approying  eyes  at  Bamaby  as  he  epoke: 
''I  hope  he  don't  tfaMc  there's  nothing  to  be  done,  bat 
oaiT>'ing  that  there  piece  of  bine  rag,  like  a  boy  at  a  breaking- 
np.  You  're  ready  for  action  I  hope,  ^?  You,  I  mean,"  he 
added,  nudging  Bamaby  roughly  with  his  elbow.  **  What  axe 
you  staring  at  ?    Why  don't  you  speak  ?  ** 

Bamaby  had  been  gazing  at  his  Hag,  and  looked  vacantly 
j&om  his  questioner  to  Hugh. 

**  lie  don't  understand  your  way,"  said  the  latter.  Here, 
I  'U  explain  it  to  him.    Bamaby  old  boy,  attend  to  me." 

"I'll  attend,"  said  Bamaby,  looking  anxiously  round; 
but  I  wish  I  could  see  her  somewhere." 

See  who?"  demanded  Dennis  in  a  gruff  tone.  "You 
an't  in  love  I  hope,  brother  ?  That  an't  the  sort  of  thing  for 
us,  you  know.    We  mustn't  have  no  love  here.'* 

She  would  be  proud  indeed  to  see  me  now,  eh  Hugh?'* 
said  Bamaby.  "  Wouldn't  it  make  her  glad  to  see  me  at  the 
head  of  this  large 'show?  She'd  cry  with  joy,  I  know  she 
would.  Where  can  she  be.  She  never  sees  me  at  my  best, 
and  what  do  I  care  to  be  gay  and  fine  if  she '«  not  by  ?  " 

"  Why,  what  palaver 's  this  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Dennis  with 
sopreme  disdiiin.  "We  an't  got  no  sentimental  members 
among  us,  I  hope." 
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"DonH  be  uneasy,  brother,"  cried  Hugh,  ^*  he's  only  talk- 
ing of  his  mother." 

Of  his  what  ?  "  said  Mr.  Dennis  with  a  strong  oath. 

"  His  mother." 
And  have  I  combined  myself  with  this  here  section,  and 
turned  out  on  this  here  memorable  day,  to  hear  men  talk 
about  their  mothers  ! "  growled  Mr.  Dennis  with  extreme 
disgust.  The  notion  of  a  man's  sweetheart 's  bad  enough, 
but  a  mim's  mother  1  "—and  here  his  disgust  was  so  extreme 
that  he  spat  upon  the  groimd,  and  could  say  no  more. 

"  Bamaby  's  right,"  cried  Hugh  with  a  grin,  "  and  I  say 
it.  Lookee,  bold  lad.  K  she 's  not  here  to  see,  it 's  because 
I  \e  pzoyided  for  her,  and  sent  half  a  dozen  gentlemen,  every 
one  <j  'em  with  a  Uue  flag  (but  not  half  as  fine  as  yours),  to 
take  ber,  in  state,  to  a  grand  bouse  all  bong  xonnd  with  gold 
and  silver  banners,  and  everything  else  you  please,  wbere 
she  'U  wait  tOl  you  oome,  and  want  for  nothing." 

"Ay!"  said  Bamaby,  bis  face  beaming  with  delight: 
"have  you  indeed?  That's  a  good  bearing.  That's  fine! 
Kind  Hugh ! " 

"But  nothing  to  what  will  oome,  bless  you,"  retorted 
Hugh,  with  a  wink  at  Dennis,  who  r^^arded  bis  new  com- 
panion in  arms  with  great  astonishment. 

No,  indeed  ?  "  cried  Barnaby. 

Nothing  at  all,"  said  Hugh.  "Money,  cocked  hats  and 
feathers,  red  coats  and  gold  lace  ;  all  the  fine  things  there  are, 
ever  were,  or  will  be ;  will  belong  to  us  if  we  are  true  to  that 
noble  gentleman — the  best  man  in  the  world — carry  our  flags 
for  a  few  days,  and  keep  'em  safe.  That 's  all  we  We  got  to  do." 

Is  that  all?  "  cried  Barnaby  with  glistening  eyes,  as  he 
clutched  his  pole  the  tighter ;  "  I  warrant  you  I  keep  this  one 
safe,  then.  You  liave  put  it  in  good  hands.  You  know  me, 
Hugh.    Nobody  shall  wrest  this  flag  away." 

"WeU  said!"  cried  Hugh.  Ha  ha!  Nobly  said! 
That 's  the  old  stout  Bamaby,  that  I  have  climbed  and  leaped 
with,  many  and  many  a  day— I  knew  I  was  not  mistaken  in 
Bamaby. — ^Don*t  you  see  man,"  he  added  in  a  whisper,  as  he 
slipped  to  the  other  side  of  Dennis,  that  the  lad 's  a  natural, 
and  can  be  got  to  do  anything,  if  you  take  him  the  rigbt 
WB^,  Letting  alone  the  fun  be  is,  be 's  worth  a  doeen  men» 
in  earnest,  as  you 'd  find  if  you  tried  a  &U  with  bim.  Leave 
him  to  me.   You  shall  soon  see  whether  he's  of  use  or  not" 
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Mr.  Dennis  leodred  Hiese  eaqilaiiatoiy  remarks  with  many 
nods  and  winks,  and  softened  his  behaviour  towards  Bamaby 
from  that  moraeut.  Hugh,  laying  his  finger  on  his  nose,  stopped 
back  into  his  former  place,  iind  they  proceeded  in  silence. 

It  was  between  two  and  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  when 
the  three  great  parties  met  at  Westminster,  and,  uniting  into 
one  huge  mass,  raised  a  tremendous  shout.  This  was  not  oidy 
done  in  token  of  their  presence,  but  as  a  signal  to  those  on 
whom  the  task  devolved,  that  it  was  time  to  take  possession  of 
the  lobbies  of  both  Houses,  and  of  the  various  avenues  of 
approach,  and  of  the  gallery  stairs.  To  the  last-named  place, 
Hugh  and  Dennis,  still  with  their  pupil  between  them,  rushed 
straightway ;  Bamaby  having  given  his  flag  into  the  hands  of 
one  of  their  own  party,  who  kept  them  at  the  outer  door. 
Their  followers  pressing  on  behind,  they  wore  borne  as  on  a 
great  wave  to  the  very  doors  of  the  gallery,  whence  it  was 
impossible  to  retreat,  even  if  they  had  been  bo  inclined,  by 
reason  of  the  throng  which  choked  up  the  passages.  It  is  a 
familiar  eapression  in  desciibing  a  great  erowd,  that  a  person 
might  have  walked  upon  the  people's  heads.  la  this  case  it 
was  actually  done ;  for  a  boy  who  had  by  some  means  got 
among  the  oonooiirse,  and  was  in  imminent  danger  of  sufiGclca- 
tion,  dimbed  to  the  shoulders  of  a  man  b^de  him  and 
walked  upon  the  people's  hats  and  heads  into  the  open  street ; 
traversing  in  his  passage  {he  whole  length  of  two  staircases 
and  a  long  gallery.  Nor  was  the  swarm  without  less  dense ; 
fat  a  basket  which  had  been  tossed  into  the  crowd,  was  jerked 
from  head  to  head,  and  shoulder  to  shoulder,  and  went  spin- 
ning and  whirling  on  above  them,  imtil  it  was  lost  to  view, 
without  ever  once  falling  in  among  them  or  coming  near 
the  ground. 

Tlirough  this  vast  throng,  sprinkled  doubtless  here  and 
there  with  honest  zealots,  but  composed  for  the  most  part  of 
the  very  scum  and  refuse  of  London,  whose  gro^s•th  was 
fostered  by  had  criminal  laws,  bad  prison  regulations,  and  the 
worst  conceivable  police,  such  of  the  members  of  both  Houses 
of  Parliament  as  had  not  taken  the  precaution  to  be  already 
at  their  posts,  were  compelled  to  fight  and  force  their  way. 
Their  carriages  were  stopped  and  broken;  the  wheels 
wrenched  off;  the  glasses  idiivered  to  atoms;  the  panels 
beaten  in;  drivers,  footmen,  and  masters,  pulled  from  their 
seats  and  rolled  in  the  mud.  Lords,  commoners,  and  reverend 
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biahopi,  with  HtHe  distinctioa  of  pemon  or  party,  were 
kicked  and  pinohed  and  husiled;  passed  from  band  to  band 
tbiougb  yarions  stages  of  fll-nsage ;  and  sent  to  their  fellow- 
senators  at  last  wiib  tlieir  dothes  banging  in  ribands  about 
Ibeniy  their  bagwigs  tom  oS,  Ibemselves  speeohlees  and 
breathless,  and  their  persons  oorered  with  the  powder  which 
had  been  cuffed  and  beaten  out  of  their  hair.  One  lord  was 
80  long  in  the  hands  of  the  populace,  that  the  Peers  as  a  body 
resolved  to  .sallv  forth  and  rescue  him,  and  were  in  the  act  of 
doing  so,  wlien  he  happily  appeared  among  them  covered 
with  dirt  and  bruises,  and  hardly  to  be  recognised  by  those 
who  knew  him  best.  The  noise  and  uproar  were  on  the 
increase  every  moment.  The  air  was  filled  with  execrations, 
hoots,  and  bowlings.  The  mob  raged  and  roared  like  a  mad 
monster  as  it  was,  unceasingly,  md  each  new  outrage  served 
to  swell  its  fury. 

Within  doors,  matters  were  even  jet  more  threatening. 
Lord  George — preceded  by  a  man  who  carried  the  immense 
petition  on  a  porter's  knot  through  the  lobby  to  the  door  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  where  it  was  received  by  two  officers 
of  the  house  who  loUed  it  up  to  the  table  ready  for  presents^ 
tion — ^had  taken  his  seat  at  an  early  hour,  before  the  Speaker 
went  to  prayers.  His  fbUowers  pouring  in  at  the  same  time^ 
the  lobl^  and  all  the  avenues  were  immediately  fiUed,  as  we 
have  seen.  Thus  the  members  were  not  oolj  attacked  in 
their  passage  through  the  streets,  but  were  set  upon  within 
the  very  wtdls  of  Parliament;  while  the  tumult,  both  within 
and  without,  was  so  great,  that  those  who  attempted  to  speak 
oould  scarcely  hear  their  own  voices :  fur  less  consult  upon 
the  course  it  would  be  wise  to  take  in  such  extremily,  or 
animate  each  other  to  dignified  and  .£im  resistance.  So  sure 
as  any  member,  just  arrived,  with  dress  discwdered  *  and 
dishevelled  hair,  came  struggling  through  the  crowd  in  the 
lobby,  it  yelled  and  screamed  in  triumph;  and  when  the 
door  of  the  House  partially  and  cautiously  opened  by  those 
within  for  his  admission,  gave  them  a  momentary  glimpse  of 
the  interior,  they  grew  more  wild  and  savage,  like  beasts  at 
the  sight  of  prey,  and  made  a  rush  against  the  poi-tal,  which 
strained  its  locks  and  bolts  in  their  staples,  and  shook  the  veiy 
beams. 

The  strangers'  gallery,  which  was  immediately  above  the 
door  of  the  House,  had  been  ordered  to  be  closed  on  the  £rst 
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rumour  of  disturbance,  and  was  empty;  save  that  now  and 
then  Lord  Georp^o  took  his  seat  there,  for  the  convonience  of 
comings  to  the  head  of  the  stairs  which  led  to  it,  and  repeating 
to  the  people  what  had  passed  witliin.  It  was  on  these  staixs 
that  Bamaby,  Hugh,  and  Dennia  were  posted.  There  were 
two  flights,  short,  steep,  and  narrow,  nmning  parallel  to  each 
oflier,  and  leading  to  two  little  doom  communicating  with  a 
low  passage  which  opened  on  the  g-alleiy.  Between  them  was 
a  kizid  of  well,  or  unp:l;ized  skyhght,  for  the  admission  of  light 
and  air  into  the  lobby,  which  might  be  some  eighteen  or 
twenty  fbet  below. 

Upon  one  of  these  little  stairoasefr— not  that  at  the  head  of 
whidi  Lord  George  appeared  ftom  time  to  time,  but  the  other 
— Gaahford  stood  with  his  elbow  on  the  bannister,  and  his 
cheek  resting  on  his  hand,  with  his  usual  crafty  aspect. 
Whenever  he  varied  this  attitude  in  the  slightest  degree-HM) 
mudi  as  by  the  genUest  motion  of  his  arm — ^the  uproar  was 
certain  to  increase,  not  merely  there,  but  in  the  lobby  below ; 
from  which  place,  no  doubt,  some  man  who  acted  as  fugleman 
to  the  rest,  was  constantly  looking  up  and  watching  him. 

'*  Order  ! "  cried  Hugh,  in  a  voice  which  made  itself  heard 
even  above  the  roar  and  tumult,  as  Lord  Georg-e  appeared  at 
the  top  of  the  staircase.     "  News  !  News  from  my  lord  !  " 

Tlie  noise  continued,  notwithstanding  his  appearance,  until 
Gashford  looked  round.  There  was  silence  immediately — 
even  among  the  p(Miple  in  the  passages  A\  ithout,  and  on  the 
other  staircases,  who  conid  neither  see  nor  hoar,  but  to  whom, 
notwithstanding,  the  signal  was  conveyed  with  marvellous 
rapidity. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Lord  George,  who  was  very  pale  and 
agitated,  "We  must  be  firm.  They  talk  of  delays,  but  we 
must  have  no  delays.  They  talk  of  taking  your  petiti<m  into 
oonsideration  next  Tuesday,  but  we  must  have  it  considered 
now.  Present  appearances  look  bad  £or  our  success^  but  we 
must  succeed  and  will  i 

We  must  succeed  and  will ! echoed  the  crowd.  And  so 
among  their  shouts  and  cheers  and  other  cries,  he  bowed  to 
them  and  retired,  and  presently  came  back  again.  There  was 
another  gesture  from  Gashford,  and  a  dead  silenoe  directly. 

''I  am  afraid,"  he  said,  this  time,  "'tiiat  we  have  little 
reason,  gendemen,  to  hope  for  any  redress  itom  the  proceed- 
ings of  Parliament.  But  we  must  redress  our  own  grievances^ 
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we  must  meet  ap:ain,  we  must  put  our  trust  m  Providence, 
and  it  will  bless  our  endeavours.'* 

Tliis  sj)eech  being  a  little  more  temperate  than  the  last, 
\\  as  not  so  favourably  received.  When  the  noise  and  exasper- 
ation were  at  tlieir  heiglit,  he  came  back  once  more,  and  told 
them  that  the  alarm  had  gone  forth  for  many  miles  round  ; 
that  when  the  King  heard  of  their  assembling  together  in 
that  great  body,  he  had  no  doubt,  His  Majesty  woidd  send 
down  lu'ivate  orders  to  have  their  wishes  complied  with  ;  and 
— with  the  manner  of  his  speech  as  childish,  irresolute,  and 
unoertoin  as  hia  matter — was  proceeding  in  this  strain,  when 
two  gentlemeii  suddenly  appeared  at  the  door  where  lie  stood, 
and  pressing  past  him  and  coming  a  step  or  two  lower  down 
upon  the  stairs,  confronted  the  people. 

The  boldness  of  this  action  quite  took  them  by  surprise. 
They  were  not  the  less  disoonoerted,  when  one  of  iha  gentle- 
men, tuming  to  Lord  George,  spcfke  thus — ^in  a  loud  voice 
that  they  might  hear  him  weU,  but  quite  coolly  and  collectedly. 

''You  may  tell  these  people,  if  you  please,  my  lord,  that 
I  am  General  Conway  of  whom  th^  have  heard ;  and  that  I 
oppose  this  petition,  and  all  their  proceedings,  and  yours.  I 
am  a  soldier,  you  may  tell  ihem,  and  I  will  protect  the  freedom 
of  this  place  with  my  sword.  Tou  see,  my  lord,  that  the 
members  of  Hds  House  are  all  in  arms  to-day ;  you  know  that 
the  entrance  to  it  is  a  narrow  one ;  you  cannot  be  ignorant 
that  there  are  men  within  these  walls  who  are  determined  to 
defend  that  pass  to  the  last,  and  before  whom  many  lives  must 
fiGdl  if  your  adherents  persevere.  Have  a  care  what  you  do.'* 
And  my  I^ord  George,"  said  tlie  other  gentleman,  address- 
ing him  in  like  manner,  "  I  desire  them  to  hear  this,  from  me 
— Colonel  Gordon — your  near  relation.  If  a  man  among  this 
crowd,  whose  uproar  strikes  us  deaf,  crosses  the  threshold  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  I  swear  to  run  my  sword  that  moment 
— not  into  his,  but  into  your  body !  " 

With  that,  they  stepped  back  again,  keeping  their  faces 
towards  the  crowd ;  took  each  an  arm  of  the  misguided  noble- 
man ;  drew  him  into  the  passage,  and  shut  the  door;  which 
they  directly  locked  and  fastened  on  the  inside. 

Tliis  ^yas  so  quickly  done,  and  the  demeanour  of  both  gentle- 
men— A^  lio  were  not  young  men  either — was  so  gallant  and 
resolute,  that  the  crowd  faltered  and  stared  at  each  other  with 
irresolute  and  timid  looks.   Many  tried  to  turn  towards  the 
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door ;  aome  of  the  fluntest-liearied  died  tJiat  tliej  had  best  go 
baok,  and  called  to  thoae  belimd  to  give  way ;  and  ihe  panic 
and  oonftisioiL  were  inereasiiig  rapidly,  when  Gaahford  whia- 
pered  Hugh. 

"  "What  now !  *'  Hugli  roared  aloud,  turning  towards  ihem. 
''Why  go  back?  Where  can  you  do  better  than  here,  boys  I 
One  good  rush  against  these  doors  and  one  below  at  the  same 
time,  will  do  the  business.  Rush  on,  then !  As  to  the  door 
below,  let  those  stand  back  who  are  afraid.  Let  those  who 
are  not  afraid,  try  who  shall  be  the  first  to  pass  it.  Here 
goes  !    Look  out  down  there  !  " 

Without  the  delay  of  an  instant,  he  threw  himself  headlong 
over  tlie  banisters  into  the  lobby  below,  lie  liad  hardly 
touched  the  ground  when  Bamaby  was  at  his  side.  The 
chaplain's  assistant,  and  some  members  who  were  imploring 
the  people  to  retire,  immediately  withdrew  ;  and  then,  with  a 
great  shout,  both  crowds  threw  themselves  against  the  doors 
pell-mell,  and  besieged  the  House  in  earnest. 

At  that  moment,  when  a  second  onset  must  have  brought 
them  into  collision  with  those  who  stood  on  the  defensive 
within,  in  which  case  great  loss  of  life  and  bloodshed  would 
inevitably  have  ensued, — ^the  hindmost  portion  of  the  crowd 
gave  way,  and  the  rumour  spread  from  mouth  to  mouth  that 
a  messenger  had  been  despatched  by  water  fbr  the  militaiy, 
who  were  forming  in  the  street.  Fearful  of  sustaining  a 
charge  in  the  narrow  passages  in  which  they  were  so  closely 
wedged  together,  the  throng  poured  out  as  impetuously  as 
they  had  fLoeked  in.  As  the  whole  stream  turned  at  once, 
Barnaby  and  Hugh  went  with  it:  and  so,  fighting  and 
struggling  and  trampling  on  fnllen  men  and  being  trampled 
on  in  turn  themselves,  they  and  the  whole  mass  floated  by 
degrees  into  the  open  street,  where  a  large  detachment  of  the 
Guards,  both  horse  and  foot,  came  hurrying  up ;  clearing  the 
ground  before  them  so  rapidly  that  the  people  seemed  to  meit 
away  as  they  advanced. 

The  word  of  command  to  halt  being  given,  the  soldiers 
formed  across  the  street ;  the  rioters,  breathless  and  exhausted 
with  their  late  exertions,  formed  likewise,  though  in  a  very 
irregular  and  disorderly  mannei*.  The  commanding  olficer 
rode  hastily  into  the  open  space  between  the  two  bodies, 
accompanied  by  a  magistrate  and  an  officer  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  for  whose  accommodation  a  couple  of  troopers  had 
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hastily  dismoanied.    The  Biot  Act  was  read,  but  not  a  man 

stirred. 

In  tlio  first  rank  of  the  insurgents,  Bamaby  and  Hugh 
stood  side  by  side.  Somebody  had  thrust  into  Bamaby^s 
hands  when  he  came  out  into  the  street,  his  precious  fla^r ; 
which,  being  now  rolled  up  and  tied  round  the  pole,  looked 
like  a  giant  quarter-staff  as  he  grasped  it  firmly  and  stood 
upon  his  guard.  If  ever  man  believed  with  his  whole  heart 
and  soul  that  ho  was  engaged  in  a  just  cause,  and  that  he  waa 
bound  to  stand  by  his  leader  to  the  last,  poor  Baniaby  belieyed 
it  of  liimself  and  Lord  George  Gordon. 

After  an  ineffectual  attempt  to  make  himself  heard,  the 
magistrate  gave  the  word  and  the  Horse  Guards  came  riding 
in  among  the  crowd.  But,  even  titon,  he  galloped  here  and 
&ere,  exhorting  the  people  to  disperse ;  ai^  although  heavy 
stones  were  thrown  at  the  men,  and  some  were  desperately 
eat  and  bruised,  thej  had  no  orders  but  to  make  prisoners  of 
soch  of  the  rioters  as  were  the  most  actiye,  and  to  dtire  tiie 
people  back  with  the  flat  of  their  sabres.  As  the  horses  oame 
in  among  them,  the  throng  gave  way  at  many  points,  and  tiie 
Guards,  following  up  th^  adyantage,  were  rapidly  dealing 
the  groimd,  when  two  or  three  of  the  foremost,  who  were  in 
a  manner  cut  off  from  Ihe  rest  by  the  people  dosing  romid 
them,  made  straight  towards  Bamaby  and  Hugh,  who  had  no 
doubt  been  pointed  out  as  the  two  men  who  dropped  into  tiie 
lobby :  laying  about  them  now  with  some  effect,  and  inflicting 
on  the  more  turbulent  of  their  opponents,  a  few  slight  flesh 
wounds,  imder  tlie  influence  of  which  a  man  dropped,  here 
and  there,  into  the  arms  of  his  fellows,  amid  much  groamng 
and  confusion. 

At  the  sight  of  gashed  and  bloody  faces,  seen  for  a  moment 
in  the  crowd,  then  liidden  by  the  j)res8  around  them,  Bamaby 
turned  pale  and  sick.  But  ho  stood  his  groimd,  and  grasping* 
his  pole  more  firmly  yet,  kept  his  eye  fixed  upon  the  nearest 
soldier — nodding  his  head  meanwhile,  as  Hugh,  with  a  scowl- 
ing visage,  w^hispered  in  his  ear. 

The  soldier  came  spurring  on,  making  his  horse  rear  as  the 
people  pressed  about  him,  catting  at  the  hands  of  those  who 
would  have  grasped  his  rein  and  forced  his  charger  hack,  and 
waving  to  his  comrades  to  follow — and  stiU  Bamaby,  without 
retreating  an  inch,  waited  for  his  coming.  Some  called  to 
him  to  fly,  and  monB  wm  in  the  yaj  act  oi  dosing  zoond 
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liira,  to  prevent  his  being  taken,  when  the  pole  swept  the  air 
above  the  people's  heads,  and  the  man's  saddle  was  empty  in 
an  instant. 

Then,  he  and  Hugh  turned  and  fled  ;  the  crowd  opening  to 
let  them  pass,  and  closing  up  again  so  quickly  that  there  was 
no  clue  to  the  coiuse  they  had  taken.  Panting  for  breath, 
hot,  dusty,  and  exhausted  with  fatigue,  they  reached  the  river 
side  in  safety,  and  getting  into  a  boat  with  all  despatch  were 
soon  out  of  any  immediate  danger. 

As  they  gHdod  down  the  river,  they  plainly  heard  the 
people  cheering ;  and  supposing  they  might  have  forced  the 
sol^rB  to  retreat)  lay  upon  their  oars  for  a  few  minutes, 
uncertain  whether  to  return  or  not  But  the  crowd  pawing 
aloiig  Westminster  Bridge,  soon  assured  tfaem  that  the  popn< 
laoe  were  dispersing ;  and  Hugh  rightly  guessed  from  this, 
that  they  had  cheered  the  magistrate  for  ofPering  to  dismiss 
the  militaxy  on  condition  of  their  immediate  departme  to  their 
several  homes,  and  that  he  and  Bamaby  were  better  where 
they  were.  He  advised,  therefore,  that  tiiey  should  proceed 
to  Blaokfriars,  and,  going  ashore  at  tiie  bridge,  make  the  best 
of  their  way  to  The  Boot ;  where  there  was  not  only  good 
entertainment  and  safe  lodging,  but  where  ihey  wocdd  cer- 
tainly be  joined  by  many  of  their  late  companions.  Bamaby 
assenting,  they  decided  on  this  course  of  action,  and  pulled  for 
Blackfriars  accordingly. 

They  landed  at  a  critical  time,  and  fortunately  for  them- 
selves  at  the  right  moment.  For,  coming  into  Fleet  Street, 
they  found  it  in  an  unusuid  stir ;  and  inquiring  the  cause, 
were  told  that  a  body  of  Horse  Guards  had  just  galloped  past, 
and  that  they  were  escorting  some  rioters  whom  they  had 
made  prisoners,  to  Newgate  for  safety.  Not  at  all  ill-pleased 
to  have  so  ntirrowly  escaped  the  cavalcade,  they  lost  no  more 
time  in  asking  questions,  but  hurried  to  The  Boot  with  as 
much  speed  as  Hugh  considered  it  prudent  to  make,  without 
appearing  singular  or  attracting  an  inconvenient  share  of 
public  notice. 
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They  were  among  the  first  to  reach  the  tavern,  but  they 
had  not  been  there  many  minutes,  when  several  groups  of 
men  who  had  formed  part  of  the  crowd,  came  straggling  in. 
Among  them  were  Simon  Tappertit  and  Mr.  Dennis ;  both  of 
whom,  but  especially  the  latter,  greeted  Bamaby  with  the 
utmost  warmth,  and  paid  him  many  oomplimeuta  on  the 
prowess  he  had  shown. 

'^Whiohy''  flaid  I>eimis,  with  an  oath,  as  he  rested  his 
bludgeon  in  a  comer  with  his  hat  upon  it,  and  took  his  seat 
at  the  same  table  with  them,  it  does  me  good  to  think  of. 
There  was  a  opportunity !  But  it  led  to  nothing.  For  my 
party  I  don't  know  what  -woold.  There  'a  no  spirit  among 
the  people  in  these  here  times.  Bring  something  to  eat  and 
drink  here.    I 'm  disgusted  with  humanity." 

On  what  aooount?  "  asked  Mr,  Tappertit,  who  had  been 
quenching  his  fiery  &oe  in  a  half-gallon  can.  "  Don't  you 
consider  this  a  good  beginning,  mister?  " 

"Give  me  secuxily  lhat  it  an't  a  ending,"  rejoined  the 
hangman.  When  that  soldier  went  down,  we  might  have 
made  London  ours ;  but  no ; — we  stand,  and  gape,  and  look 
on — ^the  justice  (I  wish  he  had  had  a  bullet  in  each  eye,  as  he 
would  have  had,  if  we 'd  gone  to  work  my  way)  saya  *  My 
lads,  if  you  ii  g-ivo  me  your  word  to  disperse,  I  'U  order  off 
the  military,' — our  people  sets  up  a  hurrah,  tlirows  up  the 
game  with  the  winning  cards  in  their  hands,  and  skulks  away 
like  a  pack  of  tame  curs  as  they  are.  Ah,"  said  the  hang- 
man, in  a  tone  of  deep  disgust,  "  it  makes  me  blush  for  my 
feller  creeturs.    I  wish  I  had  been  born  a  ox,  I  do  !  " 

"  You 'd  have  been  quite  as  agreeable  a  character  if  3'ou 
had  been,  1  think,"  returned  Simon  Tappertit^  going  out  in  a 
lofty  manner. 

Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  rejoined  the  hangman,  calling 
alter  him ;    if  I  waa  a  homed  animal  at  the  present  moment^ 
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With  the  smallest  grain  of  sense,  I 'd  toss  every  man  in  this 
oompany,  excepting  them  two,"  meaning  Hugh  and  Bamaby, 
"for  his  manner  of  condncting  himself  this  day." 

With  which  mournful  review  of  their  proceedings,  Mr. 
Dennis  souglit  consolation  in  cold  boiled  beef  and  beer ;  but 
without  at  all  relaxing  the  grim  and  dissatisfied  expression  of 
his  face,  the  gloom  of  which  was  rather  deepened  than  disai* 
pated  by  their  grateful  influence. 

The  company  who  were  thus  libelled  might  have  retaliated 
by  strong  words,  if  not  by  blows,  but  they  were  dispirited  and 
worn  out.  The  greater  part  of  them  had  faated  since  morn- 
ing ;  all  had  Buffered  extremely  from  the  ezoesaive  heat;  and 
between  the  day's  shouting,  ezeirtion,  and  excitement,  many 
had  quite  lost  their  Toioea,  axid  so  much  of  their  strength  that 
they  could  hardly  stand*  Then  they  were  uncertain  what  to 
do  next,  fsarful  o£  the  oonsequenoea  of  what  they  had  done 
already,  and  aenaiUe  that  ailb^  all  they  had  caxiied  no  point, 
but  had  indeed  left  matters  worse  than  they  had  found  them* 
Of  those  who  had  oome  to  The  Boot,  many  dropped  off  within 
an  hour;  such  of  them  aa  were  really  honest  and  sinoere^ 
never,  after  the  morning's  ezperienoe,  to  return,  or  to  hold 
any  communication  with  their  late  companions.  Others 
remained  but  to  reftesh  'fliemsQlTes,  and  then  went  home  de- 
sponding ;  others  who  had  theretofore  been  regular  in  ttiear 
attendance,  avoided  the  place  altogether.  The  half-dozen 
prisoners  whom  the  Guards  had  taken,  were  magnified  by 
report  into  half  a  hundred  at  least ;  and  their  friends,  being 
faint  and  sober,  so  slackened  in  their  energy,  and  so  drooped 
beneath  those  dispiriting  influences,  that  by  eight  o'clock  in 
the  evening-,  Dennis,  Hugh,  and  Bamaby,  were  left  alone. 
Even  tliey  were  fiist  asleep  upon  the  benches,  when  Gashford's 
entrance  roused  them. 

"  Oh  !  You  are  here  then?"  said  the  secretary.     Dear  me  I ** 

"Why,  where  sliould  we  be,  Muster  Gashford!"  Dennis 
rejoined  as  he  rose  into  a  sitting  posture. 

**  Oh  nowhere,  nowhere,"  he  returned  with  excessive  mild- 
ness.     The  streets  are  filled  with  blue  cockades.    I  rather 
thought  you  might  have  been  among  them.    I  am  glad  you 
are  not."  \ 
You  haTO  orders  for  us,  master,  then     said  Hugh. 

''Oh  dear,  no.  Not  I.  No  orders,  my  good  fellow. 
"What  orders  should  I  have  ?   You  are  not  in  nty  service." 
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*' Muster  Gashford/*  remonstrated  Dennis, we  belong  to 

tiie  cause,  don't  we?'*  • 

**The  cause!"  repeated  the  secretary,  looking  at  him  in  a 
sort  of  abstraction.    ^'  There  is  no  cause.    The  cause  is  lost." 

«  Lost!" 

Oh  yes.  You  have  heard,  I  suppose  ?  The  petition  is 
rejectetl  by  a  hundred  and  ninety-two,  to  six.  It 's  quite 
final.  We  iniglit  have  spared  ourselves  some  trouble.  That, 
and  my  lord's  vexation,  are  the  only  circumstaD)06B  I  i^^et. 
I  am  quite  satisfied  in  all  other  respects." 

As  he  said  this,  he  took  a  penknife  from  his  pocket,  and 
putting  his  hat  upon  his  knee,  began  to  busy  himself  in  ripping 
off  the  blue  oockBde  which  he  had  worn  all  day;  at  the  same 
time  Iramming  a  psalm  tune  which  had  been  Tery  popnlar  in 
the  morning,  and  d^elliiig  on  it  with  a  gentle  regret. 

His  two  adherents  looked  at  each  other,  and  at  him,  as  if 
tbsy  wm  at  a  loss  how  to-  pursue  the  subject  At  Ibb^^ 
Hugh,  after  some  elbowing  and  winking  between  himself  and 
Mt.  Dennis,  Tentured  to  stay  his  hand,  and  to  ask  him  why 
he  meddled  with  that  riband  in  his  hat 

Because,"  said  Ihe  seoretaiy,  looking  up  with  someliiing 
betwera  a  snarl  and  a  smile,  "  because  to  sit  stiU  and  wear  it, 
or  fall  asleep  and  wear  it^  or  run  a#ay  and  wear  it^  is  a 
mockery.    That  *s  all,  Mend." 

"What  would  you  have  us  do,  master!"  cried  Hugh. 

"Nothing,"  returned  Gashford,  shruf^^ginjc^  his  shoulders; 
**  nothing.  When  my  lord  was  reproached  aud  threatened  for 
standing-  by  you,  I,  as  a  prudent  man,  would  have  had  you 
do  nothing.  When  the  soldiers  were  trampling  you  under 
their  horses'  feet,  I  would  have  had  you  do  notliing.  WTien 
one  of  them  was  struck  down  by  a  daring  hand,  and  I  saw 
confusion  and  dismay  in  all  their  faces,  I  would  have  had  you 
do  nothing — just  what  you  did,  in  short.  This  is  the  young 
man  who  Imd  so  little  prudence  and  so  much  boldness.  Ah  1 
I  am  sorry  for  him." 

"  Sony,  master !"  cried  Hugh. 

"  Sony,  Muster  Gashford  1"  echoed  Dennis. 

''In  case  there  should  be  a  proclamation  out  to-morrow, 
offering  five  hundred  pounds,  or  some  such  trifle,  for  his 
apprehension ;  and  in  case  it  should  include  another  man  who 
dropped  into  the  lobby  from  the  stairs  above/'  said  Gashlbrd, 
ooldly;  ''still,  do  nothing." 


Digitized  by  Google 


BARNABY  BUDQB. 


407 


^*Fiie  and  fuiy,  master!"  cried  Hugh,  starting  up. 
What  have  we  done,  that  jwi  should  talk  to  va  like  thia 

**  Nothing,"  returned  Gashford  with  a  sneer.    **  If  you  are 

cast  into  prison;  if  the  young  man — "  here  he  looked  hard 
at  Barnaby's  attentive  face — is  dragged  from  us  and  from 
liis  friends ;  perhaps  from  people  whom  lie  loves,  and  whom 
his  death  would  kill;  is  thrown  into  jail,  brought  out  and 
hanged  before  their  eyes ;  still,  do  nothing.  You  '11  lind  it 
your  best  policy,  I  have  no  doubt." 

"CJome  on!"  cried  Hugh,  striding  towards  the  door. 
"  Dennis — Bamaby — come  on ! " 

"Whore?  To  do  what?"  said  Gashford,  slipping  past 
him,  and  standing  with  his  back  against  it. 

Anywhere!  Anything!"  cried  Hugh.  Stand  aside, 
master,  or  the  window  will  serve  our  turn  aa  welL  Let  us 
out ! " 

"Ha  ha  ha!  You  are  of  such — of  snch  an  impetuous 
nature,"  said  Gashford,  changing  his  manner  for  one  of  the 
utmost  goodfeUowship  and  the  pleasantest  raillery;  "you  are 
sooh  an  excitable  creature — but  you  '11  drink  willi  me  before 

you  go?" 

"  Oh,  yes— certainly,"  growled  Dennis,  drawing  his  sleeve 
aoross  his  thirsty  lips.  ''No  malice,  brother.  Drink  with 
Muster  Gaahford!" 

Hugh  wiped  his  heated  brow,  and  xelazed  into  a  smile. 
The  artful  secretary  laughed  outright. 

'' Some  Hqiior  here !  Be  quick,  or  he'll  not  stop,  even  for 
that.  He  is  a  man  of  suoh  desperate  ardour!"  said  the 
smooth  secretary,  whom  Mr.  Dennis  corroborated  with  sundiy 
noda  and  muttered  oaths — "Once  roused,  he  is  a  fellow  of 
such  fierce  determination  ! " 

Hugh  poised  his  sturdy  arm  aloft,  and  clajiping  Barnaby 
on  the  back,  bade  him  fcai-  nothing.  They  shook  liaiids 
together — poor  Larnaby  e\'idently  possessed  with  t}ie  idea 
that  he  was  among  the  nio&t  virtuous  and  disinterested  heroes 
in  the  world — and  Gashford  laughed  again. 

"  I  hear,"  ho  said  smoothly,  as  he  stood  among  them  witli 
a  great  measure  of  liquor  in  his  hand,  and  filled  their  glasses 
as  quickly  and  as  often  as  tliey  chose,  "  I  hear — but  I  cannot 
say  whether  it  be  true  or  false — that  the  men  who  are 
loitering  in  the  streets  to-niglit,  are  half  disposed  to  pull  down 
a  Komiah  ohapel  or  two,  and  that  they  only  want  leaders.  I 
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even  heard  mention  of  those  in  Dnke  Street,  Lincoln*8-Inn 

Fields,  and  in  Warwick  Street,  Golden  Sijuare ;  but  commoD 
report,  you  know — You  are  not  going?" 

— "To  do  nothing,  master,  eh?"  cried  Hugh.  "No  jails 
and  halter  for  Bamaby  and  me.  They  must  be  frightened 
out  of  that.    Leaders  are  wanted,  are  they?    Now  boys!** 

"A  most  imjx^uouH  fellow!"  cried  the  secretary.  "Ha 
ha!  A  courageous,  boisterous,  most  Tehement  fellow!  A 
man  who — " 

There  was  no  need  to  finish  the  sentence,  for  they  had 
rushed  out  of  the  house,  and  were  far  beyond  hearing.  He 
stopped  in  the  middle  of  a  laugh,  listened,  drew  on  his  gloTefi, 
and,  clasping  his  hands  behind  him,  paoed  the  deserted  room 
for  a  long  time,  then  bent  his  steps  towards  the  busy  town, 
and  walked  into  the  streets. 

They  were  filled  with  people,  for  the  rumour  of  that  day's 
proceedings  had  made  a  great  noise.  Those  persons  who  did 
not  care  to  leave  home,  were  at  their  doors  ot  windows,  and 
one  topic  of  discourse  pzmuled  on  every  side.  Some  repoiied 
that  the  riots  were  effectually  put  down ;  others  that  they  had 
broken  out  again :  some  said  lhat  Lord  George  Gordon  had 
been  sent  under  a  strong  guard  to  the  Tower ;  others,  that  an 
attempt  had  been  made  upon  the  King's  life,  that  the  soldiers 
had  been  again  called  out,  and  that  the  noise  of  musketry  in 
a  distant  part  of  the  town  had  been  plainly  heard  within  an 
hour.  As  it  grew  darker,  these  storiee  became  more  direiAil 
and  mysterious ;  and  often,  when  some  frightened  passenger 
ran  past  with  tidings  tliat  the  rioters  were  not  far  off,  and 
were  coming  up,  the  doors  were  shut  and  barred,  lower 
windows  made  secure,  and  as  much  consternation  engendered, 
as  if  the  city  were  invaded  by  a  foreign  army. 

Gashford  walked  stealtliily  about,  listening  to  all  he  hoard, 
and  diti'iising  or  coiifinniiig,  whenever  he  had  an  o2)portiiiiit}', 
such  false  intelligence  as  suited  his  own  purpose;  and,  biKsily 
occupied  in  this  way,  turned  into  Holborn  for  the  twentieth 
tinio,  wlien  a  great  many  women  and  children  came  flvinsr 
along  tlie  street — often  panting  and  looking  back — and  the 
confused  murmur  of  numerous  voices  struck  upon  his  ear. 
Assured  by  these  tokens,  and  by  the  red  liglit  which  began  to 
flash  upon  the  houses  on  either  side,  that  some  of  his  friends 
were  indeed  approaching,  he  b^;ged  a  moment's  slielter  at  a 
door  which  opened  as  he  passed,  and  running  with,  some 
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other  persons,  to  an  upper  window,  looked  out  upon  the 
crowd. 

They  had  torclies  among  them,  and  the  chief  faces  were 
distinctly  visible.  That  they  had  been  engaged  in  the  destruc- 
tion of  some  building  was  sufficiently  apparent,  and  that  it 
was  a  Catholic  place  of  worship  was  evident  from  the  spoils 
they  bore  as  tropliies,  which  were  easily  recognisable  for  the 
vestments  of  priests,  and  rich  fragments  of  altar  Aunitaxe. 
Covered  with  soot^  and  dirt,  and  dust,  and  lime;  their 
garments  torn  to  rags ;  their  liair  hanging  wildly  about  them ; 
their  hands  and  faces  jagged  and  bleeding  with  the  wounds  of 
rusty  nails ;  Bamaby,  Hugh,  and  Deinnis  huiried  on  before 
them  all,  like  hideous  madmen.  After  them,  the  dense 
throng  oame  fighting  on:  some  singing ;  some  shouting  in 
triumph ;  some  quarEelling  among  tii^oselyes ;  some  menaemg 
the  spectators  as  they  passed;  some  with  great  wooden' 
fragments,  on  which  they  spent  their  rage  as  if  ^ey  had  been 
aliYe,  rending  them  limb  from  limb,  and  hurling  the  scattered 
morseb  high  into  the  air ;  some  in  a  drunken  state,  uncour 
scions  of  the  hurts  thej  had  xeceiYed  from  frilling  bricks,  and 
stones,  and  beams;  one  borne  upon  a  shutter,  in  the  very 
midst,  covered  with  a  dingy  cloth,  a  senseless,  ghastly  heap. 
Thus — a  vision  of  coarse  faces,  with  here  and  there  a  blot  of 
flaring  smoky  light;  a  dream  of  demon  heads  and  savage 
eyes,  and  sticks  and  iron  bars  uplifted  in  the  air,  and  whirled 
about ;  a  bewildering  horror,  in  which  so  much  was  seen, 
and  yet  so  little,  which  seemed  so  long  and  yet  so  short,  in 
which  there  were  so  many  phantoins,  not  to  be  forgotten  all 
through  life,  and  yet  so  many  things  that  could  not  be 
observed  in  one  distracting  glimpse— it  flitted  onward  and 
was  gone.  * 

As  it  passed  away  upon  its  work  of  wrath  and  ruin,  a 
piercing  scream  was  heard.  A  knot  of  persons  ran  towards 
the  spot;  Gashford,  who  just  then  emerged  into  the  street, 
among  them.  He  was  on  t^e  outskirts  of  the  little  concourse, 
and  could  not  see  or  hear  what  passed  within ;  but  one  who 
had  a  better  place,  informed  him  that  a  widow  woman  had 
descried  her  son  among  the  rioters. 

**  Is  that  all  ? "  said  the  secretary,  turning  his  face 
homewards.  "  Well !  I  think  this  lodks  a  little  more  like 
business ! " 
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CHAPTER  LL 
♦ 

Promising  ajs  these  outrag-es  were  to  Gasliford's  view,  and 
much  like  buRincBS  as  they  looked,  they  extended  that  night 
no  farther.  The  soldiers  were  again  called  out,  again  tliey 
took  half-a-dozen  prisoners,  and  again  tlie  crowd  dispersed 
after  a  short  and  bloodless  scuifle.  Hot  and  drunken  tliough 
they  were,  they  had  not  yet  broken  all  bounds  and  set  rdl  law 
and  government  at  defiance.  Something  of  their  habitual 
deference  to  the  authority  erected  by  society  for  its  own 
pieeenration  yet  remained  among  tiiem,  and  had  its  majesty 
been  vindicated  in  time,  the  aeoretaiy  would  have  had  to 
digest  a  bitter  disappointment. 

By  midnight,  the  streete  were  clear  and  quiets  and,  save 
that  there  stood  in  two  parts  of  the  town,  a  heap  of  nodding 
walls  and  pile  of  rubbidi,  where  there  had  been  at  soneefc  a 
rich  and  handsome  biulding,  evezything  wore  its  usual  aspect 
Eyen  the  Catholic  gentzy  and  tradesmen,  of  whom  there  weie 
many,  resident  in  different  parts  of  the  City  and  its  suburbsy 
had  no  fear  &r  their  liyes  or  property,  and  but  littibe  indig- 
nation for  the  wrong  they  had  already  sustained  in  the 
]dunder  and  destructum  of  tiieir  temples  of  worshiq^  An 
hcmeet  confideuoe  in  the  government  under  whose  protection 
they  had  lived  Ibr  many  years,  and  a  well-fbunded  reHnoB  on 
the  good  feeling  and  right  thinking  of  the  great  mass  of  the 
comnmnity,  with  whom,  not^dthstanding  their  religions 
diii'erences,  tliey  were  every  day  in  habits  of  confidential 
affectionate,  and  friendly  intercourse,  re-assured  them,  even 
under  the  excesses  that  had  been  committed ;  and  convinced 
them  that  tliey  who  were  Protestants  in  anything  but  the 
name,  Asere  no  more  to  be  considered  as  abettors  of  these 
disgraceful  occurrences,  than  they  themselves  were  chargeable 
with  the  uses  of  the  block,  the  rack,  the  gibbet,  and  the  stake, 
in  jcruel  Mary's  reign. 

The  clock  was  on  the  stroke  of  one,  when  Gabriel  Vardcu, 
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with  his  lady  and  Miss  Miggs,  sat  -waiting  in  the  little  parlour. 
This  fact ;  the  toppling  wicks  of  the  dull,  wasted  candles ;  the 
silence  that  prevailed ;  and  above  all  the  nightcaps  of  both 
maid  and  matron,  were  sufficient  evidence  that  they  had  been 
prepared  for  bed  some  time  ago,  and  had  some  strong  reason 
for  sitting  up  so  far  beyond  their  usual  hour. 

If  any  other  corroborative  testimony  had  been  required,  it 
would  have  been  abundantly  furnished  in  the  actions  of  Miss 
Miggs,  who,  having  axriyed  at  that  restless  state  and  sensitive 
ooncUtion  of  the  nervous  system  which  are  the  result  of  long 
iratobingy  did,  by  a  OQnstant  rubbing  and  tweaJdng  of  heat 
nose,  a  perpetual  change  of  position  (arising  from  the  sudden 
growth  of  imaginary  kaots  aoid  knobs  in  her  chair),  a  frequent 
friction  of  her  eyebrows^  the  moessant  recurrence  of  a  small 
ooa^  a  small  groan,  a  gasp,  a  sigh,  a  sni£^  a  spasmodic 
starts  and  by  other  demonstrationB  of  that  nature,  so  file  down 
and  rasp,  as  it  were^  the  patience  of  tiie  loeksmith,  that  after 
looking  at  her  in  flilence  for  some  time,  he  at  last  broke  out 
into  tids  apostrophe : 

**  Miggs,  my  good  girl,  go  to  bed— 4o  go  to  bed.  Tou  're 
really  worse  thtua  the  chipping  of  a  hundred  water-buMs 
outside  the  window,  or  the  soratchii^.of  as  many  mice  behind 
the  wainscot.  I  can't  bear  it.  Do  go  to  bed,  Miggs.  To 
oblige  me — do.'' 

"  You  haven't  got  nothing  to  imtie,  sir,"  returned  Miss 
Miggs,  "  and  therefore  your  requests  does  not  surprise  me. 
But  Missis  has — and  while  you  set  up,  mim"  —  slio  added, 
turning  to  the  locksmith's  wife,  "  I  couldn't,  no  not  if  twenty 
times  the  quantity  of  cold  water  was  aperiently  running  down 
my  back  at  this  moment,  go  to  bed  with  a  quiet  spirit." 

Having  spoken  these  words,  Miss  Miggs  made  divers  efforts 
to  rub  her  slioulders  in  an  impossible  place,  and  shivered 
from  head  to  foot ;  thereby  giving  the  beholders  to  understand 
that  the  imaginary  cascade  was  still  in  full  flow,  but  that  a 
sense  of  duty  upheld  her  under  that,  and  all  other  su^Qorings, 
and  nerved  her  to  endurance. 

Mrs.  Varden  being  too  sleepy  to  speak,  and  Miss  Miggs 
having,  as  the  phrase  is,  said  her  say,  the  locksmith  had 
nothing  for  it  but  to  sigh  and  be  as  quiet  as  he  could. 

But  to  be  quiet  with  such  a  basilisk  before  him,  was 
impossible.  If  he  looked  another  way,  it  was  worse  to  feel 
that  she  was  rubbing  her  cheek,  or  twitching  her  ear,  or 
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winking  her  eye,  or  making  all  kinds  of  estnuxrdinazy  shapes 
with  her  nose,  than  to  see  her  do  it.  If  she  was  for  a  moment 
free  from  any  of  these  complaints,  it  was  only  because  of  her 
foot  being-  asleep,  or  of  her  arm  having  got  the  fidgets,  or  of 
her  leg  being  doubled  up  with  the  cramp,  or  of  some  other 
horrible  dis^^rder  which  racked  her  whole  frame.  If  she  did 
enjoy  a  moment's  ease,  then  with  her  eyes  shut  and  her  moutli 
wide  open,  she  would  be  seen  to  sit  very  stiff  and  upright  in 
her  chair ;  tlien  to  nod  a  little  way  forward,  and  stop  with 
a  jerk  ;  then  to  nod  a  little  farther  forward,  and  stop  with 
another  jerk ;  then  to  recover  herself;  then  to  come  forward 
again — lower — lower — lower — by  very  slow  degrees,  until, 
just  as  it  seemed  impossible  that  she  could  preserve  her 
balance  for  another  instant,  and  the  locksmith  was  about  to 
call  out  in  an  agony,  to  save  her  from  dashing  down  upon  her 
forehead  and  fracturing  her  skull,  then  all  of  a  sudden  and 
without  the  smallest  notice,  she  would  oome  upright  and  rigid 
again  with  her  ejee  open,  and  in  her  conntenance  an  expression 
of  defiance,  sleepy  but  yet  most  obstinate,  which  pUinly  said 
I  're  neyer  once  closed  'em  since  I  looked  at  you  lai,  and 
I'll  take  my  oath  of  it!" 

At  length,  after  the  dock  had  struck  two,  there  was  a 
aonnd  at  the  street  door,  as  if  somebody  had  fiillen  against 
the  knocker  by  accident.  Miss  Miggs  immediately  jumping 
up  and  dapping  her  hands,  cried  with  a  drowsy  mingling  of 
the  sacred  and  pro&ne,  Ally  Looyer,  mim !  there 's 
Simmuns's  knock ! " 

"Who's  there?"  said  Gabrid. 

"Me  !  "  cried  the  well-known  voice  of  Mr.  Tappertit. 

Gabriel  opened  the  door,  and  gave  him  admission. 

He  did  not  cut  a  very  insinuating  lig-ure  ;  for  a  man  of 
his  stature  suffers  in  a  crowd  ;  and  ha^dng  been  active  in 
yesterday  morniog's  work,  his  dress  was  literally  crushed 
from  head  to  foot ;  his  hat  being  1  tentcn  out  of  all  siiape,  and 
liis  shoes  trodden  down  at  heel  like  slippers.  His  coat 
fluttered  in  strips  about  him,  the  buckles  were  torn  away 
both  from  his  knees  and  feet,  half  his  neckerchief  was  gone, 
and  the  bosom  of  his  shirt  was  rent  to  tatters.  Yet  notwith- 
standing aU  these  personal  disadvantages ;  despite  his  being 
very  weak  from  heat  and  fatigue ;  and  so  begrimed  with  mud 
and  dust  that  he  might  have  been  in  a  case,  for  anything  of 
the  real  texture  (either  of  his  skin  or  apparel)  that  the  eye 
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oould  disoeam;  be  staDced  hanghtQy  into  the  parlour,  and 
thxowuig  biinaeilf  into  a  ohaiTy  and  endeavoozing  to  ibnist  his 
hands  into  the  pocketo  of  his  8nia]l<-eloihe8y  whidi  were  tamed 
inaide  out  and  dbplayed  upon  his  legs,  Iflra  teaedlfl,  eurveyed 
the  hoiiflehold  with  a  gloomy  dignity. 

Simon,'*  said  the  locksmith  gravely,  "How  comes  it  that 
you  return  home  at  this  time  of  ni^ht,  and  in  this  condition  ? 
Give  me  an  assurance  that  you  have  not  been  among  the 
rioters,  and  I  am  satisfied." 

**Sir,"  replied  Mr.  Tappertit,  with  a  contemptuous  look, 
**I  wonder  at  your  assurance  in  making  such  demands.'* 
"  You  have  been  drinking,"  said  the  locksmith, 
"  As  a  general  principle,  and  in  the  most  offensive  sense  of 
the  words,  sir,"  returned  his  journeyman  ^^4th  great  self- 
possession,  I  consider  you  a  liar.  In  that  last  observation 
you  have  unintentionally — unintentionally,  sir — struok  upon 
the  truth." 

"  Martha,"  said  the  locksmith,  turning  to  his  wife,  and 
ahftlrmg  his  head  sorrowfully,  while  a  smile  at  the  absurd 
figure  before  him  still  played  upon  his  open  face,  I  trust  it 
may  turn  out  that  this  poor  lad  is  not  the  victim  of  the  knaves 
and  fools  we  have  so  often  had  words  about,  and  who  have 
done  so  muoh  harm  to-day.  If  he  has  been  at  Warwick  Street 
or  Duke  Street  to-night—'' 

"  He  has  been  at  neitiber,  sir,"  eried  Mr.  Tappertit  in  a 
loud  voice,  which  he  suddenly  dropped  into  a  whisper  as  he 
repeated,  with  eyes  fixed  iqMm  the  locksmith,  **  he  has  been 
at  neither/' 

<'T  am  glad  of  it,  with  all  my  heart,"  said  the  hxsksmilii  in 

a  serious  tone ;  for  if  he  had  been,  and  it  coidd  be  proved 
against  him,  Martha,  your  Great  Association  would  have  been 

to  him  the  cart  that  draws  men  to  tlie  gallows  and  leaves 
tliom  hanging  in  the  air.    It  would,  as  sm-e  as  we  're  aHve  !  " 

Mrs.  Varden  was  too  much  scared  by  Simon's  altered 
manner  and  appearance,  and  by  the  accounts  of  the  rioters 
which  had  reached  her  ears  that  night,  to  offer  any  retort,  or 
to  have  recourse  to  her  usual  matrimonial  pohcy.  Miss 
Miggs  wrung  her  hands,  and  wept. 

**  He  was  not  at  Duke  Street  or  at  Warwick  Street,  G. 
Varden,"  said  Simon,  sternly:  "but  he  was  at  Westminster. 
Perhaps,  sir,  he  kicked  a  county  member,  perhaps  sir  he 
tapped  a  lord — you  may  staie,  sir,  I  repeat  it — ^blood  flowed 
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from  noee^  and  perhaps  he  tapped  a  lord.  Who  knows  ? 
Thia,"  be  added,  plotting  hia  hand  into  his  waistooat-pooket, 
and  taking  out  a  large  tooth,  at  the  flight  of  which  both 
Miggs  and  Mrs.  Varden  BGraamed,     this  was  a  bishop's. 

Beware,  G.  Viirden !  '* 

"  Now,  I  would  rather,'*  said  the  locksmith  hai5tily,  "have 
paid  five  hundred  pounds,  tlian  had  this  come  to  pass.  You 
idiot,  do  you  know  what  peril  \'ou  stand  in  ?  " 

"  I  know  it,  sir,'*  replied  his  journeyman,  "  and  it  is  my 
<>lory.  I  was  tlu^re,  everybody  saw  me  there.  I  was  con- 
bpicuous,  and  prominent.    I  will  abide  the  consequences.** 

The  locksmith,  really  distiirljed  and  agitated,  paced  to  and 
fro  in  silt  IK  o — p^lancing  at  liis  former  'prentice  every  now  and 
then — and  at  length  stopping  before  him,  said  : 

Get  to  bed,  and  sleep  for  a  couple  of  hours  that  you  may 
wake  penitent,  and  with  some  of  your  senses  about  yon.  Be 
sorry  for  what  you  have  done,  and  we  will  try  to  saTe  you. 
If  I  call  him  by  five  o^dock,"  said  Varden,  turning  huziiedly 
to  hia  wife,  **  and  he  washes  himself  clean  and  changes  hia 
dreaa,  he  may  get  to  the  Tower  Stairs,  and  away  by  the 
GraToaend  tide -boat,  before  any  aeajrch  is  made  for  him. 
From  Ihere  he  can  easily  get  on  to  CSanterbuxy,  where  yoor 
ooosin  will  gi^e  him  work  till  this  storm  has  Uown  over.  I' 
am  not  sure  that  I  do  right  in  screening  him  from  the  pmiish- 
ment  he  deserves,  but  he  has  lived  in  this  honse,  man  and 
boy,  Ibr  a  dosen  years,  and  I  should  he  sony  if  iox  this  one 
day's  work  he  made  a  miserable  end.  Lock  the  £ront  door 
Miggs,  and  show  no  light  towards  the  street  when  you  go  up 
stairs.    Quick,  Simon !    Get  to  bed !  ** 

''And  do  you  suppose,  sir,"  retorted  Mr.  Tappertit^  with  a 
thickness  and  slowness  of  speech  which  contrasted  forcibly 
with  the  rapidity  and  earnestness  of  his  kind-hearted  master 
— and  do  you  suppose,  sir,  that  I  am  base  and  mean  enough 
to  accept  your  servile  proposition  ? — Miscreant !  " 

**  Wliatever  you  please,  Sim,  but  get  to  bed.  Every  minute 
is  of  consequence.    The  light  here,  Miggs  !  " 

"Yes  yes,  oh  do  1  Go  to  bed  directly,"  cried  the  two 
women  together. 

Mr.  Tappertit  stood  upon  his  feet,  and  pushing  his  chair 
away  to  show  that  he  needed  no  assistance,  answered,  swaying 
liimself  to  and  fro,  and  managing  his  head  as  if  it  had  no 
connexion  whatever  with  his  body : 
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''Ton  spoke  of  Miggs,  sir — Miggs  may  bo  unothoiod ! " 

"  Oh  Simmun !  '*  ejaculated  that  young  lady  in  a  faint 
voice.  "  Oh  mim !  Oh  sir !  Oh  goodness  gracious,  what  a 
turn  ho  has  give  me  !  " 

"This  family  may  all  be  smothered,  sir,"  returned  Mr. 
Tappertit,  after  glancing  at  her  with  a  smile  of  ineffable 
disdain,  "  excepting  Mrs.  V.  I  have  come  here,  sir,  for  her 
sake,  this  night.  Mrs.  Varden,  take  tliis  piece  of  paper.  It 's 
a  protection,  ma'am.    You  may  need  it." 

With  these  words  he  held  out  at  arm's  length,  a  dirty, 
crumpled  scrap  of  writing.  The  locksmith  took  it  j&om  him, 
opened  it,  and  read  as  f oUows ; 

All  good  friends  to  our  oatue,  I  hope  will  he  particular, 
and  do  no  injury  to  the  property  of  any  true  Protestant.  I 
am  veil  assured  that  the  proprietor  of  this  house  is  a  staunch 
and  wotGxj  friend  to  the  oaose. 

Qsoms  GtosBOK." 

''What  *B  this ! "  said  the  lodcsmithy  with  an  altered  fkce. 

"Something  that'll  do  you  good  servioe,  3roung  £alkr/' 
replied  his  journeyman,  "  as  joa  H  find.  Keep  that  safe, 
and  where  you  can  lay  your  hand  upon  it  in  an  instant 
And  chalk  '  No  Popei-y '  on  your  door  to-morrow  nighty  and 
for  a  week  to  come— that 's  alL" 

"This  is  a  genuine  document,"  said  the  locksmith,  "I 
know/  &r  I  haye  seen  the  hand  hefore.  What  threat  does  it 
xmplj?   What  devil  is  ahroad  ?  *' 

"A  fiery  devil,"  retorted  Sim;  "a  flaming  furious  devil. 
Don't  you  put  yourself  in  its  way,  or  you  're  done  for,  my 
buck.    Be  warned  in  time,  G.  Varden.    Farewell  I  '* 

But  here  the  two  women  threw  themselves  in  his  way — 
especially  Miss  Ming's,  who  fell  upon  him  with  sucli  fervour 
that  she  pinned  him  against  the  wall — and  conjured  him  in 
moving  words  not  to  go  forth  till  he  was  sober ;  to  listen  to 
reason  ;  to  think  of  it ;  to  take  some  rest,  and  then  determine. 

"  I  teU  you,"  said  Mr.  Tappertit,  "  that  my  mind  is  made 
up.  My  bleeding  country  calls  me  and  I  go !  Miggs,  if  you 
drai't  get  out  of  the  way,  I  '11  pinch  you." 

Miss  Miggs,  still  clinging  to  the  rebel,  screamed  once 
Todfbrously — l)ut  whether  in  the  distraction  of  her  mind,  or 
hecsoae  of  his  having  ezeonted  his  threat,  is  unoertain. 
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'^Beleaae  me,"  said  Simon^  stroggliiig  to  free  himflelf  fixna 
her  ohaeto,  but  spider-like  embiaoe.  *'  Let  me  go !  I  have 
made  ammgementB  finr  you  in  an  altered  atate  of  aodeiy,  and 
mean  to  provide  fbr  you  oomfixrtablj  in  li£»--4liere !  WiU 
that  aatisfy  you  ?  " 

''Oh  Simmun!"  eried  Miaa  Migge.  *'Gh  my  blesaed 
Simmun  !  Oh  mim !  what  are  my  feelings  at  this  confiiotiDg 
moment !  ** 

Of  a  rather  turbulent  description,  it  would  seem ;  for  her 
nightcap  had  been  knocked  off  in  tlie  scuffle,  and  she  was  on 
her  knees  upon  the  floor,  making  a  strange  revelation  of  blue 
and  yellow  curl-papers,  straggling  locks  of  hair,  tags  of 
staylaces,  and  strings  of  it 's  impossible  to  say  what ;  panting 
for  breath,  clasping  her  hands,  turning  her  eyes  upwards, 
shedding  abundance  of  teai's,  and  exlii biting  vaiious  other 
symptoms  of  tlie  acutest  mental  suffering. 

"  I  leave,"  said  Simon,  turning  to  his  master,  with  an  utter 
disregard  of  Miggs's  maidenly  affliction,  a  box  of  things  up 
stairs.  Bo  what  you  like  with  'em.  /  don't  want  'em.  I 'm 
never  coming  back  here,  any  more.  Provide  yourself  air, 
with  a  journeyman ;  I 'm  my  countiya  journeyman ;  hence- 
forward that's  my  line  of  business." 

Be  what  you  like  in  two  hours'  time,  but  now  go  up  to 
bed,"  returned  the  locksmith,  planting  himself  in  the  door- 
way.   *'  Do  you  hear  me  P  Go  to  bed ! " 

/'I  hear  you,  and  defy  you»  Yaxden,"  r^oined  l^mon 
Tappertit  "This  idght,  air,  I  have  been  in  the  oounity, 
plaiming  an  expedition  whidh  shall  fill  your  beH-hanging 
soul  wi^  wonder  and  dismay.  The  plot  demands  my  utmoet 
energy.    Let  me  pass ! " 

"  I  'U  knock  you  down  if  yon  come  near  the  door/'  replied 
the  locksmith.      You  had  bettor  go  to  bed !  ** 

Simon  made  no  answer,  but  gathering  himself  up  as 
straight  as  he  could,  plunged  head  foremost  at  his  old  master, 
and  the  two  went  driving  out  into  the  workshop  together, 
plying  their  hands  and  feet  so  briskly  that  they  looked  like 
half-a-dozen,  while  Miggs  and  Mrs.  Yarden  screamed  for 
twelve. 

It  would  have  been  easy  for  Yarden  to  knock  his  old 
'prentice  down,  and  bind  him  hand  and  foot;  but  as  he  was 
loth  to  hurt  him  in  his  then  defenceless  state,  he  contented 
himself  with  parzying  his  blows  when  he  could,  taking  them 
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in  perfect  good  part  when  he  oould  not,  and  keeping  between 
liim  and  the  door,  until  a  favourable  opportunity  should 
present  itself  for  forcing  liim  to  retreat  up  stairs,  and  shutting 
him  up  in  his  own  room.  But,  in  the  goodness  of  his  heart, 
he  calculated  too  much  upon  his  adversary's  weakness,  and 
forgot  that  drunken  men  who  have  lost  the  power  of  walking 
steadily,  can  often  run.  Watching  his  time,  Simon  Tappertit 
made  a  cunning  show  of  falling  back,  staggered  vmexpectedly 
forward,  brushed  past  liim,  opened  the  door  (he  knew  the 
trick  of  that  lock  well),  and  darted  down  the  street  like  a  mad 
dog.  Tlie  locksmith  paused  for  a  moment  in  the  excess  of 
his  astonishment,  and  then  gave  chace. 

It  was  an  excellent  season  for  a  run,  for  at  that  silent  hour 
the  streets  were  deserted,  the  air  was  cool,  and  the  flying 
figure  before  him  distinctly  visible  at  a  great  distance,  as  it  « 
sped  away,  with  a  long  gaunt  shadow  following  at  its  heels. 
But  the  short-wioded  locksmith  had  no  chance  against  a  man 
of  Sim's  youth  and  spare  figure,  ilioii^  the  day  had  been 
when  he  could  have  nm  him  down  in  no  time.  The  space 
between  them  rapidly  inoreasedy  and  as  the  rays  of  the  rising 
son  stMmed  npon  Simon  in  the  act  of  tmning  a  distant 
corner^  Gabriel  Yarden  was  fidn  to  give  up,  and  sit  down  on 
a  door-step  to  fetch  his  breath.  Simon  meanwhile,  without 
onoe  stopping,  fied  at  the  same  degree  of  Bwiftness  to  The 
Boot,  where,  as  he  well  knew,  some  of  his  company  were 
lying,  and  at  which  respectable  hostehy — for  he  had  already 
acquired  tiie  distbicfaon  of  being  in  great  peril' of  the  law — a 
Mendly  watch  had  been  expecting  him  all  night,  and  was 
even  now  on  the  look-out  for  his  coming. 

Go  thy  ways,  Sim,  go  thy  ways,"  said  the  locksmith,  as 
soon  as  he  could  speak.  I  have  done  my  best  for  thee,  poor 
lad,  and  would  have  saved  thee,  but  the  rope  ia  round  thy 
neck,  I  fear." 

So  saiyang,  and  shaking  his  head  in  a  very  sorrowful  and 
disconsolate  manner,  he  turned  back,  and  soon  re-entered  his 
own  house,  where  Mrs.  Viuden  and  the  faithJ^  Miggs  had 
been  anxiously  expecting  his  return. 

Now  Mrs.  Varden  (and  by  consequence  Miss  Miggs  like- 
wise) was  impressed  with  a  secret  misgiving  that  she  had 
done  wrong ;  that  she  had,  to  the  utmost  of  her  smaU  means, 
aided  and  abetted  the  growth  of  disturbances,  the  end  of  which 
it  was  impossible  to  fbxesee;  that  she  had  led  remotely  to  the 
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ecene  which  had  just  passed ;  and  that  the  locksmith's  time 
for  triumph  and  reproach  had  now  arrived  indeed.  And  so 
strongly  did  Mrs.  Varden  feel  this,  and  so  crest-faUen  was  sho 
in  consequence,  that  while  her  husband  was  pursuing  their 
lost  journeyman,  she  secreted  under  her  chair  the  little  red- 
brick dweUing-houso  with  the  yellow  roof,  lest  it  should 
furnish  now  occasion  for  reference  to  the  painful  theme ;  and 
now  hid  the  same  still  more,  with  the  skirts  of  her  dress. 

But  it  happened  that  the  locksmith  had  been  thinking  of 
tfais  yeiy  article  on  his  way  home,  and  that,  coming  into  the 
room  and  not  seeing  it^  h»  at  once  demanded  where  it  was. 

Mrs.  Varden  had  no  resource  but  to  produce  it,  which  she 
did  with  many  teajSy  and  broken  proteetatLans  that  if  ahe 
ooidd  have  known — 

"Yes,  yes/'  aaid  Varden,  "of  course — know  that.  I 
don't  mean  to  reproach  you,  my  dear.  But  reooJleot  from 
this  time  that  all  good  tiungs  perverted  to  evil  porposes,  are 
worse  than  those  idiich  are  naturally  bad.  A  liunongldy 
wicked  woman,  is  wicked  indeed.  When  religion  goes  wrong, 
she  is  very  wrong,  for  the  same  reason.  Let  us  say  no  more 
about  it,  my  dear." 

So  be  dropped  the  led-briok  dwelling-house  on  the  floor, 
and  setting  bis  heel  upon  it,  crushed  it  into  pieces.  Hie 
bal^ence,  and  sixpences,  and  other  voluntary  contributions, 
rolled  about  in  all  directions,  but  nobody  offered  to  touch 
them,  or  to  tsiko  them  up. 

**  That,"  said  the  locksmith,    is  easily  disposed  of,  and  I 
would  to  Heaven  that  ever}i;hing  'growing  out  of  the  same 
.  society  could  be  settled  as  easily." 

"  It  happens  very  fortunately,  Varden,"  said  his  wife,  with 
her  handkercliief  to  her  eyes,  "  that  in  case  any  more  dis- 
turbances should  bappen-^wbick  I  hope  not;  I  sincerely 
hope  not — " 

I  hope  so  too,  my  dear." 

**  — That  in  case  any  should  occur,  we  have  the  piece  of 
paper  which  that  poor  misguided  young  man  brought." 

''Ay,  to  be  sure,"  said  the  locksmith,  turning  quickly 
roimd.    "  Where  is  that  piece  of  paper  ?  " 

Mrs.  Varden  stood  aghast  as  he  took  it  from  her  out- 
•  strdtohed  hand,  tore  it  into  fiagmentB,  and  threw  them  under 
the  grate. 

''Not  use  it?"  ahe  said. 
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"Use  it!"  cried  the  locksmitli.  "No!  Let  them  come 
and  piiU  the  roof  about  our  ears ;  let  them  l)iirn  us  out  of 
house  and  liome ;  I 'd  neither  have  the  protection  of  their 
leader,  nor  chalk  their  howl  upon  my  door,  though,  for  not 
doing  it,  they  shot  me  on  my  own  threshold.  Use  it !  Let 
them  come  and  do  their  worst.  The  first  man  who  crosses 
my  door-step  on  such  an  errand  as  theirs,  had  better  be  a 
himdred  miles  away.  Let  liim  look  to  it.  The  others  may 
have  their  will.  I  wouldn't  beg  or  buy  them  off,  if,  instead 
of  every  pound  of  iron  in  the  place,  there  was  a  hundred 
weight  of  gold.  Qet  you  to  bed»  Martha.  I  ahail  taJce  down 
the  shutters  and  go  to  work." 

"  So  early  !  "  said  his  wife. 

**  Ajf*  replied  the  locksmith  cheerily,  so  early.  Cknde 
when  they  may,  they  ghall  not  find  us  skulking  and  hiding,  as 
if  we  feared  to  take  our  portioiL  of  the  li^t  of  day,  and  left 
it  all  to  ihm.  So  pleasant  dzeams  to  yoa,  my  dear,  and 
cheerful  sleep ! " 

With  that  he  gave  his  wife  a  hearl^  kiss,  and  hade  her 
delay  no  loilger,  or  it  would  he  time  to  rise  hefiire  she  lay 
down  to  rest  Mis.  Yarden  quite  amiably  and  meekly  walked 
i:^  staixSy  followed  hy  Miggs,  who,  although  a  good  deal 
subdued,  oonid  not  refrain  &om  sundry  stimulative  coughs  and 
sniffii  hy  the  way,  or  from  holding  up  her  hands  in  astoniah- 
meoit  at  the  daring  conduct  of  master. 
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CHAPTER  LII 

A  MOB  is  usually  a  creaturo  of  very  mystorious  existence, 
particularly  in  a  largo  city.  Where  it  comes  from  or  wliither 
it  goes,  few  men  can  teU.  Assembling  and  dispersing  with 
equal  suddeimefifl^  it  is  as  difficult  to  follow  to  its  various 
sduioes  as  the  sea  itself;  nor  does  the  parallel  stop  heace,  for 
the  ocean  is  not  more  fickle  and  uncertain,  more  temUe  when 
roused,  more  unreasonable,  or  more  cruel. 

The  people  who  were  boisterous  at  Westminster  upon  the 
Friday  mioming,  and  were  eagerly  bent  upon  the  work  of 
deyastation  in  Duke  Street  and  Warwick  Street  at  night,  were, 
in  the  mass^  tibe  same.  AUowing  for  the  chance  aoce68i0ns  of 
which  any  crowd  is  morally  sure  in  a  town  where  there  must 
always  be  a  large  number  of  idle  and  profligate  persons,  one 
and  the  same  mob  was  at  both  places.  Yet  thej  spread 
themselves  in  Tarioos  directions  when  they  dispersed  in  the 
afternoon,  made  no  appointment  foot  re-assembling,  had  no 
definite  purpose  or  design,  and  indeed,  for  anything  they 
knew,  were  scattered  beyond  the  hope  of  future  union. 

At  Tlie  Boot,  which,  as  has  been  8ho^\'n,  was  in  a  manner 
the  headquarters  of  the  rioters,  there  were  not,  upon  this 
Friday  night,  a  dozen  people.  Some  slept  in  the  stable  and 
outhouses,  some  in  the  common  room,  some  two  or  three  in 
beds.  The  rest  were  in  their  usual  homes  or  haunts.  Perhaps 
not  a  score  in  all  lay  in  the  adjacent  fields  and  lanes,  and 
under  haystacks,  or  near  the  warmth  of  brick-kilns,  who  had 
not  their  accustomed  place  of  rest  beneath  the  open  sky.  As 
to  the  public  ways  wdthin  the  tow^i,  they  had  their  ordinary 
nightly  occupants,  and  no  others ;  the  usual  amount  of  Tice 
^and  wretchedness,  but  no  more. 

The  experience  of  one  evening,  however,  had  taught  the 
reckless  leaders  of  disturbance,  that  they  had  hut  to  show 
themselvee  in  the  streets,  to  be  immediately  surrounded  by 
matecials  which  they  could  only  have  kept  together  when  their 
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aid  was  not  required,  at  great  risk,  expense,  and  trouble. 
Once  possessed  of  this  secret,  they  were  as  confident  as  if 
twenty'  thousand  men,  devoted  to  their  will,  liad  been  encamped 
about  them,  and  assumed  a  confidence  which  could  not  have 
been  8urj)assod,  though  that  had  really  been  the  case.  All 
day,  Saturday,  they  remained  quiet.  On  Sunday  they  rather 
studied  how  to  keep  their  men  within  call,  and  in  full  hope, 
than  to  follow  out,  by  any  vezy  £eroe  measure^  tkeir  first  day's 
proceedings. 

I  hope/'  said  Dennis,  as,  vn£b.  a  loud  yawn,  he  raised  his 
body  irom  a  heap  of  straw  on  which  he  had  been  sleeping, 
and  supporting  his  head  upon  his  hand,  appealed  to  Hugh  on 
Sunday  morning,  "that  Muster  Gashford  allows  some  rest? 
Perhaps  he 'd  have  us  at  work  again  already,  eh  ?  " 

It 's  not  his  wiKy  to  let  matters  drop,  you  may  he  sure  of 
tiiat,"  growled  Hugh  in  answer.  I 'm  in  no  humour  to  stir 
yet,  though.  I 'm  as  stiff  as  a  dead  body,  and  a«  ML  of  ugly 
seratches  as  if  I  had  been  fighting  aU  day  yesterday  with 
wild  cato.'' 

You've  so  much  enthusiasm,  that's  it,"  said  Dennis, 
looking  with  great  admiration  at  the  uncombed  head,  matted 
heard,  and  torn  hands  and  &oe  of  the  wild  figure  before  him ; 
"you're  such  a  devil  of  a  fellow.  You  hurt  yourself  a 
hundred  times  more  than  you  need,  because  you  will  be  fore- 
most in  everything,  and  will  do  more  than  the  rest." 

"  For  the  matter  of  that,"  returned  Hugh,  shaking  back 
his  ragged  hair  and  glancing  towards  the  door  of  the  stable 
in  which  they  lay;  there's  one  yonder  as  good  as  me. 
"What  did  I  tell  you  about  him  ?  Did  I  say  he  was  worth  a 
dozen,  when  you  doubted  him  ?  '* 

Mr.  Dennis  rolled  lazily  over  upon  his  breast,  and  resting 
his  chin  upon  his  hand  in-  imitation  of  the  attitude  in  which 
Hugh  lay,  said,  as  he,  too,  looked  towards  the  door  : 

Ay,  ay,  you  Imew  him  brother,  you  know  him.  But 
who 'd  suppose  to  look  at  that  chap  now,  that  he  could  be  the 
man  he  is !  Isn't  it  a  thousand  cruel  pities,  brother,  that 
instead  of  taking  his  nat'ral  rest  and  qualifying  himself  for 
further  exertions  in  this  here  /lonorable  cause,  he  should  be 
playing  at  soldiers  like  a  boy  ?  And  his  j^lAATiimftag  too ! " 
said  Mr.  Dennis,  who  certainly  had  no  reason  to  entertain 
a  fellow  feeling  with  anybody  who  was  particular  on  that 
score;  ''what  weaknesses  he's  guilty     with  respect  to  his 
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eTffwnlinew !  At  five  o'clock  Hub  moming,  there  he  ms  at 
the  pump,  though  any  one  would  think  he  had  gone  through 
enough,  the  day  before  yesterday,  to  be  pretty  fast  asleep  at 
that  time.  But  no — when  I  woke  for  a  minute  or  two,  there 
lie  was  at  the  pump,  and  if  you'd  have  seen  him  sticking 
them  peacock's  feathers  into  his  hat  when  ho  'd  done  washing 
— ah !  I 'm  sorry  ho  '9  such  a  imperfect  character,  but  the  best 
on  Ufi  is  incomplete  in  some  pint  of  view  or  another." 

The  subject  of  this  dialogue  and  of  these  concluding 
remarks,  which  were  uttered  in  a  tone  of  philosophical 
meditation,  was,  as  the  reader  will  have  divined,  no  other  than 
Bamaby,  who,  with  his  flag  in  his  htmd,  stood  sentry  in  the 
little  patch  of  smiliglit  at  the  distant  door,  or  walked  to  and 
fro  outside,  singing  softly  to  himself,  and  keeping  time  to  the 
music  of  some  clear  church  bells.  ^Vhether  he  stood  still, 
leaning  with  both  hands  on  the  flagstaff,  or,  bearing  it  Tt^oa 
his  shoulder,  paced  slowly  up  and  down,  the  careful  arrange- 
ment  of  his  poor  dress,  and  his  erect  and  lofkj  bearing,  showed 
how  high  a  sense  he  had  of  the  great  importance  of  his  trust, 
and  how  happy  and  how  proud  it  made  him.  To  Hugh  and 
his  companion,  who  lay  in  a  dark  comer  of  the  gloomy  died, 
he.  4ihA  smdiflrht.  and  neacefbl  Sabbath  woiifid  to  which 
he  made  leq^onse,  seemed  like  a  bright  picture  finmed  bj  tiie 
door,  and  set  off  by  the  stable's  bilacknees.  The  whole  formed 
such  a  contrast  to  themseiyes,  as  they  lay  wallowing,  like  some 
obscene  anhnals,  in  their  squalor  and  wickedness  on  the  two 
heapsof  straw,  that  far  a  few  moments  they  lo<Jrod  on  wiiho^ 
flpeaking,  and  felt  ahnost  ashamed. 

Ah ! "  said  Hugh  at  length,  carrying  it  off  with  a  laugh; 
"  He 's  a  rare  fellow  is  Bamaby,  and  can  do  more,  with  less 
rest,  or  meat,  or  diink,  than  any  of  us.  As  to  his  soldiering, 
J  put  him  on  duty  there." 

"Then  there  was  a  object  in  it,  and  a  proper  good  ftne 
too,  I  'U  be  swom,"  retorted  Dennis  with  a  broad  grin, 
and  an  oath  of  the  same  quality.    "  What  was  it,  brother  ?  " 

"Why,  you  see,"  said  Hugh,  crawling  a  little  nearer  to 
him,  ''tliat  our  noble  captain  •  yonder,  came  in  yesterday 
morning  rather  the  worse  for  liquor,  and  was — like  you  and 
me — ditto  last  night." 

Dennis  looked  to  where  Simon  Tappertit  lay  coiled  upon  a 
truss  of  hay,  snoring  profoundly,  and  nodded. 

«  And  our  noble  captain,"  continued  Hugh  with  another 
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laugh,  "  our  noble  captain  and  I,  have  planned  for  to-morrow 
a  roaring  expedition,  with  good  profit  in  it." 

"  Again,  the  papists?"  asked  Dennis,  rubbing  his  hands. 
Ay,  against  the  papists — against  one  of  *em  at  least, 
that  some  of  ub,  and  I  lor  one,  owe  a  good  heavy  grudge 
to." 

**  Nat  Muster  Gaahford's  friend  that  he  spoke  to  us 
about  in  my  house,  eh?"  said  Dennis,  brimfiill  of  pleasant 
ea^ectation* 

''.The  same  man,"  said  Hugh. 
That 's  your  sort,"  cried  Mr.  Dennis,  gaily  shaking  hands 
with  him,  "that's  Ihe  kind  of  game.    Let's  haye revenges 
and  ii^juiies,  and  all  that,  and  we  shall  get  on  twice  as  fiist 
Now  you  talk,  indeed ! " 

''Haha  ha!  The  ooptain,"  added  Hugh,  "has  thoughts 
of  carrying  off  a  woman  in  the  hustle,  and--ha  ha  ha !— -and 
aohavel!" 

Mr.  Dennis  xeoeived  this  part  of  the  soheme  with  a  wry 
ftee,  observing  that  as  a  gcmeEal  prindple  he  objected  to 
women  altogefiier,  as  he&ag  unsafe  and  slippery  persons,  on 
whom  there  was  no  calculating  with  any  certainty,  and  who 
were  never  in  the  same  mind  for  four-and-twenty  hours  at 
a  stretch.  He  might  have  expatiated  on  this  suggestive 
theme  at  much  greater  length,  but  that  it  occurred  to  him  to 
ask  what  connexion  existed  between  the  proposed  exi>editiou 
and  Barnaby's  being  posted  at  the  stable  door  as  sentry  j  to 
which  Hugli  cautiously  replied  in  these  words : 

"  'VVliy,  tlie  people  we  mean  to  visit,  were  Mends  of  his, 
once  upon  a  time,  and  I  know  that  much  of  him  to  feel  pretty 
sure  that  if  he  thought  we  were  'going  to  do  them  any  harm, 
he'd  be  no  friend  to  our  side,  but  would  lend  a  ready  hand  to 
the  other.  So  I  *ve  persuaded  him  (for  I  know  him  of  old) 
that  Lord  George  has  picked  him  out  to  guard  this  place  to- 
morrow while  we  'ze  away,  and  that  it 's  a  great  honour — and 
so  he 's  on  duty  now,  and  as  pcoud  of  it  as  if  he  was  a  general. 
Ha  ha !  What  do  you  say  to  me  ibr  a  oavefiil  man  as  well  as 
a  devil  of  a  one  ?  " 

Mr.  Dennis  exhausted  himself  in  oQmplim0iitB|  and  then 
added, 

But  about  tibe  expedition  itself—" 
About  that,"  said  Hugh,    you  shall  hear  aU  partioulass 
ftcm  me  and  the  great  captain  conjointly  and  both  together^ 
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fop  see,  he  *s  waMn^  up.  Rouse  yourself  lion-heart.  Ha  ha  ! 
Put  a  good  fkce  upon  it,  and  drink  again.  Another  hair  of 
the  dog  that  bit  you,  captain  !  Call  for  drink !  There 's 
enough  of  gold  and  silver  cups  and  candlesticks  buried  under- 
neath my  bed,"  he  added,  rolling  back  the  straw,  aud  pointing 
to  where  the  ground  was  newly  turned,  **  to  pay  for  it,  if  it 
was  a  score  of  casks  full.    Drink  captain  !  " 

Mr.  Tappcrtit  received  these  jo\nal  promptings  with  a  veiy 
bad  grace,  being  much  the  worse,  both  in  mind  and  body,  for 
his  two  nights  of  debauch,  and  but  indifferently  able  to  stand 
upon  his  legs.  With  Hugh's  assistance,  however,  he  contrived 
to  stagger  to  the  pump ;  and  having  refreshed  himsfllf  with 
an  abimdant  draught  of  cold  water,  and  a  copious  shower  of 
the  same  refreshing  liquid  on  his  head  and  face,  he  oxdered 
some  mm  and  milk  to  be  served ;  and  upon  that  innocent 
beverage  and  some  biscuits  and  cheese  made  a  pretty  hearty 
meaL  That  done,  he  diaposed  himself  in  an  eaaj  attitude  on 
the  ground  beside  his  two  companions  (who  were  carofusing 
after  their  own  tastes),  and  proceeded  to  enlighten  Mr.  Dernus 
in  re£arenoe  to  to-morrow's  project 

That  their  couTersation  was  an  interesiang  one,  was 
rendered  minifest  by  its  length,  and  by  the  dose  attention  of 
all  three.  That  it  was  not  of  an  oppressiYely  graTe  character, 
but  was  enliTened  by  Taiious  pleasantries  arising  out  of  the 
subject,  was  clear  from  their  loud  and  frequent  roars  of 
laughter,  which  startled  Bamaby  on  his  post,  and  made  him 
wonder  at  their  levity.  But  he  was  not  summoned  to  join 
them,  until  they  had  eaten,  and  drunk,  and  slept,  and  talked 
together  for  some  hours ;  not,  indeed,  until  the  twilight ; 
when  they  informed  him  that  they  were  about  to  make  a 
slight  demonstration  in  the  streets — just  to  keep  the  people's 
hands  in,  as  it  was  Sunday  night,  and  the  public  miglit  other- 
wise be  disappointed — and  that  he  was  free  to  accompany 
them  if  he  would. 

Without  the  slightest  preparation,  saving  that  they  carried 
clubs  and  wore  the  blue  cockade,  they  sallied  out  into  the 
streets ;  and,  with  no  more  settled  design  than  that  of  doing 
as  much  mischief  as  they  could,  paraded  them  at  random. 
Their  numbers  rapidly  increasing,  they  soon  divided  into 
parties ;  and  agreeing  to  meet  by-and-by,  in  the  fields  near 
Welbeck  Street,  scoured  the  town  in  various  directions.  The 
largest  body,  and  that  which  augmented  with  the  grealeat 
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rapitKty,  was  the  one  to  whicli  Hugh  and  Baraahy  belonged. 
This  took  its  way  towards  Moorfields,  where  there  was  a  rich 
chapel,  and  in  wliich  neighbourhood  several  Catholic  families 
were  known  to  reside. 

Beginning  with  the  private  houses  so  occupied,  they  broke 
open  the  doors  and  windows ;  and  while  they  destroyed  tlie 
furniture  and  left  but  the  bare  walls,  made  a  sharp  search  for 
tools  and  engines  of  destruction,  such  as  hammers,  pokers, 
axes,  saws,  and  such  like  instruments.  Many  of  the  rioters 
made  belts  of  cord,  of  handkerchie&,  or  any  material  they 
found  at  hand,  and  wore  these  weapons  as  openly  as  pjoneers 
upon  a  field-day.  There  was  not  the  least  dic^^uise  or  oon- 
cealment — indeed,  on  tliis  night,  very  little  excitement  or 
huny.  FroTu  the  chapels,  they  tore  down  and  took  away  the 
very  altars,  benches,  pulpits,  pews,  and  floozuig;'from  the 
dwelling-honses,  the  Teiy  wainscoting^  and  staiis.  This 
Sunday  erening's  zecreation  they  paxsued  like  mere  workmen 
who  had  a  certain  tssk  to  do,  and  did  it.  Fifty  xesblute  men 
might  have  tuzned  them  at  any  moment;  a  single  company 
of  soldiers  could  have  scattered  them  like  dust;  but  no  man 
interposed,  no  authority  reebained  them,  and,  except  by  the 
terrified  persons  who  fled  from  their  approach,  they  were  as  * 
little  heeded  as  if  they  were  pursuing  their  lawM  oocupatioiis 
with  the  utmost  sobriety  and  good  conduct. 

In  the  same  manner,  they  marched  to  the  place  of  rendez- 
vous agreed  upon,  made  great  fires  in  the  lieidb,  aud  reserving 
the  most  valuable  of  their  spoils,  burnt  the  rest.  Priestly 
garments,  images  of  saints,  rich  stufis  and  ornaments,  altar- 
lurniture  and  household  goods,  were  cast  into  the  flames,  and 
shed  a  glare  on  the  whole  country  roimd ;  but  they  danced, 
and  howled,  and  roared  about  these  fires  till  they  were  tired, 
and  were  never  for  an  instant  checked. 

As  the  main  body  filed  off  from  this  scene  of  action,  and 
passed  down  Welbeck  Street  they  came  upon  Gashford,  who 
had  been  a  witness  of  their  proceedings,  and  was  walking 
stealthily  along  the  pavement.  Keeping  up  with  him,  and 
yet  not  seeming  to  speak,  Hugh  muttered  in  his  ear : 

"  Is  this  better,  master  ?  '* 
No,"  said  Gaahfoid.      It  is  not." 

"What  would  you  have?"  said  Hugh.  "Fevers  are 
never  at  their  height  at  once.  They  must  get  on  l»y 
degrees." 
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I  would  haye  you,"  said  Gaahfind,  pincliiiig  his  am  wiHi 
•Hell  malflfvoleDoe  that  bia  naik  seemed  to  meet  in  the  skm ; 
« I  would  lum  you  put  some  xneauing  into  your  work.  Fods ! 
Can  you  make  no  letter  bonfires  than  of  rags  and  seraps  ? 

Can  you  bum  nothing  whole  ?  " 

"  A  little  patience,  master,"  said  Hugh.    *'  Wait  but  a  few 

hours,  and  you  shall  see.  Look  for  a  redness  in  the  sky,  to> 
morrow  night." 

With  tliut,  he  fell  back  into  liis  place  beside  Bamaby ;  and 
when  the  secretaxy  looked  after  him,  both  were  lost  in  the 
crowd. 
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CHAPTER  LIU. 

The  next  day  was  ushered  in  by  nierry  peals  of  bells,  and 
by  the  firing  of  the  Tower  guns ;  flags  were  hoisted  on  many 
of  the  church-steeples ;  the  usual  demonstrations  were  made, 
in  honour  of  the  anniversary  of  the  King's  birth-day ;  and 
every  man  went  about  his  pleasure  or  business,  as  if  the  city 
were  in  perfect  order,  and  there  were  no  half-smouldering 
embers  in  its  secret  places  which  on  the  approach  of  night 
would  kindle  up  again,  and  scatter  ruin  and  dismay  abroad. 
The  leaders  of  the  riot,  rendered  still  more  daring  by  the 
success  of  last  night  and  by  the  booty  they  had  acquired,  kept 
steadily  together,  and  only  thought  of  implioating  the  mass 
of  their  followers  so  deeply  that  no  Lope  of  paidon  or  reward 
might  tempt  them  to  betray  ilifiir  more  notorious  oonfederates 
into  the  hands  of  justice. 

Indeed,  the  sense  of  having  gone  too  far  to  be  forgiven^ 
held  the  timid  together  no  less  than  the  bold.  Many,  who 
would  readily  hove  pointed  out  the  fbiirenioet  xiotera  and  given 
efideoee  against  tbsm,  Mt  that  escape  hy  thai  means  was 
hopeless,  when  their  every  act  had  been  observed  by  scores  of 
people  who  had  taken  no  part  in  the  disturhanises;  who  had 
mxBeaced  in  their  persons,  peace,  or  property,  by  the  outrages 
of  the  moh;  who  would  he  most  willing  witnesses ;  and  whom 
the  government  would^  no  doubt,  prefer  to  any  King's  evidence 
that  might  he  offered.  Many  of  this  daas  had  deserted  Iheir 
usual  occupations  on  the  Saturday  morning;  some,  had  been 
seen  by  their  employers,  active  in  the  tumult ;  others,  knew 
they  must  be  suspected,  and  that  they  would  be  discharged  if 
they  returned ;  others,  had  been  desperate  from  the  beginning, 
and  comforted  themselves  with  the  homely  proverb,  that,  being 
hanged  at  all,  they  might  as  well  be  hanged  for  a  sheep  as  a 
lamb.  They  all  hoped  and  believed,  in  a  greater  or  less 
degree,  that  the  government  they  seemed  to  have  paralysed, 
would,  in  its  tezzorj  come  to  teims  with  them  in  the  end,  and 
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suffer  iihem  to  make  ^hmx  own  conditionB.  The  least  sanguine 
among  them  reasoned  with  himself  that,  at  the  worst,  they 
were  too  many  to  be  all  punislied,  and  that  he  haxi  as  good  a 
chance  of  escape  as  any  otlier  man.  The  great  mass  never  % 
reasoned  or  thouglit  at  all,  but  were  stimulated  by  their  own 
headlong  passions,  by  poverty,  by  ignorance,  by  the  love  of 
mischief,  and  the  hope  of  plunder. 

One  other  circumstance  is  worthy  of  remark ;  and  that  is, 
that  from  the  moment  of  their  first  outbreak  at  Westminster, 
eveiy  symptom  of  order  or  preconcerted  arrangement  among 
them,  vanished.  "When  they  divided  into  parties  and  ran  to 
different  quarters  of  the  town,  it  was  on  the  spontaneous 
suggestion  of  the  moment.  Each  party  swelled  as  it  went 
along,  like  rivers  as  they  roll  towards  the  sea;  new  leaders 
sprang  up  as  thej  were  wanted,  disappeared  when  the  neces- 
sity was  over,  and  reappeared  at  the  next  orisis.  Each  tumult 
took  shape  and  form,  from  the  drcumstances  of  the  moment ; 
sober  workmen  going  home  from  their  day's  labour,  ^toe 
seen  to  oast  down  their  baskets  of  tools  and  become  rioters  in 
an  instant ;  mere  bojs  on  errands  did  the  like.  In  a  word,  a 
moral  idague  ran  through  the  dty.  The  noise,  and  hurry, 
and  excitement,  had  fbr  hundreds  imd  hundreds  an  attraction 
they  had  no  firmness  to  resist.  The  contagion  spread,  like  a 
dread  fever :  an  infectious  madness,  as  yet  not  near  its  height, 
seised  on  new  victims  every  hour,  and  sodety  began  to  tremble 
at  their  ravings. 

It  was  between  two  and  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  when 
Gashford  looked  into  the  lair  described  in  the  last  chapter, 
and  seeing  only  Bamaby  and  Demiis  there,  in(j[^uired  for 
Hugh. 

He  was  out,  Bamaby  told  him ;  had  gone  out  more  than 
an  hour  ago  ;  and  liad  not  yet  returned. 

"Dennis!"  said  the  smiling  secretary,  in  his  smoothest 
voice,  as  he  sat  down  cross-legged  on  a  barrel,  "  Dennis  !  *' 

The  hangman  struggled  into  a  sitting  posture  directly,  and 
with  his  eyes  wide  open,  looked  towards  him. 

How  do  you  do,  Dennis  ?  "  said  Gashford,  nodding.  "  I 
hope  you  have  suffered  no  inconvenience  from  your  late 
exertions,  Dennis  ?  " 

1  always  will  say  of  you.  Muster  Gashford,*'  returned  the 
hangman,  staring  at  him,  that  that  'ere  quiet  way  of  yours 
might  almost  wake  a  dead  man.   It  i%"  he  added  with,  a 
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muttorod  oadi — Btill  staling  at  bim  in  a  thoughtM  maimer-^ 
"  80  awfiil  sly !  " 

*'  So  distinct,  eh  Dennis  ?  '* 

"  Distinct !  "  he  answered,  scratching  his  head,  and  keeping 
his  eyes  upon  the  secretary's  face;  I  seem  to  hear  it,  Muster 
Gasliford,  in  my  wery  bones.** 

**  I  am  very  glad  your  sense  of  hearing  is  so  sharp,  and 
that  I  succeed  in  making  myself  so  intelligible,"  said  Gash- 
ford,  in  his  unvarvang,  even  tone.    "  Where  is  your  friend  ?  " 

Mr.  Dennis  looked  roimd  as  in  expectation  of  beholding 
him  asleep  upon  his  bed  of  straw ;  then  remembering  that  he 
had  seen  him  go  out,  replied  : 

"  I  can't  say  where  he  is,  Muster  Gasliford,  I  expected  him 
back  afore  now.  I  hope  it  isn't  time  that  we  was  busy. 
Muster  GaahfDrd  ?  " 

"  Nay,"  said  the  secretary,  **  who  should  know  that  as  well 
aa  you?  How  can  I  tell  you,  Dennis?  You  are  perfect 
ma^er  of  your  own  actions,  you  know,  and  accountable  to 
nobody — except  sometimes  to  the  law,  eh  ?  " 

Dennis,  who  was  veiy  much  baffled  by  the  cool  matt»^of- 
ooozse  manner  of  this  leplyi  recovered  his  self-possession  on 
bia  professional  puisuita  being  lefbrred  to,  and  pointing 
towards  Bamaby,  sihook  his  head  and  frowned. 
_    Hush ! cried  Bamaby. 

«A1l!  Do  hush  about  that,  Muster  Gashford,"  said  ihe 
hangman  in  a  low  Toice,  pop'lar  prejudices — you  always 
forget — well,  Bamaby,  my  lad,  what 's  the  matter  ?  " 

''I  hear  bim  coming,''  he  answered:  "Hark!  Do  you 
mark  that  ?  That 's  his  fbot !  Bless  you,  I  know  bis  step, 
and  his  dog's  too.  Tramp,  tramp,  pit-pat,  on  they  come 
together,  and,  ha  ha  ha  ! — and  here  they  are !  "  he  cried 
joyfully,  welcoming  Hugh  with  both  hands,  and  then  patting 
him  fondly  on  the  back,  as  if  instead  of  being  the  rough  com- 
panion he  was,  he  had  been  one  of  the  most  prepossessing  of 
men.  "  Here  he  is,  and  safe  too !  I  am  glad  to  see  him  back 
again,  old  Hugh  !  " 

"  I 'm  a  Turk  if  he  don't  give  me  a  warmer  welcome  always 
than  any  man  of  sense,"  said  Hugh,  shaking  hands  with  him 
with  a  kind  of  ferocious  Mendship,  strange  enough  to  see. 
How  are  you,  boy  ?  " 

"  Hearty !  "  cried  Bamaby,  waving  his  hat.  "  Ha  ha  ha  ! 
And  meny  too,  Hugh !   And  ready  to  do  anything  for  the 
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g-ood  cause,  and  the  right,  and  to  help  the  kind,  mild,  pale- 
faced  gentleman — the  lord  they  used  so  ill — eh,  Hugh  ?  " . 

"  Ay !  "  returned  his  friend,  dropping  his  hand,  and  looking 
at  Gasliford  for  an  instant  with  a  changed  expression  before 
he  spoke  to  him.    "  Good  day,  master  !  " 

"  And  good  day  to  you,"  replied  the  secretary,  nursing  his 
leg.  And  many  good  days — ^whole  years  of  them,  I  hope. 
You  are  heated." 

So  would  you  have  been,  master/'  said  Hugh,  wiping  hia 
face,  "  if  you 'd  been  Fanning  here  as  fast  as  I  haye." 

You  know  tbe  news  then?   Yes^  I  supposed  jcm  would 
have  beard  it." 

*'  News !  what  news !  " 
You  don't  ?  "  cried  QafiMird,  nising  bis  ejebrows  with 
an  exclamation  of  suzprise.  ''Dear  me!  Gome;  tben  I  am 
tbe  first  to  make  you  acquainted  with  your  distinguished 
position  after  all.  Do  yon  see  the  King's  Aims  a-top  ?  "  he 
smilii^ly  esked,  as  he  took  a  large  paper  from  his  pocket 
unfolded  it,  and  held  it  out  for  Hugh's  inspeotion. 

"Well!"  said  Hugh.      What's  that  to  me?'' 

"  Much.    A  great  deal,"  replied  the  secretaiy.      Read  it." 
I  told  you,  Ihe  first  thne  I  saw  you,  that  I  couldn't  read/' 
said  Hugh,  impatiently.    "What  in  the  Deyil*s  name's 
inside  of  it?" 

'*It  is  a  proclamation  from  the  King  in  Council,"  said 
Gashford,  dated  to-day,  and  offering  a  reward  of  five 
hundred  poimds — five  hundred  pounds  is  a  great  deal  of 
money,  and  a  large  temptation  to  some  people — to  any  one 
who  will  discover  the  person  or  persons  most  active  in 
demolishing  those  chapels  on  Saturday  night." 

Is  that  all?"  cried  Hugh,  with  an  indiflGerent  air.    "  I 
knew  of -that." 

"  Truly  I  might  have  known  you  did,"  said  Gashford,  smiling 
and  folding  up  the  document  again.  Your  friend,  I  might 
have  guessed — indeed  I  did  guess — was  sure  to  tell  you." 

My  fi'iend  I  "  stammered  Hugh,  with  an  unsucoess£iil  efiEbrt 
to  appear  surprised.    "  What  friend  ?  " 

"  Tut  tut — do  you  suppose  I  don't  know  where  you  have 
been?"  retorted  Gaahfor^  rubbing  his  hands,  and  beating 
the  back  of  one  om.tiie  palm  of  the  other,  and  looking  at  him 

with  a  cunning  eye.    "  How  dull  you  ^hinh  me  i   Shall  I  say  *' 

his  TiftT^^  f  ** 
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''No/'  •aid  Hngh^  wiih  a  Hasty  glaaoe  towards  Dennis. 

"  You  liaTe  also  heard  from  bim,  no  doubft,"  xesnmed  the 
seontary,  after  a  momenfs  pause,  "  that  the  rioters  who  have 
been  taJran  (poor  fellows)  are  oommitted  for  trial,  and  that 
some  very  aothre  witnesses  hare  had  the  temerity  to  appear 
against  them.  Among  others — "  and  here  he  clenched  his 
teeth,  as  if  he  would  suppress,  by  force,  some  violent  words 
that  rose  upon  his  tongue  ;  and  spoke  very  slowly.  "  Among 
others,  a  gentleman  who  saw  the  work  going  on  in  Warwick 
Street ;  a  Catholic  gentleman ;  one  Haredtile.** 

Hugh  would  have  prevented  his  uttering  tlio  word,  but  it 
was  out  already.  Hearing  the  name^  Bamaby  turned  swiftly 
round. 

"Duty,  dut}%  bold  Bamaby!"  cried  Hugh,  assuming  his 
wildest  and  most  rapid  manner,  and  thrusting  into  his  hand 
his  staff  and  flag  which  leant  against  the  wall.  Mount 
guard  without  loss  of  time,  for  we  are  off  upon  our  expedition. 
Up,  Dennis,  and  get  ready  !  Take  oare  that  no  one  turns  the 
straw  upon  my  bed,  brave  Bamaby ;  wo  know  what 's  iinder- 
neath  it — eh  ?  Now,  master,  quick  !  What  you  have  to  say, 
say  speedily,  for  the  little  captain  and  a  cluster  of  'em  are  in 
the  fields,  and  only  waiting  for  us.  Sharp 's  the  word,  and 
strike '8 the  actum.  Quick!" 

Bamaby  was  not  proof  against  this  bustle  and  despatch. 
The  look  of  mingled  astonishment  and  anger  which  had 
appeared  in  his  fboe  when  he  turned  towards  them,  £aded  from 
it  as  the  words  passed  from  his  memory,  like  breath  from  a 
polidied  minor ;  and  grasping  the  weapon  which  Hugh  forced 
upon  him,  he  proudly  took  his  station  at  the  door,  beyond 
tibeir  hearing. 

''Ton  might  ha^e  spoiled  our  plans,  master,''  said  Hugh. 

*'  YoUf  too,  of  all  men !  " 

"  Who  would  have  supposed  that  Jie  would  be  so  ^uick  ?  " 
urged  Gashford. 

He 's  as  quick  sometimes — I  don't  mean  with  his  hands, 
for  that  you  know,  but  with  his  head — as  you,  or  any  man," 
said  Hugh.  *'  Dennis,  it 's  time  we  were  going ;  they  're 
waiting  for  us  ;  I  came  to  tell  you.  Reach  me  my  stick  and 
belt.  Here  !  Lend  a  hand,  master.  Fling  this  over  my 
shoulder,  and  buckle  it  behind,  will  you  ?  " 

**  Brisk  fts  ever ! "  said  the  seoretaxy,  adjusting  it  for  him 
as  he  desired. 


Digitized  by  G 


432 


BABNABT  &UDQB. 


''A  man  need  be  brisk  to-daj ;  there '0  brisk  woric  arfixyt" 
"Theie  is,  is  there?''  said  Oashfard.   He  said  it  with 
guoh  a  profTokiiig  assumptioii  of  ignoranoey  that  Hugh,  look- 
ing oyer  his  shxmlder  and  angrily  down  npon  him,  replied : 

Is  there  !    You  know  there  is !    Who  knows  better  than 

you,  master,  that  the  first  great  step  to  be  taken  is  to  make 
examples  of  these  witnesses,  and  Irigliteu  all  men  from 
appearing  against  us  or  any  of  our  body,  any  more  ?  ** 

**  There 's  one  we  know  of,"  returned  Gashford,  with  an 
expressive  smile,  "  who  is  at  least  as  well  informed  upon  that 
subject  as  you  or  I." 

If  we  mean  tlie  same  gentleman,  as  I  suppose  we  do," 
Hugh  rejoined,  softly,  I  teU  you  this — he 's  as  good  and 
quick  infoniiation  about  everything  as — "here  he  paused 
and  looked  round,  as  if  to  make  quite  sure  that  the  person  in 
question  was  not  within  hearing — *'as  Old  Nick  hiTna^lf, 
Have  you  done  that,  master  ?    How  slow  you  are  !  " 

"  It 's  quite  fast  now,"  said  Gashlbrd,  rising.  "  I  say — 
you  didn't  find  that  your  friend  disapproved  of  to-day's  little 
expedition?  Ha  ha  ha!  It  is  fortunate  it  jumps  so  well 
with  the  witness'  policy;  Ibr  once  planned,  it  most  have  been 
carried  out.    And  now  you  are  going,  eh  ?  " 

<<Now  we  are  going,  master!"  Hugh  replied.  ''Any 
parting  words  ?  " 

"  Oh  dear,  no/'  said  Qashford  sweeily.    "  None ! " 

"You're  sure?"  cried  Hugh,  nudging  the  grinning 

"Quite  sure,  eh,  Muster  GashfordP"  chudded  iSbe  hang- 
man. 

Gaahlbrd  paused  a  moment,  struggling  with  his  caution 
and  his  malice ;  then  putting  himself  between  the  two  men, 
and  laying  a  hand  upon  the  arm  of  each,  said,  in  a  cramped 
whisper : 

"  Do  not,  my  good  friends — I  am  sure  you  wiR  not — 
forget  our  talk  one  night — in  your  house,  Dennis — about 
this  person.  No  mercy,  no  quarter,  no  two  beams  of  his 
house  to  be  left  standing  where  the  builder  placed  them ! 
Fire,  the  saying  goes,  is  a  good  servant,  but  a  bad  master. 
Make  it  his  master ;  he  deserves  no  better.  But  I  am  sure 
you  will  be  firm,  I  am  sure  you  will  be  very  resolute,  I  am 
sure  you  will  remember  that  he  thirsts  for  your  lives,  and 
those  of  all  your  brave  compauious.    If  you  ever  acted  like 
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Btancli  fellows,  you  will  do  so  to-day.    Won't  you,  Dennis^ 
won't  you,  Hugh  ?  " 

The  two  looked  at  him,  and  at  each  other ;  then  bursting 
into  a  roar  of  laughter,  brandished  their  staves  above  their 
heads,  shook  hands,  and  hurried  out. 

Wlien  tliey  had  been  gone  a  little  time,  Gashford  followed. 
They  were  yet  in  sight,  and  hastening  to  that  part  of  the 
adjacent  fields  in  which  tlieir  fellows  had  cdready  mustered  ; 
Hugh  was  looking  back,  and  flourishing  his  hat  to  Barnaby, 
who,  deliglited  with  his  trust,  replied  in  the  same  manner, 
and  then  resumed  his  pacing  up  and  down  before  tlie  stable- 
door,  where  liis  feet  had  worn  a  path  already.  And  when 
Oaah£ord  himself  was  far  distant,  and  looked  back,  for  the  last 
thne,  he  was  still  walking  to  and  fro,  with  the  same  measured 
tread ;  the  most  devoted  and  the  blithest  champion  that  ever  * 
maintained  a  post,  and  felt  his  heart  lifted  up  with  a  brave 
sense  of  duty,  and  determination  to  defend  it  to  the  last. 

Smiling  at  the  simplicity  of  the  poor  idiot,  Qashford  betook 
himself  to  Welbeck  Street  hf  a  difiEinrent  path  from  that 
which  he  knew  the  ziotani  would  take,  and  sitting  down 
behind  a  curtain  in  one  of  the  upper  windows  o£  Lord  George 
Goordon's  house,  waited  impatiaxdy  iox  their  coming.  They 
were  so  long,  that  althou^  he  knew  it  had  been  settled  they 
should  come  that  way,  he  bad  a  misgiving  they  must  have 
changed  their  plans  amd  taken  some  o&er  route.  But  at 
length  the  roar  of  Toices  was  beard  in  the  neighbouring  fields, 
and  soott  afterwaxda  they  came  thronging  past,  in  a  great 
body. 

However,  they  were  not  all,  nor  nearly  all,  in  one  body, 
but  were,  iis  he  soon  found,  divided  into  four  parties,  each  of 
which  stopped  before  the  house  to  give  three  cheers,  and  then 
went  on ;  the  leaders  crjdng  out  in  what  direction  they  were 
going,  and  calling  on  the  spectators  to  join  them.  The  first 
detachment,  carrying,  by  way  of  banners,  some  relics  of  the 
havoc  they  had  made  in  Moorfields,  proclaimed  tliat  they  were  . 
on  their  -way  to  Chelsea,  whence  they  would  return  in  the 
same  order,  to  make  of  the  spoil  tliey  bore,  a  great  bonfire, 
near  at  hand.  The  second  gave  out  tliat  they  were  bound  for 
Wapping,  to  destroy  a  chapel ;  the  third,  that  tiieir  place  of 
destination  was  East  Smithfield,  and  their  object  the  same. 
All  this  was  done  in  broad,  bright^  summer  day.  Gay 
carriages  and  chairs  stopped  to  let  them  poas^  or  tumed  back 
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to  avoid  them ;  people  on  foot  stood  aside  in  doorways,  or 
perhaps  kuocked  and  bep^g-ed  permission  to  stand  at  a  window, 
or  in  the  hall,  until  the  rioters  had  passed :  but  nobody 
interfered  with  them ;  and  wheu  they  had  gone  by,  everything 
went  on  as  usual. 

There  still  remained  the  fourth  body,  and  for  that  the 
eecretfiuy  looked  with  a  most  intense  eagerness.  At  last  it 
came  up.  It  was  numerouSp  and  oomposed  of  picked  men ; 
jfor  as  he  gazed  down  among  them,  he  recognised  many 
upturned  faces  which  he  knew  well — those  of  Simon  Tappertit, 
Hugh,  and  Dennis  in  tlie  front,  of  course.  They  halted  and 
cheered,  as  the  others  had  done ;  but  when  they  moved  a^in , 
ihey  did  not,  like  them,  proclaim  what  design  they  had. 
Hugh  merely  raised  his  hat  upon  the  bludgeon  he  canied, 
and  glancing  at  a  spectator  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way, 
was  gone. 

Gashfbrd  followed  the  direction  of  his  glance  instinctively 
and  saw,  standing  on  the  pavement,  and  wearing  the  blue 
cockade,  Sir  John  Chester.  He  held  his  hat  an  inch  or  two 
above  his  head,  to  propitiate  the  mob ;  and,  resting  graoMSfy 
on  his  cane,  smiling  pleasantly,  and  displaying  his  dress  and 
person  to  Ihe  very  best  advantage,  looked  on  in  the  most 
tranquil  state  imaginable.  For  all  that,  and  quick  and 
dexterous  as  he  was,  Gashibrd  had  seen  him  recognise  Hugh 
with  tlie  air  of  a  patron.  He  had  no  longer  any  eyes  for  the 
crowd,  but  fixed  his  keen  regards  upon  Sir  John. 

He  stood  in  the  same  place  and  posture,  imtil  the  last  man 
in  the  concourse  had  turned  the  comer  of  the  street;  then 
very  deliberately  took  the  blue  cockade  out  of  his  hat ;  put  it 
carefully  in  his  pocket,  ready  for  the  next  emergency; 
refreshed  himself  with  a  pinch  of  snuff;  put  up  his  box; 
and  was  walking  slowly  off,  when  a  passing  carriage  stopped, 
and  a  lady's  hand  let  down  the  glass.  Sir  John's  hat  was  off 
again  immediately.  After  a  minute's  conversation  at  the 
.carriage  window,  in  which  it  was  apparent  that  he  was 
vastly  entertaining  on  the  subject  of  the  mob,  he  stepped 
lightly  in,  and  was  driven  away. 

The  secretary  smiled,  but  he  had  other  thoughts  to  dwell 
upon,  and  soon  dismissed  the  topic  Dinner  was  broo^t 
him,  but  he  sent  it  down  untasted ;  and,  in  restless  pacings 
up  and  down  the  room,  and  constant  glances  at  the  dock,  and 
many  fiitile  effiirts  to  sit  down  and  read,  or  go  to  sleep,  or 
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look  out  of  ihe  window,  oonsnmed  finir  weaij  Lioiixs^  "When 
the  dial  told  bim  liras  much  time  bad  oropt  away,  be  stole  up 
stairs  to  the  top  of  the  house,  and  coming  oat  upon  the  roof 

sat  down,  with  his  face  towards  the  east. 

Heedless  of  the  fresh  air  that  blew  upon  his  heated  brow, 
of  the  pleasant  meadows  from  which  he  turned,  of  the  piles  of 
roofs  and  chimneys  upon  which  he  looked,  of  the  smoke  and 
rising  mist  he  vainly  sought  to  pierce,  of  the  shrill  cries  of 
children  at  their  evening  sports,  the  distant  hum  and  turmoil 
of  the  town,  the  chec^rful  coimtry  breath  that  rustled  past  to 
meet  it,  and  to  droop,  and  die ;  he  watched,  and  watched,  till 
it  W£is  dark — save  for  the  specks  of  light  that  twinkled  in  the 
streete  below  and  far  away — and,  as  the  diLrlrTiflWR  deepened, 
strained  his  gaze  and  grew  more  eager  yet. 

Nothing  but  gloom  in  that  direction,  still be  muttered 
restlessly.  ''Dog!  wbere  is  the  vedness  in  tbe  tkj,  ycm 
pscDUsedioe!" 


vf  2 
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Rttmottbs  of  the  prevailing  distiirbaiices  had,  by  this  time, 
bo^m  to  be  prettj'  gx^nersdly  circulated  through  the  towns  and 
villages  round  London,  and  the  tidings  were  everyT\'here 
received  with  that  appetite  for  the  marvellous  and  love  of  the 
terrible  which  have  probably  been  among  the  natural 
characteristics  of  mankind  since  the  creation  of  the  world. 
These  accounts,  however,  appeared,  to  many  persons  at  that 
day — as  they  would  to  us  at  the  present,  but  that  we  know 
them  to  be  matter  of  histor}' — so  monstrous  and  improbable, 
that  a  great  number  of  those  who  were  xeaidaDt  at  a  distance, 
and  who  weire  creduloiiB  enough  on  other  points,  were  really 
unable  to  bring  their  minds  to  believe  that  such  things  could 
be ;  and  rejected  the  intelligenoe  they  reoeiTed  on  all  hands, 
as  wholly  fabulous  and  absurd. 

Mr.  Willot— not  so  much,  perhaps,  on  account  of  his  haying 
aigaod  and  settled  ^  matter  with  himself,  as  reason  of 
his  ooDsiitiitioDal  obstinacy — was  one  of  those  wbo  podtiyely 
retfosed  to  entertain  the  cunent  topic  for  a  moment.  On  tihis 
yerj  evetdng,  and  perhaps  at  the  TOiy  time  when  Gashfbrd  kept 
his  solitary  watch,  old  John  was  so  red  in  the  face  with  per- 
petually shaTring  his  head  in  contradiction  of  his  three  ancient 
cronies  and  pot  companions^  that  ho  was  quite  a  phenomenon 
to  behold,  and  lighted  up  the  Maypole  Porch  wherein  they 
sat  together,  like  a  monstrous  carbuncle  in  a  &iry  tale. 

^'Do  you  think,  mr"  said  Mr.  Willet,  looking  bard  at 
Solomon  Daisy — for  it  was  his  custom  in  cases  of  personal 
altercation  to  fasten  upon  the  smallest  man  in  the  party — 
"do  you  think  sir,  that  I 'm  a  bora  fool?" 

"No,  no,  Johnny,'*  returned  Solomon,  looking  round  upon 
the  little  circle  of  which  he  formed  a  part :  "  We  all  know 
better  than  that.    You're  no  fool,  Johnny.    No,  no  !" 

Mr.  Cobb  and  Mr.  Parkes  shook  their  heads  in  unison, 
muttering    No,  no,  Johnny,  not  you!"    But  as  such  compli- 
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ments  had  usually  the  effect  of  making  Mr.  WiUet  rather  more 
dogged  than  before,  he  surveyed  them.  with,  a  look  of  daep 
disdain,  and  returned  for  answer  : 

"  Then  what  do  you  mean  by  coming  here,  and  telling  me 
that  this  evening  you're  a  going  to  walk  up  to  London 
together — ^you  three — you — and  have  the  evidence  of  your 
own  Beaate?  AsH,"  said  Mr.  Willet,  putting  his  pipe  in  his 
mouili  with  an  air  of  solemn  disgust^  **  an't  tbe  evidence  of 
my  senses  enough  for  you?" 

But  we  haven't  got  it,  Johnny,"  pleaded  Parkes,  humbly. 

**  Ton  haven't  got  it^  air  repeated  Mr.  Willet,  eyeing  him 
ftmn  top  to  toe.  **  Ton  haven't  got  it^  sir  ?  You  Aom  got  it^ 
sir.  Don't  I  tell  yon  that  His  Uessed  Majesty  Sing  Qeofge 
tlifi  Third  would  no  more  stand  a  rioting  and  roQicUng  in  Us 
streetey  than  he'd  stand  being  orowed  over  by  his  own 
Pariiament?'' 

"TeSy  Johnny,  but  Hiat's  your  sense— -not  jour  senses," 
said  the  adventurous  Mr.  Parkes. 

'*  How  do  pm  know/'  retorted  Jolm  with  great  dignity. 
**  You  're  a  oontradioting  pretty  free,  you  are,  sir.    How  do 

.  you  know  which  it  is  ?  I 'm  not  aware  I  ever  told  you,  sir." 

Mr.  Parkes,  finding  liimself  in  the  position  of  having  got 
into  metaphysics  without  exactly  seeing  his  way  out  of  them, 
stammered  forth  an  apology  and  retreated  from  tlie  argrnnent. 
lliere  then  ensued  a  silence  of  some  ten  minutes  or  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  at  the  expiration  of  which  period  Mr.  Willet  was 
observed  to  rumble  and  shake  with  laughter,  and  presently 
remarked,  in  reference  to  his  late  adversary,  that  he  hoped 
he  had  tackled  him  enough."  Thereupon  Messrs.  Cobb  and 
Daisy  laughed,  and  nodded,  and  Parkes  was  looked  upon  as 
thoroughly  and  effectually  put  down. 

**  Do  you  suppose  if  all  this  was  true,  that  Mr.  Haredale 
would  be  constantly  away  tcom  home,  as  he  is  ?  "  said  John, 
after  another  silenoe.  "  Do  you  think  be  wouldn't  be  afraid 
to  leave  his  house  with  them  two  young  women  in  it^  and 
only  a  couple  of  men,  or  so  ?  " 

''Ay,  but  then  you  know,"  returned  Solomon  Daisy,  **  his 
bouse  is  a  goodish  way  out  of  Loudon,  and  they  do  say  tbat 
the  rioters  won't  go  more  Aan  two  mile,  or  three  at  frotiiest, 
off  the  stones.  Besides,  you  know,  some  of  the  Catholie 
gentlefolks  have  aotualfy  sent  trinkets  and  such-Hke  down 
hflie  Ibr  safety — at  leasts  so  the  stoiy  goes." 
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"The  story  goes!"  said  Mr.  Willet  testily.  "Yes,  sir. 
The  story  goes  that  you  saw  a  ghost  last  March.  But  nobody 
believes  it." 

"  Well ! "  said  Solomon,  rising,  to  divert  the  attention  of 
his  two  friends,  who  tittered  at  this  retort :  believed  or 
disbelieved,  it 's  true ;  and  true  or  not,  if  we  mean  to  to 
London,  we  must  be  going  at  onoe.  So  shake  hands,  Johmiy, 
and  good  night." 

**  I  shall  shake  hands,**  returned  the  landlord,  putting  his 
into  his  pockets,  with  no  man  as  goes  to  London  on  such 
nonsensical  errands.** 

The  three  oronies  were  therefore  reduced  to  the  neoesaiiy  of 
shaking  his  elbows;  having  performed  that  ceiemainy,  and 
brought  from  the  house  their  hats,  and  sticks,  and  great-coato, 
thej  bade  him  good  night  and  departed ;  promising  to  bring 
him  on  the  morrow  fiill  and  trae  accounts  of  the  real  state  of 
tli6  dly,  and  if  it  were  qniei^  to  give  him  the  fUll  merit  of  his 
▼iotoiy. 

John.  Willet  looked  after  them,  as  they  plodded  along  the 
load  in  the  lioh  glow  of  a  sommer  evening;  and  knoiAing 
the  ashes  oat  of  his  pipe,  laughed  inwardly  at  their  foUj,  until 
his  sides  were  sore.  "When  he  had  quite  exhausted  himself — 
which  took  some  time,  £ir  he  laughed  as  sbwly  as  he  thou^^ 
and  spoke— he  sat  himself  oomfintablj  with  his  bade  to  the 
house,  put  his  legs  upon  the  bench,  then  his  apron  oiver  his 
fiice,  and  feU  sound  asleep. 

How  long  he  slept,  matters  not;  but  it  was  for  no  brief 
space,  for  when  he  awoke,  the  rich  liglit  had  faded,  the 
sombre  hues  of  night  were  falling  fast  upon  the  landscape, 
and  a  few  bright  stars  were  already  twinkling  over-head, 
llie  birds  were  all  at  roost,  the  daisies  on  the  green  had  closed 
their  fairy  hoods,  the  honeysuckle  twining  round  the  porch 
exhaled  its  perfume  in  a  two-fold  degree,  as  though  it  lost  its 
coyness  at  that  silent  time  and  loved  to  shed  its  fragrance  on 
the  night ;  the  ivy  scarcely  stirred  its  deep  gieen  leaves. 
How  tranquil,  and  how  beautiful  it  was ! 

Was  there  no  sound  in  the  air,  besides  the  gentle  rustling 
of  the  trees  and  the  grasshopper*8  merry  chirp?  Hark! 
Something  very  faint  and  distant,  not  unlike  the  murmuring 
in  a  sea-shell.  Now  it  grew  louder,  fainter  now,  and  now  it 
altogether  died  away*  Presently,  it  came  again,  suboided, 
came  once  more,  grew  loader,  £ainter — swelled  into  a  roar. 
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It  WBB  OKI  (be  KMid,  and  varied  wiih.  its  'windings.  All  afcoooe 
it  bant  into  a  distanot  sound — tlie  Toioes,  and  the  tramping 
&et  of  many  men. 

It  is  questionable  whether  old  John  WiDet,  even  then,  would 
have  thought  of  the  rioters,  but  fbr  the  cries  of  his  oook  and 
housemaid,  who  ran  scrflamfng  up  stairs  and  locked  themselves 
into  one  of  the  old  garrets, — shrieking  dismally  when  they  had 
done  so,  by  way  of  rendering  their  plaoe  of  refuge  peiibo^ 
secret  and  secure.  These  two  Hsmales  did  afterwards  depone 
that  Mr.  Willet  in  his  consternation  uttered  but  one  word,  and 
called  that  up  the  stairs  in  a  stentorian  voice,  six  distinct 
times.  But  as  this  word  was  a  monosyllable,  which,  however 
inoffensive  when  applied  to  the  quadruped  it  denotes,  is  highly 
reprehensible  when  used  in  connection  w  ith  females  of  unim- 
peach;il)le  character,  many  persons  were  inclined  to  believe 
that  tlie  yoimg-  women  laboured  under  some  hallucination 
caused  by  excessive  fear  ;  and  that  their  ears  deceived  them. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  John  Willet,  in  whom  the  very  utter- 
most extent  of  dull-headed  perplexity  supplied  the  place  of 
courage,  stationed  himself  in  the  porch,  and  waited  for  their 
coming  up.  Once,  it  dimly  occurred  to  him  that  there  was  a 
kind  of  door  to  the  house,  which  had  a  lock  and  bolts ;  and  at 
the  same  time  some  shadowy  ideas  of  shutters  to  the  lower 
windows,  flitted  through  his  brain.  But  he  stood  stock  still, 
looking  down  the  road  in  the  direC'tion  in  which  the  noise  was 
rapidly  advancing,  and  did  not  so  much  as  take  Mb  hands  out 
of  his  pockets. 

He  had  not  to  wait  long.  A  dark  mass,  looming  through 
a  cibud  of  dust,  soon  beoame  visible;  the  mob  quickened  their 
pace;  shouting  and  who€ffXDg  like  savages,  they  came  rushing 
on  peiU-mell;  and  in  a  few  seconds  he  was  bandied  feom  hand 
to  hand,  in  the  heart  of  a  erowd  of  men. 

**  Hdloa ! "  cried  a  voice  he  knew,  as  the  man  who  spoke 
came  deaving  through  the  throng.  "Where  is  he? 
Give  him  to  me.  Don't  hurt  him.  How  now,  old  Jade! 
Ha  ha  ha!" 

Mr.  WiDet  looked  at  him,  and  saw  it  was  Hugh ;  but  he 
said  nothing,  and  thought  nothing. 

"  These  lads  are  thirsty  and  must  drink ! "  cried  Hugh, 
thrusting  him  back  towards  the  house.  "  Bustle,  Jack, 
bustle.  Show  us  the  best — the  very  best — the  over-proof 
that  you  keep  for  your  own  drinking.  Jack  I  " 
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Jfllm  fiuiitly  articulated  the  words,  "  Who to  pay  ?  " 

"  He  says  '  Who  'b  to  pay !  *  cried  Hugh,  with  a  roar  of 
laughter  which  was  loudly  edioed  by  the  crowd.  Then 
taniiBg  to  John,  he  added,    Pay !   Why,  nobody." 

John  stored  round  at  the  mass  of  fiioee — aonie  gtbaangf 
some  fievoe,  some  lighted  up  by  torohes,  some  indiBtinct,  some 
dusky  and  shadowy :  some  loddng  at  him,  some  at  his  house, 
som6  at  each  other — and  while  he  was^  as  he  thought,  in  the 
Yeiy  act  of  doing  so,  iSound  himself,  without  any  consoiousnesa 
of  having  moved,  in  the  bar ;  sitting  down  in  an  arm-ehBir, 
and  watching  the  destruction  of  his  property,  as  if  it  were 
some  queer  play  or  entertainment,  of  an  astonishing  and 
stupifyiiig  nature,  but  iiaviug  no  reference  to  himself — that  he 
could  make  out — at  all. 

Yes.  Here  was  the  bar — the  bar  that  the  boldest  never 
entered  witliout  special  invitation — the  sanctuary,  the  mystery, 
the  hallowed  ground  :  here  it  was,  crammed  with  men,  clubs, 
sticks,  torclies,  pistols  ;  filled  with  a  deafening  noise,  oaths, 
sliouts,  screams,  liootings ;  changed  all  at  once  into  a  bear- 
garden, a  madhouse,  an  infernal  temple :  men  darting  in  and 
out,  by  door  and  window,  smasliing  the  glass,  turning  the 
taps,  drinking  liquor  out  of  China  punchbowls,  sitting  astride 
of  casks,  smoking  private  and  personal  pipes,  cutting  down  the 
sacred  grove  of  lemons,  hacking  and  hewing  at  the  celebrated 
cheese,  breaking  open  inviolable  drawers,  putting  things  in 
their  pockets  which  didn't  belong  to  them,  dividing  his  own 
money  before  his  own  eyes,  wantonly  wasting,  breaking, 
pulling  down  and  tearing  up :  nothing  quiet,  nothing  private : 
men  everywhere —above,  below,  overhead,  in  the  bedrooms, 
in  the  kitchen,  in  the  yard,  in  the  staMcs  cilnmbering  in  at 
windows  when  there  were  doors  wide  open ;  dropping  out  of 
windows  when  the  stairs  were  handy;  leaping  over  Uie 
banisters  into  chasms  of  passages :  new  fiices  amd  figures  pre- 
senting themselves  eveiy  instant— some  yeiOing,  some  singing, 
some  fighting,  some  breaking  glass  and  crockery,  some  laying 
ike  dust  with  the  liquor  they  couldn't  drink,  some  ringing  the 
bells  till  they  puUei  them  down,  others  beating  them  with 
pokers  tOl  they  beat  them  into  fragments :  more  men  still — 
more,  more,  more— swarming  on  like  insects:  noise,  smoke, 
light,  darkness,  fi:olic,  anger,  laughter,  groans,  plunder,  fear, 
and  ruin ! 

Nearly  all  the  time  while  John  looked  on  at  this  bewil^ 


Digitized  by  Google 


BA&NABY  RUDQK 


441 


dering  scene,  Hugh  kept  near  him ;  and  though  he  was  the 
loudest,  wildest,  most  destructive  villain  there,  he  saved  his 
old  muster's  bones  a  score  of  times.  Nay,  even  when  Mr. 
Tappertit,  excited  by  liquor,  came  up,  and  in  assertion  of  his 
preroga,tive  politely  kicked  John  Willet  on  the  shins,  Hugh 
bade  him  return  the  compliment;  and  if  old  John  had  had 
sufficient  presence  of  mind  to  understand  this  whispered 
direction,  and  to  profit  by  it,  ho  might  no  doubly  under 
Hugh's  protection,  have  done  so  with  impunity. 

At  length  the  band  began  to  re-assemble  outside  the  house, 
and  to  call  to  those  within,  to  join  them,  for  they  were  losing 
time.  These  murmurs  increasing,  and  attaining  a  high  pitch, 
Hugh,  and  some  of  those  who  yet  lingered  in  the  bar,  and 
who  plainly  were  the  leaders  of  the  troop,  took  counsel 
together,  apart,  as  to  what  was  to  be  dooe  with  Jchn^  to  keep 
him  quiet  until  their  Chigwell  work  was  over.  Some  pro- 
posed to  set  the  house  on  £ie  and  leaTS  him  in  it ;  others, 
that  he  should  be  reduced  to  a  state  of  temporary  insensibililyy 
by  knocking  on  the  head ;  othera,  thai  he  ahould  be  sworn  to 
sit  where  he  was  until  to-morrow  at  ihe  same  hour;  oliieiB 
again,  that  he  should  be  gagged  and  taken  off  with  them, 
under  a  sufficient  guard.  All  these  propositions  being  over- 
ruled, it  was  oonchided,  at  last,  to  bind  him  in  his  chtdr,  and 
the  word  was  passed  Ibr  Dennis. 

" Look'fe  here,  Jade! "  said  Hugh,  striding  up  to  him : 
"  We  'le  going  to  tie  you,  hand  and  &o^  but  otherwise  yon 
won't  be  hurt.   D' ye  hear?  " 

John  Willet  looked  at  another  man,  as  if  he  didn't  know 
which  was  the  speaker,  and  muttered  something  about  an 
ordinary  every  Simday  at  two  o'clock. 

You  won't  be  hurt  I  tell  you,  Jack — do  you  hear  me  ?  " 
roared  Hugh,  impressing  the  assurance  upon  him  by  means 
of  a  heavy  blow  on  the  back.  **  He 's  so  dead  seared,  he 's 
wool-gathering,  I  think.  Give  him  a  drop  of  something  to 
drink  here.    Hand  over,  one  of  you.** 

A  gltiss  of  li(|uor  being  passed  forward,  Hugh  poured  the 
contents  down  old  John's  tliroat.  Mr.  Willet  feebly  smacked 
his  lips,  thrust  his  hand  into  liis  pocket,  and  inquired  what 
was  to  pay ;  adding,  as  he  looked  vacantly  round,  that  he 
believed  there  was  a  trifle  of  broken  glass — 

He 's  out  of  his  senses  for  the  time,  it 's  my  belief,"  said 
Hugh,  after  shaking  him,  without  any  Tisible  eSect  upon  his 
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syBtem,  until  his  JcejB  rattled  in  his  pocket.  "YHme^u  iHuA 
Dennie?" 

The  word  was  again  passed,  and  presently  Mr.  Dennis  with 
a  long  cord  bound  about  liis  middle,  something  after  the 
luanner  of  a  friar,  came  hurrying  in,  attended  by  a  body- 
guard of  half-a-dozen  of  his  men. 

Come  !  Be  alive  here  !  "  cried  Hugh,  stamping  his  foot 
upon  the  ground.     "  Make  haste  !  " 

Dennis,  with  a  wink  and  a  nod,  unwound  the  cord  from 
about  his  person,  and  raising  his  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  looked 
all  over  it,  and  round  the  walla  and  cornice,  with  a  curious 
eye  ;  then  shook  his  head. 

**Move  man,  can't  you!"  cried  Hugh,  with  another  im- 
patient stamp  of  his  foot.  "  Are  we  to  wait  here,  til]  the 
cry  has  gone  for  tea  miles  zound,  and  our  work's  inters 
rupted  ?  " 

"It's  all  very  fine  talking,  brother,'*  answered  Demiifl^ 
stepping  towards  him;  ''but  unless — "  and  here  he  whispered 
in  his  ear — ''  unless  we  do  it  over  the  door,  it  can't  be  done 
at  aU  in  this  here  room." 

<' What  can't  ?  "  Hugh  demanded. 

<<What  can't!"  retorted  Dennis.  ''Why,  the  eU  man 
can't." 

"  Why,  you  weren't  goiog  to  hang  him ! "  cried  Hng^ 

''No,  Inother?"  returned  the  hangman,  with  a  8taie» 
"Whatelse?" 

Hng^  made  no  answer,  hoi  snatching  the  rope  from  Ids 
companion's  hand,  proceeded  to  bind  old  John  himself;  baft 
his  very  first  move  was  so  bungling  and  unskilfiil,  thai  Mr. 
Dennis  entreated,  almost  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  that  he  might 
be  permitted  to  perform  the  duty.  Hugh  consenting,  he 
achieved  it  in  a  twinkling. 

"  Tliere !  "  he  said,  looking  mournfully  at  John  Willet, 
who  displayed  no  more  emotion  in  his  bonds  than  he  had 
shown  out  of  them.  "  That 's  what  I  call  pretty,  and  work- 
manlike. He 's  quite  a  picter  now.  But,  brother,  just  a 
word  with  you — now  that  he's  ready  trussed,  as  one  may  say, 
wouldn't  it  be  better  for  all  parties  if  we  was  to  work  him 
off?  It  would  read  imcommon  well  in  the  newspapers,  it 
would  indeed.  The  publio  would  think  a  great  deal  more 
oa  us !  " 

Hugh,  inferring  what  his  companion  meani^  rather  from 
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his  gestures  than  his  tedmical  mode  of  expressing  himself  (to 

which,  as  he  was  ignorant  of  his  calling,  he  wanted  the  clue), 
rejected  this  proposition  for  the  second  time,  and  gave  the 
word  "  Forward ! "  which  was  echoed  by  a  hundred  voices 
from  without. 

To  the  Warren ! "  shouted  Dennis  as  he  ran  out,  followed 
by  the  rest.    *'  A  witness's  house,  my  lads  !  '* 

A  loud  yell  followed,  and  the  whole  throng  hurried  off, 
mad  for  pillage  and  destruction.  Hugh  lingered  behind  for  a 
few  moments  to  stimulate  himself  with  more  drink,  and  to  set 
all  the  taps  running,  a  few  of  which  had  accidentally  been 
spared;  then,  glancing  round  the  despoiled  and  plimdered 
room,  through  whose  shattered  window  the  lioters  had  thrust 
the  Maypole  itself, — ^for  even  that  had  been  sawn  down, — 
lighted  a  torch|  clapped  the  mute  and  motiiHiless  John  Willet 
on  the  hack,  and  waving  his  light  above  his  head,  and 
uttering  a  fierce  sihont^  hasteiued  after  his  eompanions. 
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OHAFTEB  LY. 

John  Willet,  left  alone  in  his  dismantled  "bar,  continued 
to  eit  staring'  about  him  ;  awake  as  to  his  eyes,  certainly,  but 
with  all  his  powers  of  reason  and  reflection  in  a  sound  and 
dreamless  sleep.  He  looked  round  upon  the  rfjom  which  had 
been  for  years,  and  was  within  an  hour  ago,  the  pride  of  his 
heart ;  and  not  a  muscle  of  his  face  was  moved.  The  nighty 
wiUioiit^  looked  bkok  and  cold  through  the  dreary  gape  m 
the  casement ;  the  precioue  liquids^  now  nearly  leaked  away, 
dripped  with  a  hollow  sound  upon  the  floor;  the  Maypole 
pemd  ruefully  in  through  the  broken  window,  like  the 
bowsprit  of  a  wrecked  ship ;  the  ground  might  hftve  been  the 
bottom  of  the  sea,  it  was  so  strewn  with  precious  fragments. 
Currents  of  air  rusihed  in,  ae  the  old  doors  jarred  and  careaked 
upon  their  hingee ;  the  candles  flickered  and  guttered  dom, 
and  made  long  winding-sheets ;  the  cheery  deep-red  curtains 
flapped  and  fluttered  idly  in  the  wind;  even  the  stout  Dutch 
kegs»  overthrown  and  lying  empty  in  dark  comers,  seemed 
the  mere  husks  of  good  liaUows  whose  jollity  had  departed, 
and  who  could  kindle  with  a  friendly  glow  no  more.  John 
saw  this  desolation,  and  yet  saw  it  not.  He  was  perfectly 
contented  to  sit  there,  staring  at  it,  and  felt  no  more  in- 
dignation or  discomfort  in  his  bonds  than  if  they  had  been 
robes  of  honour.  So  far  as  he  was  personally  concerned,  ol^ 
Time  lay  snoring,  and  the  world  stood  still.  " 

Save  for  the  dripping  from  the  barrels,  the  rustling  of  such 
light  fragments  of  destruction  as  the  wind  affected,  and  the 
dull  creaking  of  the  open  doors,  all  was  profoundly  quiet : 
indeed,  these  sounds,  like  the  ticking  of  the  death-watch  in 
the  ni^i^ht,  only  made  the  silence  they  invaded  deeper  and 
more  apparent.  But  quiet  or  noisy,  it  was  all  one  to  John. 
If  a  train  of  heavy  artillery  could  have  come  up  and  com- 
menced hall  practice  outside  the  window,  it  would  have  been 
all  the  same  to  him.  He  was  a  long  way  beyond  suzpxise. 
A  ghost  couldn't  have  overtaken  him. 
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By  and  by  he  heard  a  footstep — a  hurried,  and  yet  cautious 
footstep — coming  on  towards  the  house.  It  stopped,  advanced 
a^^ain,  then  seemed  to  go  quite  round  it.  Having  done  that, 
it  came  beneath  the  window,  and  a  head  looked  in. 

It  was  strongly  relieved  against  the  darkness  outside  by  the 
glare  of  the  guttering  caDidlieB.  A  pale,  worn,  withered  laoe ; 
the  eyes — ^but  that  was  owing  to  its  gaunt  condition — un- 
natnrally  large  and  bright;  the  hair,  a  gxizaded  black.  It 
gave  a  aeazching  glance  aU  round  the  xoom,  and  a  deep  Toke 

•  n 

Are  yoa  alone  in  thia  house  ?  " 
John  made  no  sign,  though  the  qnestion  was  repeated  twice, 
and  he  heard  it  dial^notly.  After  a  moment's  panse^  tiie  man 
got  in  at  the  window.  John  was  not  at  all  soipriaed  at  tiiis, 
either.  There  had  been  so  mnch  getting  in  and  out  of  window 
in  the  course  of  ihe  last  hour  or  so,  that  he  had  quite  Ungotten 
tihe  door,  and  seemed  to  have  liTsd  among  snoli  eieroiaes  from 
in&ncj. 

The  man  wore  a  large,  dark,  faded  doak,  and  a  slouched 
hat ;  he  walked  up  dose  to  John,  and  looked  at  him.  John 
returned  the  compliment  with  interest. 

"  How  long  have  you  been  sitting  thus  ?  "  said  the  man. 

John  considered,  but  nothing  came  of  it. 

**  Which  way  have  the  party  gone  ?  " 

Some  wandering  speculations  relative  to  the  fashion  of  the 
stranger's  boots,  got  into  Mr.  Willet's  mind  by  some  accident 
or  other,  but  they  got  out  again  in  a  huny,  and  left  him  in 
his  former  state. 

"  You  would  do  well  to  speak,"  said  the  man  :  "  you  may 
keep  a  whole  skin,  though  you  have  nothing  else  left  that  can 

hurt.    Which  way  have  the  party  gone  ?  " 
P  '*  That  1 said  John,  finding  his  vmce  all  at  once,  and 
nodding  with  perfect  good  £uth — he  couldn't  point ;  he  was 
so  tightly  bound — in  ezaotLj  the  opposite  direction  to  the 
light  one. 

*'  You  lie !  *'  said  the  man  angTily,  and  with  a  threatening 
gesture.    "  I  came  that  way.    You  would  betray  me." 

It  was  so  evident  tiiat  John's  imperturbabililj  was  not 
assumed,  but  was  the  result  of  the  late  proceedings  under  his 
roo^  that  the  man  stayed  his  hand  in  the  vwy  act  of  striking  • 
him,  and  turned  away. 

John  kolnd  after  him  wi&out  so  muflh  as  a  twitoh  in  a 
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sin^z^le  nervo  of  his  face.  He  seized  a  glass,  and  holding  it 
under  one  of  the  little  casks  until  a  few  drops  were  collected, 
drank  them  greedily  oti';  then  throwing  it  down  upon  the 
floor  impatiently,  he  took  the  vessel  in  his  hands  and  drained 
it  into  hia  throat.  Some  scraps  of  bread  and  meat  were  scat- 
tered about,  and  on  these  he  feU  npxt ;  eating  them  with 
voracity,  and  pausing  every  now  and  then  to  listen  for  some 
fiBUiGiod  BQiBe  outside.  When  he  had  refreshed  himself  in  this 
mAimaip  with  violent  haeto,  and  raised  another  bazzel  to  his 
lips,  he  pulled  hia  hat  upon  his  brow  as  though  he  yrm  about 
to  leave  the  house,  and  turned  to  John. 
**  Where  are  your  servants  ?  " 

Mr.  Willet  indistinotly  remembered  to  have  heazd  the  rioters 
oalluig  to  them  to  throw  the  key  of  the  zoom  in  which  they 
were,  out  of  window^  &t  iheir  keeping.   He  thereBore  replied 

Looked  up." 

Well  iat  them  if  iSkuBj  remain  quiet,  and  well  for  joa  if 
yon  do  the  like/'  said  the  man.  Now  show  me  the  way 
fhe  parly  went." 

This  time  lir.  Willet  indicated  it  oorzeotly.  The  man  was 
hurrying  to  the  door,  when  suddeuly  there  oame  towards  them 
on  the  wind,  the  loud  and  rapid  tolling  of  an  alarm  beU,  and 
then  a  bright  and  rind  glare  streamed  up,  which  iUnmined, 
not  only  the  whole  chamber,  but  all  the  country. 

It  was  not  the  sudden  change  from  darkness  to  this  dreadfiil 
light,  it  was  not  the  sound  of  distant  shrieks  and  shouts  of 
triumph,  it  was  not  this  dread  invasion  of  the  serenity  and 
peace  of  night,  that  drove  the  man  back  as  tliough  a  thunder- 
bolt had  struck  him.  It  was  the  Bell.  If  the  ghastliest 
shape  the  human  mind  has  ever  pictured  in  its  wildest  dreams 
had  risen  up  before  him,  he  could  not  have  staggered  back- 
ward from  its  touch,  as  he  did  from  the  first  sound  of  thA 
loud  iron  voice.  With  eyes  that  started  from  his  head,  his 
limbs  convulsed,  his  face  most  horrible  to  see,  he  raised  one  arm 
high  up  into  the  air,  and  holding  something  visionary,  l)ack 
and  down,  with  his  other  hand,  drove  at  it  as  though  he  held 
a  knife  and  stabbed  it  to  the  heart.  He  clutched  his  hair, 
and  stopped  his  ears,  and  tzavelled  madly  round  and  round ; 
then  gave  a  frightful  ciy,  and  with  it  rushed  away:  still, 
still,  the  Bell  tolled  on  and  seemed  to  follow  him — louder  and 
louder,  hotter  and  hotter  yet  The  glaze  grew  brighter,  the 
zoar  of  voioes  deeper;  the  crash  of  hea^y  bodies  filling, 
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ahook  the  air;  bright  sireamB  of  Bparks  zose  up  into'tlie  sky ; 
but  louder  than  them  all — riauig  faster  fieur,  to  Heareu — a 
million  times  more  fierce  and  furious — pouring,  forth  dreadfid 
secrets  after  its  long  silence — speaking  the  language  of  the 
dead — &e  Bell — ^the  Bell  !     -  /vvvl/»AiAA«>^'/^u^<AA^ . 

What  hunt  of  spectres  could  surpass  that  dread  pursoit  and 
flight !  Had  there  been  a  legion  of  them  on  his  track,  he 
could  have  better  borne  it.  They  would  have  had  a  beginning 
and  an  end,  but  here  all  space  was  fiill.  The  one  pursuing 
voice  was  everywliere  :  it  sounded  in  the  earth,  the  air ; 
shook  the  long  grass,  and  howled  among  the  trembling  trees. 
The  echoes  caught  it  up,  the  owls  hooted  as  it  flew  upon  the 
breeze,  the  nightingale  was  silent  and  hid  herself  among  the 
thickest  boughs  :  it  seemed  to  goad  and  urge  the  angiy  fire, 
and  lash  it  into  madness ;  everything  was  steeped  in  one  pre- 
vailing red ;  the  glow  was  every^yhf^re  ;  nature  was  drenched 
in  blood :  still  the  remorseless  dying  of  that  awful  voice — ^the 
Bell,  the  BeU ! 

It  ceased ;  but  not  in  his  ears.  The  knell  was  at  his  heart. 
No  work  of  man  had  ever  voice  like  that  which  sounded  there, 
and  warned  him  that  it  cried  imeeasingly  to  Heuvou.  Who 
could  hear  that  beU,  and  not  know  what  it  said  I  There  was 
murder  in  its  every  note — cniel,  relentless,  savage  murder — 
tiie  murder  of  a  confiding  man,  by  one  who  held  his  eveiy 
trust.  Its  ringing  summoned  phantoms  from  their  graves. 
What  fiu»  was  that,  in  which  a  Mendly  ^mile  changed  to  a 
look  of  half  incredulous  hoROTy  which  stifiEiBned  £at  a  moment 
into  one  of  pain,  then  changed  again  into  an  imploring  glance 
at  Heaven,  and  so  ML  idly  down  with  upturned  eyes,  like  the 
dead  stags  he  had  often  peeped  at  when  a  little  child :  shrink- 
ing and  shuddering — there  was  a  dreadfbl  thing  to  think  of 
U^w ! — and  clinging  to  an  apron  as  he  locked !  He  sank  upon 
the  ground,  and  grovelling  down  as  if  he  woidd  dig  himsfllf  a 
place  to  hide  in,  covered  his  face  and  ears :  but  no,  no,  no— 
a  hundred  walls  and  roofs  of  brass  would  not  shut  out  that 
bell,  for  in  it  spoke  the  wrathful  voice  of  God,  and  fiom  that 
voice,  the  whole  wide  universe  could  not  afford  a  refuge  ! 

While  he  rushed  up  and  down,  not  knowing  where  to  turn, 
and  while  he  lay  crouching  there,  the  work  went  briskly  on 
indeed.  When  they  left  the  Maypole,  the  rioters  formed  into 
a  solid  body,  and  advanced  at  a  quick  pace  towards  the 
Waxxen.  Kumour  of  their  approach  having  gone  before,  they 
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Ibund  tibo  gudBn  doon  fbst  oIosBdy  ilio  windows  insdo  toonro^ 
and  the  hooae  pnxfoimdly  dark:  not  a  light  beingTiable  in 
anj  partion  of  tbe  building.  After  eome  frnitlees  ringing  at 
the  beillBy  and  beating  at  the  iron  gates,  they  drew  off  a  ihw 
paoes  to  reconnoiirey  and  oonfbr  upon  the  oomne  it  would  ba 
berttotake. 

Very  little  oonlBrwiee»waa  needed,  when  all  were  bent  upon 

one  desperate  purpose,  infuriated  with  liquor,  and  flmhed 
with  successful  riot.  The  word  being  given  to  surround  the 
house,  some  climbed  the  gates,  or  dropped  into  the  shallow 
trench  and  scaled  the  garden  wall,  while  others  pulled  down 
the  solid  iron  fence,  and  while  they  made  a  brea(!h  to  enter 
bv,  made  doadly  weapons  of  the  bars.  The  house  being  com- 
pletely encircled,  a  small  number  of  men  were  despatched  to 
break  (►pen  a  tool-shed  in  the  garden  ;  and  during  their 
a])sence  on  this  errand,  the  remainder  contented  tliemselves 
with  knocking  violently  at  the  doors,  and  calling  to  those 
within,  to  come  down  and  open  them  on  peril  of  their  lives. 

No  answer  being  returned  to  this  repeated  snnimons,  and 
the  detachment  wlio  had  been  sent  away,  coming  back  with 
an  accession  of  pickaxes,  spades,  and  hoes,  they, — together 
with  those  who  had  euoh  anna  akeady,  or  carried  (as  many 
did)  axes,  poles,  and  crow-bara,— struggled  into  the  foremost 
rank,  ready  to  beset  the  doors  and  windows.  They  had  not 
at  this  time  more  than  a  doaan  lighted  torches  among  them ; 
bat  when  these  preparations  were  completed,  flaming  links 
were  distributed  and  paased  from  hand  to  hand  with  such 
rapidity,  that,  in  a  minate'a  time,  at  least  two-thirds  of  the 
whole  roaring  masB^  borey  each  man  in  hia  hand^  a  blazing 
brand.  Whirling  theee  about  theur  heads  they  raised  a  kmd 
about,  and  fell  to  work  npon  the  doora  and  windows. 

Amidst  the  clattering  of  heavy  blowB^  the  ratHing  of  broken 
g^aas,  the  cries  and  ezeorataons  of  the  mob,  and  all  the  din 
and  turmoil  of  the  scene,  Hugh  and  his  friends  kept  together 
at  the  turret  door  where  Mr.  Haredale  had  last  admitted  him 
and  old  John  Willet ;  and  spent  their  united  fi)iGe  on  that 
It  was  a  strong  old  oaken  door,  guarded  by  good  bolts  and  a 
heavy  bar,  but  it  soon  went  crashing  in  upon  the  narrow 
flairs  behind,  and  made,  as  it  were,  a  platform  to  facilitate 
their  tearing  up  into  the  rooms  above.  Almost  at  the  same  ' 
moment^  a  dozen  other  points  were  forced,  and  at  eveiy  ene 
the  crowd  poured  in  like  water. 
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A  fbw  armed  aeKraat-nieia  were  posted  in  ilie  liaU,  and 
when  the  rioters  forced  an  entrance  there,  they  fired  some 
half-a-dozen  shots.  But  these  taking  no  effect,  and  the  oon- 
ooorse  coming  on  like  an  army  of  deyils,  they  only  thought  of 

coiLsulting  their  own  safety,  and  retreated,  echoing  their 
assailants'  cries,  and  hoping  in  tlie  coiil'usion  to  be  taken  for 
rioters  themselves ;  in  which  stratagem  they  succeeded,  with 
the  exception  of  one  old  man  who  was  never  heard  of  again, 
and  was  said  to  have  had  his  brains  beaten  out  with  an  iron 
bar  (one  of  his  fellows  reported  that  he  had  seen  the  old, man 
fa]]),  and  to  have  been  afterwards  burnt  in  the  Hames. 

The  besiegers  being  now  in  complete  possession  of  the 
house,  spread  themselves  over  it  from  garret  to  cellar,  and 
plied  their  demon  labours  fiercely.  While  some  small  parties 
kindled  bonfires  underneath  the  windows,  others  broke  up  the 
furniture  and  cast  the  fragments  down  to  feed  the  fiiunea 
•  below ;  where  the  apertures  in  the  wall  (windows  no  longer) 
were  large  enough,  th^  threw  out  tables,  chests  of  draweia, 
beds,  miirors,  pictures,  and  flung  them  whole  into  the  fire ; 
while  eveiy  fresh  addition  to  the  blazing  masses  was  received 
with  shonts^  and  howls,  and  yells,  which  added  new  and 
dismal  terrora  to  the  coniSagration.  Those  who  had  axes  and 
had  spent  their  fbxy  on  the  moreables,  chopped  and  tore  down 
the  doors  and  window  fram^as^  broke  up  the  flooring,  hewed 
away  the  rafters,  and  buried  men  who  lingered  in  the  upper 
rooms,  in  heaps  of  rains.  Some  searched  the  drawers,  ^e 
eheste,  the  boxes,  writing-desks,  and  closets,  Ibr  jeweb,  plate, 
and  moosfy ;  while  others,  leas  mindfbl  of  gain  and  more  mad 
Ibr  destruction,  cast  Iheir  whole  oontents  into  the  court-yard 
without  examination,  and  called  to  those  below,  to  heap  ihem 
on  the  blaze.  Men  who  had  been  into  the  cellars,  and  had 
staved  the  casks,  rushed  to  and  fro  stark  mad,  setting  fire  to 
all  they  saw — often  to  the  dresses  of  their  own  friends — and 
kindling  the  building  in  so  many  parts  that  some  had  no  time 
for  escape,  and  were  seen,  witli  drooping  hands  and  blackened 
faces,  hanging  senseless  on  tlie  window-sills  to  which  they  had 
crawled,  until  they  were  sucked  and  drawn  into  the  burning 
gulf.  The  more  the  fire  craclded  and  raged,  the  wilder  and 
more  cruel  the  men  grew ;  as  though  moving  in  that  element 
they  became  fiends,  and  changed  their  earthly  nature  for  the 
qualities  that  g^ve  delight  in  hell. 

The  burning  pile,  revealing  rooms  and  passages  red  hot, 
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thzougli  gaps  made  in  tiie  orombling  walls;  tKe  inbntary 
0res  that  licked  the  eater  brioks  and  stones,  with  their  long 
forked  tongues,  and  ran  up  to  meet  the  glowing  mass  within ; 
the  shining  of  the  flames  upon  the  Tillains  who  looked  on  end 

fed  them ;  the  roaring  of  the  angry  blaze,  so  bright  and  high 
that  it  seomod  in  its  rapacity  to  have  swallowed  up  the  very 
smoke  ;  tlie  living  Hakes  the  wind  bore  rapidly  away  and 
hurried  on  with,  like  a  storm  of  fiery  snow ;  the  noiseless 
breaking  of  great  l)eams  of  wood,  which  fell  like  featliers  on 
the  heap  of  ashes,  and  crumbled  in  the  very  act  to  sparks  and 
powder ;  the  lurid  tinge  that  overspread  the  sky,  and  the 
darkness,  very  deep  by  contrast,  which  prevailed  around ;  the 
exj)Osure  to  the  coarse,  common  gaze,  of  every  little  nook 
which  usages  of  home  had  made  a  sacred  place,  and  the 
destruction  by  rude  hands  of  every  little  household  favourite 
which  old  associations  made  a  dear  and  precious  thing :  all 
ibis  taking  place — not  among  pitying  looks  and  friendly 
murmurs  of  compassion,  but  brutal  shouts  and  exidtations, 
which  seemed  to  make  the  yery  rats  who  stood  by  the  old 
house  too  long,  creatures  with  some  claim  upon  the  pily  and 
regard  of  those  its  roof  had  sheltered : — combined  to  form  • 
scene  nerer  to  be  forgotten  by  those  who  saw  it  and  were  not 
aotors  in  the  work,  so  long  as  life  endured. 

And  who  were  they?  The  alarm-b^  xang> — and  it  was 
pulled  by  no  iisunt  or  hesitating  hands— (for  a  long  time ;  bat 
not  a  soul  was  seen.  Some  of  the  insurgents  said  that  when 
it  ceased,  they  heard  the  shrieks  of  women,  and  saw  some 
garments  fluttering  in  the  air,  as  a  party  of  men  bore  awigr 
no  unresisting  biuxlens.  No  one  oould  say  that  this  was  true 
or&lse,  in  such  an  uproar;  but  where  was  Hugh?  Who 
among  them  had  seen  him,  since  the  forcing  of  the  doors  ? 
The  cry  spread  through  the  body.    Where  was  Hugh  ! 

**  Here  !  "  he  hoarsely  cried,  appearing  from  the  darkness  ; 
out  of  breath,  and  blackened  with  the  smoke.  "  We  have 
done  all  we  can ;  the  fire  is  burning  itself  out ;  and  even  the 
comers  where  it  hasn't  spread,  are  nothing  but  heaps  of  ruins. 
Disperse,  my  lads,  while  the  coast 's  clear  ;  get  back  by 
different  ways  ;  and  meet  as  usual !  "  With  that,  he  dis- 
appeared agiiin, — contrary  to  his  wont,  for  he  was  always 
first  to  advance,  and  last  to  go  away, — cleaving  them  to  follow 
homewards  as  they  would. 

.  Xt  was  not  an  easy  task  to  draw      such  a  throng.  If 
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Bedlam  gates  bad  been  fltmg  open  wide^  there  would  not 
have  iasoed  forth  such  maniacs  as  the  frenzy  of  that  night 
had  made.  There  were  men  there  who  danced  and  tram]^ted 
on  the  beds  of  flowers  as  though  they  trod  down  human 

enemies,  and  wre^nclied  them  from  the  stalks,  like  savages 
who  twisted  human  necks.  There  were  men  who  cast  their 
lighted  torches  in  the  air,  and  suffered  them  to  fiill  upon 
their  heads  and  faces,  blistering  the  skin  w4th  deep  unseemly 
bums.  There  were  men  who  rushed  up  to  the  fire,  and 
paddled  in  it  with  their  hands  as  if  in  water ;  and  others  who 
were  restrained  by  force  from  plunging  in,  to  gratify  their 
deadly  longing.  On  the  skull  of  one  drunken  lad  —  not 
twenty,  by  his  looks — who  lay  upon  the  ground  with  a  bottle 
to  hifl  mouth,  the  lead  from  the  roof  came  streaming  down  in 
a  shower  of  liquid  fire,  white  hot;  melting  his  head  like  wax. 
When  the  scattered  parties  were  collected,  men — living  yet, 
bnt  singed  as  with  hot  irons — were  plucked  out  of  the  cellars, 
and  carried  off  upon  the  shoulders  of  others,  who  strove  to 
wake  them  as  they  went  along,  with  ribald  jokes,  and  left 
them,  dead,  in  the  passages  of  hospitals.  But  of  all  the 
bowling  throng  not  one  leamt  mercy  hem,  at  sickened  at, 
these  sights;  nor  was  the^fieroe,  besotted^'  senseless  rage  of 
one  man  glutted. 

Slowly,  and  in  small  dusters,  wiib  hoarse  hurrahs  and 
repetitions  of  their  usual  cry,  the  assembly  dropped  away. 
The  last  fbw  red-eyed  stragglers  reeled  after  those  who  bad 
gone  before ;  the  distant  ntnse  of  men  oaUing  to  each  other, 
and  whistling  for  others  whom  they  missed,  grew  fainter  and 
fainter ;  at  length  even  these  sounds  died  away,  and  silence 
reigned  alone. 

Silence  indeed  !  The  glare  of  the  flames  had  simk  into  a 
fitful  flashing  light ;  and  the  gentle  stars,  invisible  till  now, 
looked  down  upon  the  blackening  heap.  A  dull  smoke  hung 
upon  the  ruin,  as  though  to  hide  it  from  those  eyes  of  Heaven; 
and  the  wind  forebore  to  move  it.  Bare  walls,  roof  open  to 
tlie  sky — chambers,  where  the  beloved  dead  luid,  many  and 
many  a  fair  day,  risen  to  new  life  and  energy' ;  %\'liere  so 
many  dear  ones  had  been  sad  and  merry ;  which  were  con- 
nected with  so  many  thoughts  and  hopes,  regrets  and  changes 
-^all  gone.  Nothing  left  but  a  dull  and  dreary  blank — a 
smouldering  heap  of  dust  and  ashes — ^the  silence  and  solitude 
of  utter  desolatjon. 

ao2 
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The  Ma}^le  cronies,  little  dreaming  of  the  change  so  soon 
to  come  upon  their  favourite  haunt,  struck  through  tlie  Forest 
path  upon  their  way  to  London ;  and  avoiding  the  main  n)ad, 
which  was  hot  and  dusty,  kept  to  the  by-patlis  and  the 
fields.  As  they  drew  nearer  to  their  destination,  they  began 
to  make  inquiries  of  the  people  whom  they  passed,  concerning 
the  riots,  and  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  the  stories  they  had 
heard.  The  answers  went  far  beyond  any  intelligence  that 
had  ^read  to  quiet  Chigwell.  One  man  told  them  that  that 
afbemoon  the  Quards,  conveying  to  Newgate  some  rioters  who 
had  been  re-examined,  had  been  set  upon  by  the  mob  and 
oompelled  to  retreat ;  another,  that  the  houses  of  two  witnesses 
near  dare  Market  were  about  to  be  pulled  down  when  he 
oame  away;  another,  that  Sir  George  SaviUe'a  hooae  in 
LsioeBtar  Fielda  was  to  be  bumed  that  night,  and  that  it 
would  go  hard  wifli  Gxt  George  if  he  ftU  into  the  people's 
hands,  as  it  was  he  who  had  brought  in  the  Catholic  bill.  All 
aoooonts  agreed  that  the  mob  were  out,  in  stronger  numbers 
and  more  nnmerouB  parties  than  had  yet  appeared ;  that  the 
streets  were  unsafe ;  that  no  man's  house  or  life  was  worth  an 
hour's  purchase ;  that  the  public  consternation  was  increasing 
every  moment ;  and  that  many  families  had  already  fled  the 
city.  One  fellow  who  wore  the  popidar  colour,  damned  them 
for  not  having  cockades  in  their  hats,  and  bade  them  set  a 
good  watch  to-morrow  night  upon  the  prison  doors,  for  the 
locks  would  have  a  straining ;  another  asked  if  they  were 
fire-proof,  that  they  walked  abroad  without  the  disting^isliing 
mark  of  all  good  and  true  men ;  and  a  third  who  rode  on 
horseback,  and  was  quite  alone,  ordered  them  to  throw,  each 
man  a  shilling,  in  his  hat,  towards  the  support  of  the  rioters. 
Although  they  were  afraid  to  refuse  compliance  with  this 
demand,  and  were  much  alarmed  by  these  reports,  they 
agreed,  having  oome  so  fax,  to  go  forward,  and  see  the  real 
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state  of  things  with  their  own  eyes.  So  they  pushed  on 
quicker,  as  men  do  who  are  excited  by  portentous  news ;  and 
ruminating  on  what  they  had  heard,  spoke  little  to  each 
other. 

It  was  now  night,  and  as  they  came  nearer  to  the  city,  they 
had  dismal  confirmation  of  this  intelligence  in  three  great 
fires,  all  close  together,  which  burnt  fiercely  and  were  gloomily 
reflected  in  the  sky.  Arriving  in  the  immediate  suburbs, 
they  found  that  almost  every  house  had  chalked  upon  its  door 
in  large  characters  "  No  Popery,"  that  the  shops  were  shut, 
and  that  alan&  and  aoziely  were  depicted  in  ^trwrnj  Hm  they 
passed. 

Noting  these  things  with  a  degree  of  apprehension  which 
neither  H  the  three  oared  to  impart^  in  ita  full  extent^  to  his 
companiona,  they  oame  to  a  tumpilDB  gate,  whioh  iraa  ahnl 
They  irere  passing  through  the  tumstOe  on  the  path,  whm  a 
hoirseman  lode  up  from  London  at  a  hard  gallop,  and  called 
to  the  toll-keeper  in  a  Yoioe  of  great  agitation,  to  open  qniddy 
in  the  name  of  God. 

The  adjuration  was  so  earnest,  and  vehement,  that  the  man, 
with  a  lantern  in  his  hand,  came  running  out — ^toll-keeper 
though  he  waa— and  was  about  to  throw  th^  gate  open,  when 
happening  to  look  behind  him,  he  exclaimed,  Qood  Heaven, 
what 's  that !    Another  fire  I " 

At  this,  the  three  turned  Hieii  heads,  and  saw  in  the 
distance — straight  in  the  direction  whence  they  had  come — a 
broad  sheet  of  flame,  casting  a  threatening  light  upon  the 
clouds,  which  glimmered  as  though  the  conflagration  were 
behind  them,  and  showed  like  a  wrathful  sunset. 

"My  mind  misgives  me,"  said  the  horseman,  "or  I  know 
from  what  far  building  those  flames  come.  Don't  stand 
aghast,  my  good  fellow.    Open  the  gate  !  " 

"  Sir,"  cried  the  man,  laying  his  hand  upon  his  horse's 
bridle  as  he  let  him  through  :  "I  know  you  now,  sir ;  be 
advised  by  me  ;  do  not  go  on.  I  saw  them  pass,  and  know 
what  kind  of  men  they  are.    You  will  be  murdered." 

"So  be  it !  "  said  the  horseman,  looking  intently  towards 
the  fire,  and  not  at  him  who  tgohd, 

"  But  sir — Bir,''cried  the  man,  grasping  at  his  rein  more 
tightly  yet,  "  if  you  do  go  on,  wear  the  blue  riband.  Here, 
sir,"  he  added,  taking  one  fircon  his  own  hat,  "  it 's  necesdiy, 
not  choice^  that  makes  me  wear  it :  it's  love  of  li&  and  home, 
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sir.    Wear  it  for  this  one  night,  sir;  only  for  this  one 
night." 

**  Do  !  "  cried  the  three  friends,  pressing  round  his  horse. 
**  Mr.  Haredale — worthy  air — good  gentleman — pray  be 

persuaded." 

"  Who 's  that  ?  "  cried  Mr.  Haredale,  stooping  down  to  look. 
*'  Did  I  liear  Daisy's  voice  ?  " 

You  did,  air,"  cried  the  little  man.  Do  be  persuaded, 
nr.  This  gentLemaa  says  yery  true.  Tour  life  may  han^ 
upon  it." 

Are  7011,"  said  Mr.  Haredale  abmptly,    afraid  to  oeme 
with  me  ?  " 

"  I,  sir  ?— N-n-no." 

**  Put  that  riband  in  ymxr  hat.  If  ve  meet  the  rioters, 
swear  tliat  I  took  you  prisoner  fbr  weanng  it.  I  will  tell  them 
so  with  my  own  lips ;  Ibr  as  I  hope  for  mercy  when  I  die,  I 
will  tsike  no  quarter  from  them,  nor  shall  tiiey  have  quarter 
from  me,  if  we  oome  hand  to  band  to-night  Up  here — 
behind  me— quick!  Clasp  me  tight  round  the  body,  and 
frar  niHliing." 

In  an  instant  they  were  riding  away,  at  fbll  gallop,  in  a 
dense  oloud  of  dust,  and  speeding  on,  like  hunters  in  a 
dream. 

It  was  well  the  good  horse  knew  the  road  he  traversed,  for 
never  once — no,  never  once  in  all  the  journey — did  Mr.  Hare- 
dale cast  his  eyes  upon  the  ground,  or  turn  them,  for  an 
instant,  from  the  light  towards  which  they  sped  so  madly. 
Once  he  said  in  a  low  voice  *^  It  is  my  house,"  but  that  was 
the  only  time  lie  spoke.  When  they  came  to  dark  and 
doubtful  places,  he  never  forgot  to  put  his  hand  upon  the 
little  man  to  hold  him  more  securely  in  liis  seat,  but  he 
kept  his  head  erect  and  his  eyes  £xed  on  the  fire,  then,  and 
always. 

The  road  was  dangerous  enough,  for  they  went  the  nearest 
way — headlong — far  from  the  highway — ^by  lonely  lanes  and 
paths,  where  waggon- wheels  had  worn  deep  ruts;  where  * 
hedge  and  ditoh  hemmed  in  the  narrow  strip  of  ground ;  and 
tall  trees,  arching  overhead,  made  it  profoundly  dark.  But 
on,  on,  on,  with  neither  stop  nor  stumble,  till  they  reached 
the  Maypole  door,  and  could  plainly  see  that  the  fire  began  te 
fB4e,  as  if  for  want  of  fbeL 

"Down — ioae  one  moment— Ibr  but  one  moment^"  said 
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Mr.  Haredale,  helpinp^  Daisy  to  the  ground,  and  following 
himself.  **  Willet — Willet — where  are  my  niece  and  senranta 
— WiUet!'* 

Crying  to  him  distractedly,  he  rushed  into  the  bar. — The 
landlord  boand  and  fastened  to  his  chair;  the  place  dis- 
mantled, stii])pod,  and  pulled  about  his  ears; — ^nobody  could 
have  taken  shelter  here. 

He  was  a  strong  man,  accustomed  to  restrain  himself,  and 
suppress  his  strong  emotions ;  but  this  preparation  for  what 
was  to  follow — tliough  he  had  seen  that  fire  burning,  and 
knew  that  liis  house  must  be  razed  to  the  ground — was  more 
than  he  could  boar.  He  covered  his  £ace  with  his  hands  for 
a  moment,  and  turned  away  his  head. 

"  Jidmny,  Johnny,"  said  Soionion — and  the  simple-hearted 
fellow  cried  outright^  and  wrung  his  hands — "Oh  dear  old 
Jobnny,  here's  a  change!  That  the  Maypole  bar  should 
oome  to  this,  and  we  should  live  to  see  it !  The  old  Wairen 
too,  Johnny — Mr.  Hatedalft  oh,  Jdumj,  what  a  piteous 
sight  this  is!" 

Pomting  to  Mr.  Haredale  as  lie  said  these  words,  little 
Sdomini  Daicy  put  his  elbows  ou  the  back  of  Mr.  Wilkf  s 
chair,  and  fairly  blubbered  on  his  shoulder. 

"Wliile  Solomon  was  speaking,  old  John  sat,  mute  as  a 
stook-fish,  staring  at  him  witih  an  unearthly  glare,  and 
displaying,  by  erery  possible  symptom,  entire  and  oomiMe 
unconsciousness.  But  when  Solomon  was  silent  again,  John 
followed,  with  his  great  round  eyes,  the  direotion  of  his  looks, 
and  did  appear  to  haTe  some  dawning  distant  notion  thai 
somebody  had  come  to  see  him. 

You  know  us,  don't  you,  Johnny?'*  said  the  little  clerk, 
rapping  liimself  on  the  breast.  "  Daisy,  you  know — Chigwell 
Church — bell-ringer — little  desk  on  Sundays — eh,  Johnny?" 

Mr.  WiQet  reflected  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  muttered, 
as  it  were  mechanically:  ''Let  us  sing  to  the  praise  and 
glory  of — ** 

Yes,  to  be  sure,"  cried  the  little  man,  hastily;  "that's  it 
— ^that 's  me,  J ohnny.  You  're  all  right  now,  an't  you  ?  Say 
you're  all  right,  Johnny." 

"  All  right  ?"  pondered  Mr.  Willet,  as  if  that  were  a  matter 
entirely  between  himself  and  his  oonacienoe.  '*A1I  right? 
Ah!" 

**  They  haven't  been  misusing  you  wilih  sticks,  or  poksn» 
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or  any  other  bhmt  inrtnuiieiiti, — htm  they,  Johnny?"  aaiked 
Solomon,  with  a  very  anxious  glance  at  Mr.  WiUof  a  baad. 
"  They  didn't  heat  you,  did  they  ?" 
Jolm  knitted  hia  Tnow;  looked  downwards,  as  if  he  were 

mentally  engaged  in  some   arithmetical  calculation;  then 

upwards,  as  if  the  total  would  not  come  at  liis  call ;  then  at 
Solomon  Daisy,  from  his  eyebrow  to  his  shoe-buckle;  then 
very  slowly  round  the  bar.  And  then  a  great,  round,  leaden- 
looking,  and  not  at  all  transparent  tear,  came  rolling  out  of 
each  eye,  and  he  said,  as  he  shook  his  head : 

**  If  they 'd  only  had  the  goodness  to  murder  me,  I 'd  have 
thanked  'em  kindly.'* 

**  No,  no,  no,  don't  say  that,  Johnny,'*  whimpered  his  little 
friend.  It 's  yeiy,  very  bad,  but  not  quite  so  bad  as  that. 
No,  no ! 

**Look'ee  here,  sir!"  cried  John,  turning  his  rue^  eyes 
on  Mr.  Haredale,  who  had  dropped  on  one  knee,  and  was 
liastily  beginning  to  imtie  his  bonds.  "  Look  'ee  here,  sir ! 
The  very  Maypole — tlie  old  dumb  Maypole — stares  in  at  the 
winder,  as  if  it  said,  *  John  Willet,  Jolm  Willet,  let 's  go  and 
pitch  ourselves  in  the  nighest  pool  of  water  as  is  deep  enoo^ 
to  hold  lis ;  for  our  day  is  over ! '  " 

''Don't,  Joihni^,  don't,"  cried  bis  friend:  no  lees  aSectod 
by  this  moumfiil  effort  of  Mr.  Willef  s  imagination,  than  hj 
the  sepuldiral  tone  in  wbioh  be  bad  spoken  iar  the  Maypole. 
Please  don't,  Johnny !  *' 

''Tour  loss  is  great,  and  yonr  mialbrtiuie  a  heavy  000," 
aaid  Mr.  Haredale,  looldng  restlessly  towards  the  door :  "  and 
this  is  not  a  time  to  comfort  yon.  If  it  were,  I  am  in  no 
condition  to  do  so.  Before  I  leave  yon,  tell  me  one  thing, 
and  try  to  tell  me  plainly,  I  implore  you.  Have  you  seen, 
or  heard  of  Emma?" 

*'No!"  said  iMr.  Willet. 

"  Nor  any  one  but  these  bloodhounds  ?*' 

"No!" 

**  They^ode  away,  I  trust  in  Heaven,  before  these  dreadful 
scenes  began,"  said  Mr.  Haredale,  who,  between  his  agitation, 
his  eagerness  to  mount  his  horse  again,  and  the  dexterity  with 
which  the  cords  were  tied,  had  scaioely  yet  undone  one  knot. 
A  knife,  Daisy!" 

"  You  didn't,"  said  John,  looking  about,  as  though  he  had 
lost  his  pocket-handkerchief  or  some  such  slight  article-* 
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diilier  of  jim  gentdemen. — eee  a — a  ooffin  anywherM^  did 
yott?" 

"WiUefc!"  cried  Mr.  Haxedale.  Solomon  dropped  the 
knifb,  and  instantly  beoonuBg  limp  from  head  io&ot,  ezdaimed 
**  Good  gracious ! " 

*' — Because,"  said  John,  not  at  all  regarding  them,  "a 
dead  man  callod  a  little  time  ago,  on  his  way  yonder.  I 
could  have  told  you  what  name  was  on  the  plate,  if  he  haxl 
brought  his  coffin  with  him,  and  left  it  behind.  K  he  didn't, 
it  don't  signify." 

His  landlord,  who  had  listened  to  these  words  with  breath- 
less attention,  started  that  moment  to  his  feet ;  and,  witliout  a 
word,  drew  Solomon  Daisy  to  the  door,  mounted  his  horse, 
took  him  up  behind  again,  and  flew  rather  than  galloped 
towards  the  pile  of  ruins,  which  that  day's  sim  had  shone 
upon,  a  stately  house.  Mr.  Willet  stared  after  them,  listened, 
looked  down  upon  himself  to  make  quite  sure  that  he  was 
still  unbound,  and,  without  any  manifestation  of  impatience, 
disappointment,  or  surprise,  gently  relapsed  into  the  oondition 
from  which  he  had  so  imperfectly  recovered. 

Mr.  Haredale  tied  his  horse  to  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  and 
grasping  his  companion's  arm,  stole  softly  along  the  footpath, 
and  into  what  had  been  the  garden  of  his  house.  He  stopped 
Ibr  an  instant  to  look  upon  its  mMng  walls,  and  at  the  sfears 
^t  shone  through  roof  and  floor  upon  the  heap  of  onunUing 
ashes.  Solomon  glanoed  timidly  in  his  £u)e,  but  his  lips 
were  tightly  pressed  together,  a  resolute  and  stem  expreaaioii 
sat  upon  his  brow,  and  not  a  tear,  a  look,  or  gesture 
iodioating  grief,  escaped  him. 

He  drew  his  sword;  frit  fbr  a  moment  m  his  breast^  as 
though  he  carried  other  arms  about  him;  then  grasping 
Solomon  by  the  wrist  again,  went  with  a  cautious  step  aU 
round  the  house.  He  looked  into  every  doorway  and  gap  in 
the  wall ;  retraced  his  steps  at  every  rustling  of  the  air 
among  the  leaves ;  and  searched  in  every  shadowed  nook  with 
out-stretched  hands.  Thus  they  made  tlie  circuit  of  the 
building :  but  they  returned  to  the  spot  from  which  they  had 
set  out,  \^thout  encoimtering  any  human  being,  or  finrling 
the  least  trace  of  any  concealed  straggler. 

After  a  short  pause,  Mr.  Haredale  shouted  twice  or  thrice. 
Then  cried  aloud,  *'  Is  there  any  one  in  hiding  liere,  who 
knows  my  Yoioe  1    There  is  nothing  to  iear  now.    If  any  of 
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my  people  are  here,  I  entreat  them  to  answer!**  He  called 
them  aU  by  name ;  his  voice  was  echoed  in  mauy  mournfu] 
tones ;  then  all  was  silent  as  before. 

They  were  standing  near  the  foot  of  the  turret,  where  the 
alami-bell  liung".  The  fire  had  raged  tliore,  and  the  floors 
had  been  sawn,  and  hewn,  and  beaten  down,  besides.  It  was 
open  to  the  night ;  but  a  part  of  the  staircase  still  remained, 
winding  upward  from  a  great  mound  of  dust  and  cinders. 
Fragments  of  the  jagged  and  broken  steps  offered  an  insecure 
and  giddy  footing  here  and  there,  and  tlieu  were  lost  again, 
behind  protruding  angles  of  the  wall,  or  in  the  deep  shadows 
cast  upon  it  by  other  portions  of  the  ruin;  for  hj  this  time 
the  moon  had  risen,  and  shone  brightly. 

As  diey  stood  here,  listening  to  the  echoes  as  fhsy  died 
away,  and  hoping  in  vain  to  hear  a  voice  they  knew,  some  of 
the  ashes  in  this  turret  slipped  and  rolled  down.  Startled  by 
the  least  noise  in  that  melancholy  place,  Solomon  looked  up 
at  his  oompanion's  faoe,  and  saw  that  he  had  turned  towaxds 
the  ^ot,  and  that  he  watched  and  listened  keenly. 

He  covered  the  little  man's  month  with  his  hand,  and 
looked  again.  Instanfly,  with  kfndlmg  eyes,  he  bade  him  on 
his  life  keep  still,  and  neitiier  speak  nor  move.  Then  holdings 
his  breath,  and  stooping  down,  he  stole  into  the  tunet,  with 
his  drawn  sword  in  his  hand,  and  disappeared. 

Tmified  to  be  left  there  by  himself  under  snoh  desolate 
ciieumstanoes,  and  after  all  he  had  seen  and  heard  that  night, 
Solomon  would  have  followed,  but  there  had  been  something 
in  Mr.  Haredale's  manner  and  his  look,  the  recollection  of 
which  held  him  speU-bound.  He  stood  rooted  to  the  spot ; 
and  scarcely  venturing  to  breathe,  looked  up  with  mingled 
fear  and  wonder. 

Again  the  ashes  slij^ped  and  rolled — very,  very  softly — 
again — and  then  again,  as  though  they  crumbled  underneath 
the  tread  of  a  stealthy  foot.  And  now  a  figure  was  dimly 
visible ;  climbing  very  softly ;  and  often  stopping  to  look 
down;  now  it  pursued  its  difficult  way;  and  now  it  was 
hidden  from  the  view  again. 

It  emerged  once  more,  into  the  shadowy  and  uncertain 
light — higlier  now,  but  not  much,  for  the  way  was  steep  and 
toilsome,  and  its  progress  very  slow.  What  phantom  of  the 
brain  did  he  pursue ;  and  why  did  he  look  down  so  con- 
stantly.   He  koew  he  was  alone  ?    Suxdy  his  mind  was  not 
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affected  by  that  night's  loss  and  agony.  He  was  not  about  to 
throw  himself  headlong  from  the  summit  of  the  tottering^ 
wall.  Solomon  turnod  sick,  and  clasped  his  liands.  His 
limbs  trembled  beneath  him,  and  a  cold  sweat  broke  out  upon 
his  pallid  face. 

If  he  complied  with  Mr.  Haredalo's  last  injunction  now,  it 
was  because  he  had  not  the  power  to  speak  or  move.  He 
strained  his  gaze,  and  fixed  it  on  a  patch  of  moonlight,  into 
which,  if  he  continued  to  ascend,  he  must  soon  emerge. 
When  he  appeared  there,  he  would  try  to  call  to  him. 

Again  the  ashes  slipped  and  crumbled ;  some  stones  rolled 
down,  and  fell  with  a  dull,  heavy  sound  upon  the  ground 
below.  He  kept  his  eyes  upon  the  piece  of  moonlight.  The 
figme  was  coming  on,  tor  its  shadow  was  already  thrown 
upon  the  wall.  Now  it  appeared — and  now  looked  round  at 
1^ — and  now — 

The  horror-stricken  derk  uttered  a  scream  that  pierced  the 
air,  and  cried  "  The  ghost !  The ghost!" 

Long  heim  tiie  echo  of  his  ciy  had  died  away,  another 
ibrm  mshed  out  into  the  light,  flung  itself  upon  the  foremost 
one,  knelt  down  upon  its  hretfist^  wad  dutohed  its  throat  with 
hoth  hands. 

Villain ! "  cried  Ifr.  Haredale,  in  a  ternble  Toioe— Hw  it 
was  he.  ''Dead  and  buried,  as  all  men  supposed  through 
your  infernal  arts,  but  reserved  by  Heaven  for  this — at  last — 
at  last — I  have  you.  You,  whose  hands  are  red  with  my 
brother's  blood,  and  that  of  his  faithful  servant,  shed  to 
conceal  your  o^vn  atrocious  guilt — ^You,  Rudge,  double  mur- 
derer and  monster,  I  arrest  you  in  the  name  of  God,  who  has 
delivered  you  into  my  hands.  No.  Though  you  had  the 
strength  of  twenty  men,"  he  added,  as  the  murderer  Avrithed 
and  stniggled,  "  you  could  not  escape  me,  or  loosen  my  grasp 
to  night ! " 
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Barnaby,  armed  as  we  have  seen,  continued  to  pace  up 
and  down  before  the  stable-door ;  glad  to  be  alone  ag-ain,  and 
heartily  rejoicing  in  the  unaccustomed  silence  and  tranquillity. 
After  the  whirl  of  noise  and  riot  in  wliich  the  last  two  days 
had  been  passed,  the  pleasures  of  solitude  and  peace  were 
eahanoed  a  thousandfold.  He  felt  quite  happy;  and  as  he 
leaned  upon  his  stafp  and  mused,  a  bright  smile  overspread 
his  face,  and  none  but  cheerful  viaioiis  floated  into  his  brain. 

Had  he  no  thoughts  of  her,  whose  sole  delight  he  was,  and 
whom  he  had  unconsciously  plunged  in  such  bitter  sorrow  and 
such  deep  affliction?  Oh  yes.  She  was  at  the  heart  of  all  his 
cheerful  hopes  and  proud  reflections.  It  was  she  whom  aU 
this  honour  and  distinction  were  to  gladden;  the  joy  and 
proflt  were  far  her.  What  delight  it  gave  her  to  hear  of  Hie 
bravery  of  her  poor  boy !  Ah !  He  would  have  known  thai, 
without  Hughes  telling  him.  And  what  a  precious  thing  it 
was  to  know  she  lived  so  happily,  and  heard  with  so  much 
pride  (he  pictured  to  himself  her  look  when  they  told  her)  that 
he  was  in  such  high  esteem:  bold  among  the  boldest,  and 
trusted  before  them  all.  And  when  these  frays  were  over, 
and  the  good  lord  had  conquered  his  enemies,  and  they  were 
all  at  peace  again,  and  he  and  she  were  rich,  what  happiness 
they  would  have  iu  talking  of  these  troubled  times  when  he 
was  a  fri-eat  soldier  :  and  when  they  sat  alone  together  in  the 
tranquil  twilight,  and  she  had  no  longer  reason  to  be  anxious 
for  the  morrow,  what  pleasure  -v^  ould  ho  have  in  the  reflection 
that  this  was  his  doing— liis — poor  foolish  Bamaby's  ;  and  in 
patting  her  on  the  cheek,  and  saying  with  a  merry  laugh, 
**  Am  I  silly  now,  mother — am  I  silly  now  ?  " 

With  a  lighter  heart  and  step,  and  eyes  the  brighter  for 
the  happy  tear  that  dimmed  them  for  a  moment,  Barnaby 
resumed  his  walk  ;  and  singing  gaily  to  himself,  kept  guard 
upon  his  quiet  post. 
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His  oomrade  Grip,  the  partner  of  his  watch,  though  fond  of 
basking  in  the  sunshine,  preferred  to-day  to  walk  about  the 
stable ;  having  a  great  deal  to  do  in  the  way  of  scattering  the 
straw,  hiding  under  it  such  small  articles  as  had  been  casually 
left  about,  and  haunting  Hugh's  bed,  to  which  he  seemed  to 
have  taken  a  particular  attachment.  Sometimes  Bamaby 
looked  in  and  called  him,  and  then  he  came  hopping  out ;  but 
be  merely  did  this  as  a  concession  to  his  master's  weakness, 
and  soon  returned  again  to  his  own  grave  pursuits  :  peering 
into  the  straw  with  his  bill,  and  rapidly  covering  up  the 
place,  as  if,  Midas-like,  he  were  whispering  secrets  to  the 
earth  and  burying  them ;  constantly  busying  himself  upon  the 
sly ;  and  affecting,  whenever  Bamaby  oame  past^  to  look  up 
in  the  clouds  and  have  nothing  whatever  on  his  mind :  in 
abort,  conducting  himself  in  many  respects,  in  a  nuire  than 
usually  thoughtful,  deep,  and  mysterious  manner. 

As  the  day  crept  on,  Bamaby,  who  had  no  directions 
farhidding  him  to  tit  and  drink  upon  bis  post^  bat  had  been, 
on  the  contrazy,  supplied  with  a  bottle  of  beer  and  a  basket 
of  provisions,  determined  to  break  'kui  fast,  which  he  had  not 
done  since  moming.  To  this  end,  he  sat  down  on  the  ground 
befixre  the  door,  and  putting  his  stafiP  across  his  knees  in  case 
of  alann  or  surprise,  snmmoned  Grip  to  dinner. 

This  call,'  the  bird  obeyed  with  great  alacrity ;  crying,  as 
he  sidled  up  to  his  master,  I 'm  a  devil,  I 'm  a  PoUy,  I 'm  a 
kettle,  I 'm  a  Protestant,  No  Popery ! "  Having  leamt  this 
latter  sentiment  from  the  gentry  among  whom  he  had  lived  of 
late,  he  delivered  it  with  uncommon  emphasis. 

"Well  said,  Grip  ! "  cried  his  master,  as  he  fed  him  with 
the  daintiest  bits.    "  Well  said,  old  boy  !  " 

"  Never  say  die,  bow  wow  wow,  keep  up  your  spirits,  Grip 
Grip  Grip,  Holloa !  We  '11  all  have  tea,  I 'm  a  Protestant 
kettle.  No  Popery  !  "  cried  the  raven. 

"  Gordon  for  ever,  Grip  !  "  cried  Bamaby. 

The  raven,  placing  his  head  upon  the  ground,  looked  at  his 
master  sideways,  as  though  he  would  have  said,  Say  that 
again ! "  Perfectly  understanding  his  desire,  Bamaby  re- 
peated the  phrase  a  great  many  times.  The  bird  listened 
with  profound  attention ;  sometimes  repeating  the  popular 
cry  in  a  low  voice,  as  if  to  compare  the  two,  and  toy  if  it 
would  at  all  help  bun  to  this  new  accomplishment;  sometimes 
flapping  his  wings^  or  barking  $  and  sometnnei  la  a  kind  of 
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despenitum  drawing  a  mnliiiiide  of  caAs,  with  esbaordiiiaxy 
'viciottBDeBs. 

Bamaby  was  so  intent  upon  his  favourite,  that  he  was  not 

at  first  aware  of  the  approach  of  two  persons  on  horseback, 
who  were  riding  at  a  footpace,  and  coming  straight  towards 
his  post.  When  he  perceived  them,  however,  which  he  did 
when  they  were  within  some  fifty  yards  of  him,  he  jumped 
hastily  up,  and  ordering  Grip  within  doors,  stood  with  both 
hands  on  Iiis  staff,  waiting  until  he  should  know  whether  they 
were  friends  or  foes. 

lie  had  hardly  done  so,  when  he  observed  that  those  who 
advanced  were  a  gentleman  and  his  servant ;  almost  at  the 
same  moment  he  recognised  Lord  George  Gordon,  before  whom 
he  stood  uncovered,  with  his  eyes  turned  towards  the  ground. 

"  Good  day !  "  said  Lord  George,  not  reiiuiig  in  Mb  hone 
until  he  was  close  beside  him.      Well !  ** 

'*  All  quiet,  sir,  all  safe  !  "  cried  Bamaby.  ''The  rest  are 
away — they  went  by  that  path — that  one.    A  grand  party !  " 

Ay  ?  "  said  Loid  Qeorge,  lookiiig  thoughtfoLly  at  him. 
"And  you?" 

"Oh!  They  left  ine  hero  to  waibh— -to  monnt  inuurd— to 
keep  eTerything  secure  till  they  oome  back.  I  'U  do  it^  sir, 
for  your  sake.  You  're  a  good  geatleman ;  a  kind  geutleniaii 
— ^Jt  you  are.  There  are  many  against  you,  but  we  'U  be  a 
match  for  them,  never  fear !  ** 

"  What 's  that  ?  "  said  Lord  George — pointing  to  the  raTen 
who  was  peeping  out  of  the  stable-door — but  sdU  looking^ 
thoughtAilly,  and  in  some  perplexity,  it  seemed,  at  Bamaby. 

"  Why,  don't  you  know !  "  retorted  Barnaby,  witli  a 
wondering  laugh.  **  Not  know  what  he  is  I  A  bii'd,  to  be 
•  sure.    My  bird — my  friend — Grip.** 

'*  A  devil,  a  kettle,  a  Grip,  a  Polly,  a  Protestant,  no 
Popery  !  "  cried  the  raven. 

"Though,  indeed,"  added  Bamaby,  laying  his  hand  upon 
the  neck  of  Lord  George's  horse,  and  speaking  softly  :  you 
had  good  reason  to  ask  me  what  he  is,  for  sometimes  it  puzzles 
me — and  I  am  used  to  him — to  think  he 's  only  a  bird.  He 's 
my  brother,  Grip  is — always  with  me— always  taUdng — olwaya 
merry— eh,  Grip?" 

The  raven  answered  by  an  affectionate  croak,  and  hopping 
on  his  master's  arm,  which  he  held  do^^^lward  for  that  purj)08e, 
submitted  with  an  air  of  perfect  indifGarenoe  to  be  liondiedi 


uiyiiizud  by  Google 


9ARNABT  EUTOK 


9Bd  innied  his  reefile08»  emioiui  eye^  now  upon  Lord  Geoige, 
and  now  upon  hU  man. 

Lord  George,  biting  Ms  nails  in  a  diaoomfited  manner, 
regarded  Bomaby  ior  some  time  in  silence ;  then  beekoning  to 
hiaserrant,  said: 

**  Come  hither,  John." 

John  Grueby  touched  his  hat,  and  came. 

**  Have  you  ever  seen  tiiis  young  man  before  ?  "  his  master 
asked,  in  a  low  voice. 

"Twice,  my  lord,"  said  John.  "I  see  him.  in  the  crowd 
last  night  and  Saturday." 

Did — did  it  seem  to  you  that  his  manner  was  at  all  wild  or 
strange  ?  "  Lord  George  demanded,  faltering. 

"  Mad,"  said  John,  witli  emphatic  brevity. 

"  And  wliy  do  you  think  him  mad,  sir?"  said  his  master, 
speaking  in  a  peevisli  tone.  "  Don't  use  that  word  too  ixeelj. 
Why  do  you  think  him  mad  ?  '* 

''My  lord,"  John  Grueby  answered,  "look  at  his  dress, 
look  at  his  eyes,  look  at  his  restless  way,  hear  him  cry  '  No 
Popery !  *    Mad,  my  lord." 

"  So  beoanae  one  man  dresses  unlike  another,"  returned  his 
angry  master,  glancing  at  himself,  "  and  happens  to  differ 
from  other  men  in  his  carriage  and  manner,  and  to  advocate  a 
great  oanse  which  the  corrupt  and  irreligioua  deeert,  he  is  to 
be  accounted  mad,  is  he  ?  " 

"  Stark,  staring,  raving,  roaring  mad,  my  lord,"  retomed 
the  nnmored  John. 

"  Do  you  say  this  to  my  fboe? "  cried  his  master,  turning 
sharply  upon  him. 

"  To  any  man,  my  lord,  who  asks  me,"  answered  John. 

*^  Mr.  Oashfoid,  I  find,  was  right,"  said  Lord  George ;  "  I 
thought  him  prejudiced,  though  I  ought  tohaye  known  a  man 
like  him  better  tiian  to  have  supposed  it  possible ! " 

**  I  shall  never  have  Mr.  Gadiford*s  good  word,  my  lord," 
replied  John,  touching  his  hat  respectfully,  "  and  I  don't 
covet  it." 

"  You  are  an  ill-conditioned,  most  unp^ateful  fellow,"  said 
Lord  George:  "a  spy,  for  anything  I  know.  i\Ir.  Gaslitbrd 
is  perfectly  correct,  as  I  might  have  felt  convinced  lie  was.  I 
have  done  wrong  to  retain  you  in  my  service.  It  is  a  tacit 
insult  to  him  as  my  choice  and  confidentiid  friend  to  do  so, 
remembering  the  cause  you  sided  with,  on  the  day  he  was 
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maligned  at  Westminster.  You  will  leave  me  to-niglit — ^nay, 
as  soon  as  we  reach  home.    The  sooner  the  better.'* 

If  it  comes  to  that,  I  say  so  too,  my  lord.  Let  Mr. 
Gashford  have  his  will.  As  to  my  being  a  spy,  my  lord,  you 
know  me  better  than  to  believe  it,  I  am  sure.  I  don't  know 
much  about  causes.  My  cause  is  the  cause  of  one  maa  againai 
two  hundred;  and  I  hope  it  always  will  be." 

**  You  have  said  quite  enough,"  returned  Lord  George, 
motioning  him  to  go  back.    "  I  desire  to  hear  no  more." 

"If  you'll  let  me  add  another  word,  my  lord,"  returned 
John  Grueby,  "  I  *d  give  this  sOly  fellow  a  caution  not  to  stay 
here  by  himself.  The  proclamation  is  in  a  good  many  hands 
already,  and  it's  well  known  that  he  was  concerned  in  the 
business  it  zelatos  to.  He  had  better  get  to  a  place  of  aafetjf 
if  he  can,  poor  creature." 

"You  hear  what  this  man  says?"  cried  Lord  George, 
addressing  Bamaby,  who  had  looked  on  and  wondered  whik 
this  dial^^  passed.  ''He  thinks  you  may  be  afraid  to 
remain  upon  your  poel^  and  are  kept  here  parhape  agauut 
your  wiU.   "Wliat  do  you  say? " 

I  think,  young  man,"  said  John,  in  explanation,  that 
the  soldiers  may  turn  out  and  take  you;  and  that  if  they  do, 
you  will  certainly  be  hung  by  the  neck  till  you're  dead— dead 

dead.  And  I  think  you 'd  better  go  firaan  here,  as  fut  aa 
you  can.   That 's  what  I  think." 

"  He  *s  a  coward.  Grip,  a  coward ! "  cried  Bamaby,  putting 
the  raven  on  the  groimd,  and  shouldering  his  staJS.  "  Let 
them  come !    Gordon  for  ever  !    Let  them  come !  " 

"Ay!"  said  Lord  George,  "let  them!  Let  us  see  who 
will  venture  to  attack  a  power  like  ours ;  the  solemn  league  of 
a  whole  people.  This  a  madman  !  You  have  said  well,  very 
well.    I  am  proud  to  be  the  leader  of  such  men  as  you." 

Bamaby' 8  heart  swelled  within  his  bosom  as  he  lieard  the^ 
words.  He  took  Lord  George's  hand  and  carried  it  to  liis 
lips ;  patted  his  horse's  crest,  as  if  the  affection  and  admira- 
tion he  had  conceived  for  the  man  extended  to  the  animal  he 
rode ;  then  unfurled  his  flag,  and  proudly  waving  it,  resumed 
his  pacing  up  and  down. 

Lord  George,  with  a  Iriniilmg  eye  and  glowing  cheek,  took 
off  his  hat,  and  flourishing  it  above  his  head,  bade  him 
exultingly  Farewell ! — ^then  cantered  off  at  a  brisk  pace ;  after 
guanoing  angrily  round  to  see  that  his  aervaiit  foliowed. 
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Honest  John  set  spurs  to  his  horse  and  rode  alfor  his  master, 
but  not  before  he  had  again  warned  Bamat^  to  retreat,  with 
many  significant  gestures,  which  indeed  he  continued  to 
make,  and  Bamaby  to  redst,  until  the  windings  of  the  road 
concealed  them  from  each  other's  "view. 

Left  to  himself  again  with  a  stiU  higher  sense  of  the 
importaDce  of  his  post,  and  stimulated  to  enthusiasm  by  the 
special  notice  and  encouragement  of  his  leader,  Barnaby 
walked  to  and  fro  in  a  delicious  trance  ratlier  tlian  as  a 
waking  man.  The  sunshine  which  prevailed  around  was  in 
his  mind.  He  had  but  one  desire  ungratihed.  K  she  could 
only  see  him  now  ! 

The  day  wore  on ;  its  heat  was  pfently  giving  place  to  the 
cool  of  evening;  a  light  wind  sprung  up,  fanning  his  long 
hair,  and  making  the  banner  rustle  pleasantly  above  his  liead. 
There  was  a  freedom  and  freshness  in  the  soimd  and  in  the 
time,  which  chimed  exactly  with  his  mood.  He  was  iiappier 
than  ever. 

lie  was  leaning  on  his  staff  looking  towards  the  declining 
sun,  and  reflecting  with  a  smile  that  he  stood  sentinel  at  that 
moment  over  buried  gold,  when  two  or  three  figures  appeared 
in  the  distance,  making  towards  the  house  at  a  rapid  pace, 
and  motioning  with  their  hands  as  though  they  urged  its 
inmates  to  retreat  from  some  approaching  danger.  As  they 
drew  nearer,  they  became  more  earnest  in  their  gestures ;  and 
they  were  no  sooner  within  hearing,  than  the  fixrismost  among 
them  cried  that  the  soldiers  were  coming  rxp. 

At  these  words  Bacn&by  fbrled  his  flag,  and  tied  it  round 
the  pole.  Hisheart  beat  high  while  he  did  so,  but  he  had  no 
more  fear  or  thought  of  retreating  than  the  pole  itseli  The 
friendly  stragglers  hurried  past  "b^noL,  after  giying  him  notice 
of  his  danger,  and  quickly  passed  into  the  house,  where  the 
utmost  oonfbsion  immediately  prevailed.  As  those  within 
hastily  closed  the  windows  and  the  doors,  they  urged  him  by 
looks  and  signs  to  fly  without  loss  of  time,  and  called  to  him 
many  times  to  do  so  ;  l)ut  he  only  shook  his  head  indignantly  in 
answer,  and  stood  the  hrmer  on  his  post.  Finding  tliat  he 
M  as  not  to  be  persuaded,  they  took  care  of  themselves  ;  and 
leaving  the  place  with  only  one  old  woman  in  it,  speedily 
withdrew. 

As  yet  there  had  been  no  ^^yniptom  of  the  news  having  any 
better  foundation  than  in  the  fears  of  those  who  brought 
VOL  I.  a  . 
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ii^  but  Hie  Boot  had  not  been  deserted  five  minateSy  when 
there  appealed  eoming  acroas  the  fieldsy  a  body  of  men  who, 
it  iras  eaay  to  see,  hy  the  glitter  of  their  arms  and  onuunentB 
in  the  eon,  and  bj  their  orderly  and  regnlar  mode  of  advano- 
ing — Unr  Ihey  oame  on  as  one  man — were  soldiers.  In  a 
Teiy  Utile  tune,  Bamal^  knew  that  they  were  a  strong 
detachment  of  the  Foot  Guards,  having  along  with  them  two 
gentlemen  in  private  clothes,  and  a  small  party  of  Horse  ;  the 
latter  brought  up  the  roar,  and  were  not  in  number  more  tban 
six  or  eip-lit. 

They  advanced  stoadily ;  neither  quickeninp;-  their  pace  as 
they  came  nearer,  nor  raising  any  cry,  nor  showing  the  least 
emotion  or  anxiety.  Tliough  this  was  a  matter  of  course  iu 
the  case  of  regular  troops,  even  to  Bamaby  there  was  some- 
thing particidarly  impressive  and  disconcerting  in  it  to  one 
accustomed  to  the  noise  and  tumult  of  an  imdisciplined  mob. 
For  all  that,  he  stood  his  ground  not  a  whit  the  less  resolutely, 
and  looked  on  imdisniayed. 

Presently,  they  marched  into  the  yard,  and  halted.  The 
oommanding  officer  despatched  a  messenger  to  the  horsemen, 
one  of  whom  came  riding  back.  Some  words  passed  between 
them,  and  they  glanced  at  Bamaby;  who  wdl  remembered 
the  man  he  had  unhorsed  at  Westminster,  and  saw  him  now 
before  his  eyes.  The  man  being  speedily  dismissed,  saluted, 
and  rode  back  to  his  comrades,  who  were  drawn  np  apart  at 
a  short  distance. 

The  officer  then  gave  the  word  to  prime  and  load.  The 
heavy  ringing  of  the  mnsket-stocks  npooi  the  ground,  and  the 
sharp  and  rafdd  rattling  of  the  ramrods  in  their  barrels,  were  a 
kind  of  relief  to  Baznaly,  deadly  thoogh  he  knew  tiie  purport  of 
such  sounds  to  be.  When  tids  was  done,  other  commands 
were  given,  and  the  soldiers  instentaneously  formed  in  single  ^ 
ffie  aU  round  the  house  and  stables;  completely  encircling 
them  in  every  part,  at  a  distance,  perhaps,  of  some  hatf'^omn 
yards ;  at  least  that  seemed  in  Bamaby's  eyes  to  be  about  the 
space  left  between  himself  and  those  who  confix)nted  him. 
The  horsemen  remained  drawn  up  by  themselves  as  before. 

The  two  gentlc^nien  in  private  clothes  wlio  had  kept  aloof, 
now  rode  forward,  one  on  either  side  the  officer.  The  procla- 
mation having  been  produced  and  read  by  one  of  them,  the 
officer  called  on  Barnaby  to  surrender. 

He  made  no  answer,  but  stepping  within  the  door,  before 
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which,  he  had  kept  guaxd,  held  his  pde  croflBwise  to  protect  it. 
In  the  midst  of  a  pro&uiid  Bileiice^  he  was  again  called  upon 
to  yield. 

StUl  he  oflferod  no  reply.  Indeed  he  had  enough  to  do,  to 
run  his  eye  backward  and  forward  along  the  haJf-doaen  men 

who  immediately  fronted  liim,  and  settle  hurriedly  within 
himself  at  wliich  of  them  he  would  strike  first,  when  they 
pressed  on  liini.  He  caught  the  eye  of  one  in  the  centre,  aad 
resolved  to  hew  that  fellow  down,  though  he  (lied  for  it. 

Again  there  was  a  dead  silence,  and  again  the  same  voice 
called  upon  him  to  deliver  himself  up. 

Next  moment  he  was  back  in  the  stable,  dealing  blows 
about  him  like  a  madman.  Two  of  the  men  lav  sti'etched  at 
his  feet :  the  one  he  liad  marked,  dropped  fii'st — ho  had  a 
thought  for  that,  even  in  the  hot  blood  and  hurry  of  the 
struggle.  Another  blow — another !  Down,  mastered,  wounded 
in  the  breast  by  a  heavy  blow  from  the  butt-end  of  a  gun  (he 
saw  the  weapon  in  the  act  of  ialling)^ — ^breathless — and  a 
pnaoner. 

An  ezdamation  of  suprise  from  the  officer  recalled  him,  in 
some  degieCy  to  himself.  He  looked  round.  Grip,  after  work- 
ing in  secret  all  the  afternoon,  and  with  redoubled  vigour 
while  every  body's  attention  was  distracted,  had  plucked  away 
the  straw  from  Hugh's  bed,  and  turned  up  the  loose  ground  * 
with  Ms  iron  bill.  The  hole  had  been  reddessly  filled  to  the 
briniy  and  was  merely  sprinkled  with  earth.  Odden  cups, 
spoonsy  candlesticks,  coined  guineas — all  the  riches  were 
revealed. 

They  brought  spades  and  a  sack;  dug  up  everything  that 
was  hidden  there ;  and  carried  away  more  than  two  men  could 
lift.    They  handcuffed  him  and  bound  his  arms,  searched 

him,  and  took  away  all  he  had.    Nobody  questioned  or 

reproached  him,  or  seemed  to  have  much  curiosity  about  him. 
The  t^^'o  TO(in  litj  had  stunned,  w^ere  carried  off  by  their  com- 
panions in  the  same  business-like  way  in  which  everytliing 
else  was  done.  Finally,  he  was  left  under  a  guard  of  four 
soldiers  witli  fixed  bayonets,  while  the  officer  directed  in 
person  the  search  of  tJie  house  and  the  other  buildings  con- 
nected with  it. 

This  was  soon  completed.  The  soldiers  formed  again  in 
the  yard ;  he  was  marched  out,  with  his  guard  about  him ; 
and  ordered  to  fall  in  where  a  space  was  left.    The  others 


Digitized  by 


m 


BABNABT  BtHKHL 


doflod  up  all  voimdy  and  so  ikey  moved  away,  with  the 
priscmer  in  the  centre. 

When  they  came  into  the  streetfly  he  fielt  he  was  a  sight: 
and  looking  up  as  they  passed  quickly  along,  could  see  people 
rnnning  to  the  windows  a  little  too  late,  and  throwing  up  the 
sashes  to  look  after  him.  Sometimes  he  met  a  staring  &ce 
heyond  the  heads  above  him,  or  under  the  arms  of  his  con- 
ductors, or  peering  down  upon  him  from  a  waggon-top  or 
eoach-box ;  but  this  waa  all  he  saw,  being  surrounded  by  so 
many  men.  The  veiy  noises  of  the  streets  seemed  mufflod 
and  8ii})dued  ;  and  the  air  came  stale  and  hot  upon  kirn,  like 
the  sieklv  breath  of  an  oven. 

Tramp,  tramp.  Tramp,  tramp.  Heads  erect,  shonlders 
square,  overv  man  stt'}>ping  in  exact  time — all  so  orderly  and 
regular — nobody  loukiiif^:  at  liim — nobody  seeming  conscious 
of  his  presence, — he  could  hardly  believe  he  was  a  Prisoner. 
But  at  the  word,  though  only  thought,  not  .spoken,  he  felt  the 
handcuffs  galling  his  wrists,  the  cord  pressing  his  arms  to  his 
sides :  the  loaded  guns  levelled  at  Ids  head ;  and  those  cold, 
bright,  sharp,  shining  points  turned  towards  him :  the  mere 
looking  down  at  which,  now  that  he  was  bound  and  heLpless, 
made  the  warm  ouzient  of  his  life  run  cold. 
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The  y  were  not  long  in  reaching  the  barracks,  for  the  officer 
who  commanded  the  part}'  was  desii-ous  to  avoid  rousing  tho 
people  Ijy  the  display  of  military  force  iu  the  streets,  and  was 
humanely  anxious  to  give  as  little  opportunity  as  possible  for 
any  attem|)t  at  rescue ;  knowing  that  it  must  lead  to  blood- 
shed and  loss  of  life,  and  that  if  the  civil  authorities  by  whom 
he  was  accompanied,  empowered  liim  to  order  his  men  to  fire, 
many  innocent  persons  woidd  probably  fall,  whom  curiosity 
or  idleness  had  attracted  to  the  spot.  He  therefore  led  the 
party  briskly  on.  avoiding  with  a  mercifid  prudence  the  more 
public  and  crowded  thoroughfares,  and  pursuing  those  which 
he  deemed  least  likely  to  be  infested  by  disorderly  persons. 
This  wise  proceeding  not  only  enabled  them  to  gain  their 
quarters  without  any  interruption,  but  completely  baffled  a 
body  of  rioters  who  had  assembled  in  one  of  the  main  streets, 
through  which  it  was  considered  certain  they  woidd  pass,  and 
who  remained  gathered  together  for  the  purpose  of  releasing 
the  prisoner  from  their  httods^  long  after  they  had  deposited 
him  in  a  plaoe  of  seoority,  closiad  the  barrack  gates,  and  set  a 
double  giaxd  at  erery  entrance  fbr  its  better  protection. 

ArtiTed  at  this  place,  poor  Baiuaby  was  marched  into  a 
stone-floored  room,  where  there  was  a  very  powerful  smell  of 
tobacco,  a  strong  Hunough  draft  of  air,  and  a  great  wooden 
bedstead,  large  enough  fbr  a  score  of  men.  Sereral  soldiers 
in  undress  were  lounging  about,  or  eating  from  tin-cans; 
military  accoutrements  dangled  on  rows  of  pegs  along  the 
whitewashed  wall ;  and  some  hall-dozen  men  lay  fast  asleep 
upon  their  backs,  snoring  in  concert.  After  remaining  here 
just  long  enough  to  note  these  things,  he  was  marched  out 
again,  and  conveyed  across  the  parade-ground  to  another 
portion  of  the  l)uilding. 

Perhaps  a  man  never  sees  so  much  at  a  glance  as  when  he 
is  in  a  situation  of  extremity.    The  chances  are  a  hundred  to 
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one,  that  if  Bamaby  had  lounged  in  at  the  gate  to  look  about 
him,  he  would  have  knmged  out  again  with  a  very  imperfect 
idea  of  the  place,  and  would  have  remembered  very  little 
about  it  But  as  he  was  taken  handcafiEed  aoro68  tibe  gravelled 
area»  nothing  escaped  his  notice.  The  diy,  arid  look  of  the 
dusigr  squarOy  and  of  the  bare  brick  building;  the  clothes 
hanging  at  some  of  the  windows;  and  the  men  in  their  shirt- 
sleeves and  braces,  kUing  with  half  their  bodies  out  of  the 
others;  the  green  sun-blinds  at  the  officers'  quarters,  and  the 
Utde  scanty  trees  in  fitont;  tiie  drummer-boys  practising  in  a 
distant  oourtyard ;  the  men  on  drill  on  the  parade ;  the  two 
soldiers  carrying  a  basket  between  them,  who  winked  to  each 
other  as  he  went  by,  and  slily  pointed  to  their  throats;  the 
spruce  Serjeant  who  hurried  past  with  a  cane  in  his  hand, 
and  under  his  arm  a  chisped  book  with  a  vellum  cover ;  the 
fellows  in  the  ground-floor  rooms,  furbishing  and  brusliing  up 
their  different  articles  of  dress,  who  stopped  to  look  at  him, 
and  whose  voices  as  they  spoke  together  echoed  loudly 
through  the  empty  galleries  and  passages ; — everjrthing,  down 
to  the  stand  of  muskets  before  the  guard-house,  and  the  drum 
with  a  pipo-claycd  belt  attached,  in  one  comer,  impressed 
itself  upon  his  observation,  as  though  he  had  noticed  them  in 
the  same  pleice  a  hundred  times,  or  had  been  a  whole  day 
among  them,  in  place  of  one  brief  hurried  minute. 

He  was  taken  into  a  small  paved  back  yard,  and  there  ibiety 
opened  a  great  door,  plated  with  iron,  and  pierced  some  five 
feet  above  the  ground  with  a  few  holes  to  let  in  air  and  light. 
Into  this  dungeon  he  was  walked  straightway;  and  having 
looked  him  up  there,  and  placed  a  sentry  over  him,  they  left 
him  to  his  meditations. 

The  cell,  or  lAaxsk  hole,  fbr  it  had  those  words  painted  on 
the  door,  was  very  dark,  and  having  recently  aocoimnodated  a 
drunken  deserter,  by  no  means  dean.  Bamaby  felt  his  way 
to  some  straw  at  the  farther  end,  and  looking  towards  the 
door,  tried  to  accustom  himself  to  the  gloom,  which,  coming 
from  the  bright  sunshine  out  of  doors,  was  not  an  easy  task. 

There  was  a  kind  of  portico  or  colonnade  outside,  and  this 
obstructed  even  the  little  light  that  at  the  best  could  have 
found  its  way  through  the  small  apertures  in  the  door.  The 
footsteps  of  the  sentinel  eclioed  monotonously  as  he  paced  its 
stone  pavement  to  and  fro  (reminding  Bamaby  of  tlic  watch 
he  had  so  lately  kept  himself) ;  and  as  he  passed  and  repassed 
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the  door,  be  made  the  ceE  to  aa  instant  ao  Mack  by  the 
mtaipoBition  of  his  body,  that  his  going  away  again  seemed 
like  the  appearance  of  a  new  ray  of  liglit,  and  was  quite  a 
droumstanoe  to  look  for. 

Wben  the  prisoner  bad  sat  sometime  i^Kxn  the  ground, 
gazing  at  the  chinks,  and  listening  to  the  adyancing  and 
receding  footsteps  of  his  guard,  the  man  stood  still  upon  his 
post.  Barnaby,  quite  unable  to  think,  or  to  spccidato  on 
what  would  be  done  witli  liim,  had  been  lulled  into  a  kind  of 
doze  by  his  regular  pace ;  but  his  stopping  roused  him ;  and 
then  he  became  aware  that  two  men  were  in  conversation 
under  the  colonnade,  and  very  near  the  door  of  his  cell. 

How  long  they  had  been  talking  there,  he  could  not  toll, 
for  he  had  fallen  into  an  unconsciousness  of  liis  real  position, 
and  when  the  footsteps  ceased,  was  answering-  idoud  some 
question  wliich  soomed  to  have  been  put  to  him  l)y  Hugh  in 
the  stable,  though  of  the  fancied  purport,  either  of  question 
or  reply,  notwithstanding  that  he  awoke  with  the  latter  on 
his  lips,  be  bad  no  leooUection  wbateyer.  The  first  words 
that  reached  his  ears,  were  these  : 

Wby  is  be  brought  here  then,  if  he  has  to  be  taken  away 
again,  so  soon  ?  " 

"  Why  where  would  you  have  him  go !  Damme,  he 's  not 
aa  safe  anywhere  as  among  the  Mng^s  troops,  is  be?  What 
woidd  you  do  with  him  f  WouM  you  band  bim  over  to  a 
pack  of  cowardly  ciTilians,  that  shake  in  their  shoes  till  they 
wear  the  soles  out,  with  trembling  at  the  threats  of  the 
ragamufBns  be  bekmgs  to  ?  " 

"  That 's  true  enough." 
True  enough ! — 'U  tell  you  what.  I  wish,  Tom  Green, 
that  I  was  a  commissioned  instead  of  a  non-eommissLoned 
officer,  and  that  I  bad  the  command  of  two  companies — only 
two  companies — of  my  own  regiment.  Call  me  out  to  stop 
these  riots — give  me  the  needful  authority,  and  haU-a-dozen 
rounds  of  ball  cartridge—" 

"Ay!  "  said  the  other  voice.  "That's  all  very  well,  but 
they  won't  give  the  needful  authority.  If  the  magistrate 
won't  give  the  word,  what's  the  officer  to  do  ?" 

Not  very  well  knowing,  as  it  seemed,  how  to  overcome  this 
difficulty,  the  other  man  contented  himself  with  damning  the 
magistrates. 

With  all  my  heart,"  said  his  Mend. 
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"Wliorc's  the  use  of  a  magistrate?"  returned  the  other 
vcnoe.  *^  What  *b  a  magistrate  in  this  case,  but  an  importineiit^ 
uimeoessaiy,  uxuxmstitutional  sort  of  interference  ?  Here  'a  a 
prodamation.  Here 's  a  man  referred  to  in  that  pzodamatioxi. 
Here's  proof  against  him,  and  a  ivitness  on  the  spot  Damme ! 
Take  him  out  and  shoot  him,  sir.  Who  wants  a  magistrate  ?  " 

''When  does  he  go  before  Sir  John  Fielding?"  asked  the 
man  who  had  spoken  first. 

"To-night  at  eight  o'clook,'*  returned  the  other.  "Mark 
what  follows.  The  magistrate  oommits  him  to  Newgate. 
Our  people  take  him  to  Newgate.  The  xiotero  pelt  our 
people.  Our  people  retire  befiwre  the  rioters.  Stones  are 
thrown,  insults  are  offered,  not  a  shot 's  fired.  Why  f 
Because  of  tlie  mafzristrates.    Damn  the  magistrates  I  " 

When  he  had  m  some  degree  relieved  his  mind  by  cursing 
the  mag-istrates  in  various  other  forms  of  speech,  the  man 
was  silent,  save  for  a  low  growling,  still  having  reference  to 
those  authorities,  which  from  time  to  time  escaped  him. 

Bamaby,  who  had  wit  enougli  to  know  that  this  conver- 
sation (lOTu  omed,  and  very  nearly  concerned,  Inmself,  remained 
perfectly  quiet  Tmtil  they  ceased  to  speak,  when  he  groped  his 
way  to  tin;  (l()t)r,  Jind  peeping  through  the  air-holes,  tried  to 
make  out  what  kind  of  men  they  were,  to  whom  he  had  been 
listening. 

The  one  who  condemned  the  civil  power  in  such  strong 
terms,  was  a  seijeant— engaged  just  then,  as  the  streaming 
ribands  in  his  cap  announced,  on  the  recruiting  service.  He 
stood  leaning  sideways  against  a  pillar  nearly  opposite  the 
door,  and  as  he  growled  to  himself  drew  figures  on  the 
payement  with  his  cane.  The  other  man  had  his  back 
'  towards  the  dungeon,  and  Bamahy  oould  only  see  his  form. 
To  judge  from  that,  he  was  a  gallant,  manlj,  handsome 
fellow,  but  he  had  lost  his  left  arm.  It  had  been  taken  oft 
between  the  elbow  and  the  shoulder,  and  his  empfy  coat- 
sleeve  hung  aoroes  his  breast. 

It  was  probably  this  ciroomstance  which  gave  him  an 
interest  beyond  any  that  his  companion  oould  boast  od^  and 
attracted  Bamaby's  attention.  There  was  something  soldierly 
in  his  bearing,  and  he  wore  a  jaunty  cap  and  jacket.  Perhaps 
he  had  been  in  the  service  at  one  time  or  other.  If  he  had, 
it  could  not  have  been  very  long  ago,  for  he  was  but  a  young 
fellow  now. 
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"  Well,  well,"  he  eaid  ibouglitfully ;  "  let  the  fault  be 
where  it  may,  it  makes  a  man  sorrow^  to  OOme  back  to  old 
England,  and  Bee  her  in  this  condition." 

**  I  suppose  the  pigs  will  join  'em  next,"  said  the  seijeant, 
with  an  imprecation  on  the  lioters^  "now  that  the  birds  have 
set  'em  the  example." 

"  The  biids ! "  repeated  Tom  Green. 

''Ah — birds,"  said  the  seijeant  testilj;  that 's EngliRh, 
an'tit?" 

"  I  don't  know  what  yon  mean." 

''Go  to  the  guard-house,  and  see.  You'll  find  a  bird 
there,  that's  got  their  cry  as  pat  as  ai^  of  'em,  and  bawls 

*  No  Popery/  like  a  man — or  like  a  devil,  as  he  says  he  is.  I 

shouldn't  onder.  The  d(3\^l 's  loose  in  London  somewhere. 
Damme  if  I  wouldn't  twist  liis  neck  round,  on  the  chance,  if 
I  had  my  way." 

The  young  man  liad  taken  two  or  three  steps  away,  as  if  to 
go  and  sec  this  creature,  when  he  was  arrested  by  the  voice 
of  Barnaby. 

"It*s  mine,"  he  called  out,  half  laugliing  and  half  weep- 
ing— "  my  pet,  my  friend  Grip.  Ha  ha  ha  !  Don't  hurt  him, 
he  has  done  no  harm.  I  taught  him ;  it 's  my  fault.  Let  me 
have  him,  if  you  please.  He  's  the  only  Mend  I  have  left  now. 
He  'U  not  dance,  or  talk,  or  whistle  for  you,  I  know ;  but  he 
will  for  me,  because  he  knows  me,  and  loves  me — though 
you  wouldn't  think  it — ^veiy  well.  You  wouldn't  hurt  a  bird, 
I 'm  jKiie.  You  're  a  brave  soldier,  sir,  and  wouldn't  harm  a 
woman  or  a  child — no,  no,  nor  a  poor  bird,  I 'm  certain." 

This  latter  adjuration  was  addressed  to  the  serjeant,  whom 
Barnaby  judged  from  his  red  coat  to  be  high  in  office,  and 
able  to  soil  Grip's  destiny  by  a  word.  But  that  gendeman, 
in  reply,  surlily  damned  him  iott  a  thief  and  rebel  as  he  was, 
and  with  many  disinterested  impreeatians  on  his  own  eyes, 
liver,  blood,  and  body,  assured  hhn  that  if  it  rested  with  him 
to  decide,  he  would  put  a  final  stopper  on  the  bird,  and  his 
master  too. 

"You  talk  boldly  to  a  caged  man,"  said  Barnaby,  in 
anger.  "  If  I  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  door  and  there 
were  none  to  part  us,  you^d  change  your  note — ay,  you  may 
toss  your  head — you  would !  Kill  tiie  bird — do.  Kill  any- 
thing you  can,  and  so  revenge  yourself  on  those  who  with 
their  bare  hands  untied  could  do  as  much  to  you !  " 

VOL.  I.  II 
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Ihixiw^  vented  las  defiance,  he  flunf^  himself  into  the 
furthest  conier  of  his  prison,  and  inutt(3ring,  **  Good  bye, 
'  Grip — good  }>yo,  dear  old  Grip  !  "  shed  tears  for  the  first  tirae 
since  he  had  been  taken  captiye;  and  hid  his  £aoe  in  the 
straw. 

He  had  had  some  fancy  at  first,  that  the  one-armed  man  would 
help  him,  or  would  give  him  a  kind  word  in  answer.  He 
hardly  knew  why,  but  he  hoped  and  thought  so.  The  young 
fellow  had  stopped  when  he  called  out,  and  checking  himself 
in  the  very  act  of  turning  round,  stood  listening  to  eveiy  word 
lie  said.  Perhaps  he  built  his  feeble  trust  on  this ;  perhaps 
on  his  being  young,  and  having  a  frank  and  honest  maxmer. 
However  that  might  be,  he  built  on  sand.  The  other  want 
away  directly  he  had  finished  speakings  and  neither  answered 
him,  nor  returned.  No  matter.  They  were  all  against  him 
here;  he  might  hare  known  as  mncih.  Good  bye^  old  Gi^, 
good  bye! 

Afber  some  time,  they  came  and  unlocked  the  door,  and 
called  to  him  to  oome  out.  He  rose  directly,  and  oomplied, 
Ibr  he  would  not  hare  them  think  he  was  subdued  or  fright- 
ened. He  walked  out  like  a  man,  and  looked  from  to 
&oe. 

None  of  them  returned  his  gaze  or  seemed  to  notice  it. 
They  marched  him  back  to  the  parade  by  the  way  they  had 
brought  him,  and  there  they  halted,  among  a  body  of  soldiers, 
at  least  twice  as  numerous  as  that  which  had  taken  liim 
prisoner  in  tlie  afternoon.  The  officer  he  had  seen  before, 
bade  him  in  a  few  brief  words  take  notice  that  if  he  attempted 
to  escape,  no  matter  how  favourable  a  chance  he  might 
suppose  ho  had,  certain  of  the  men  had  orders  to  fire  ui>on 
\  ''.'him,  that  moment.  They  then  closed  round  him  as  before, 
^and  marched  him  off  again. 

^    In  the  same  unbroken  order  tliey  arrived  at  Bow-street, 
^followed  and  beeet  on  all  sides  by  a  crowd  which  was  con- 
^  tinually  inoreasmg.    Here  he  was  placed  before  a  blind 
,  gentleman,  and  asked  if  he  wished  to  say  anything.    Not  he. 
What  had  he  got  to  tell  them  ?    After  a  very  little  talking, 
which  he  was  careless  of  and  quite  indiffereoEt  to,  they  told 
him  he  was  to  go  to  Newgate,  and  took  him  away. 

He  went  out  into  the  street,  so  sunounded  and  hemmed  in 
on  eveiy  side  by  soldiers,  that  he  could  see  nothing ;  but  he 
knew  there  was  a  great  crowd  of  people,  by  the  murmur ;  and 


Digii,^uu  by  Google 


BAllNABT  EUDOE. 


475 


that  they  were  not  friendly  to  the  soldiers,  was  BOon  rendered 
evident  by  their  yells  and  hisses.  How  often  and  how  eagerly 
he  listened  for  tlie  Toioe  of  Hugh !  No.  There  was  not  a 
voice  he  knew  among  them  alL  Was  Hugh  a  prisoner  too  ? 
Was  there  no  hope ! 

As  they  came  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  prison,  the  hootmgs 
of  the  people  grew  more  -violent;  stones  were  thrown;  and 
erexy  now  and  then,  a  rush  was  made  against  the  soldiers, 
which  they  staggered  nnder.  One*  of  them,  dose  befixre  him, 
smarting  under  a  blow  npon  the  temxile,  levelled  his  musket^ 
hut  the  officer  struck  it  upwards  with  his  sword,  and  ordered 
him  on  peril  of  his  life  to  desist.  This  was  the  last  thing  he 
saw  with  any  distinctness,  for  directly  afterwards  he  was 
tossed  about,  and  beaten  to  and  fro,  as  though  in  a  tem- 
pestuous sea.  But  go  where  he  would,  there  were  the  same 
guards  about  him.  Twice  or  thrice  he  was  thrown  down,  and 
so  were  they ;  but  even  then,  he  could  not  elude  their 
vigilance  for  a  moment.  They  were  up  again,  and  had 
closed  about  him,  before  he,  with  his  wrists  so  tightly  bound, 
could  scramble  to  his  feet.  Fenced  in,  thus,  he  felt  himsell' 
hoisted  to  the  top  of  a  low  flight  of  steps,  and  then  for  a 
moment  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  fighting  in  the  crowd, 
and  of  a  few  red  coats  sprinkled  together,  here  and  there, 
struggling  to  rejoin  their  fellows.  Next  moment,  eveiything 
was  dark  and  gloomy,  and  he  was  standing  in  iSbe  prison 
lobby ;  the  centre  of  a  group  of  men. 

A  smith  was  speedily  in  attendance,  who  riveted  upon  him 
a  set  of  heavy  irons.  Stumbling  on  as  well  as  he  oould, 
beneath  the  unusual  burden  of  these  fetters,  he  was  conducted 
to  a  strong  stone  cell,  where,  fastening  the  door  with  looks, 
and  holts,  and  chains,  they  left  him,  well  secured ;  having 
first,  unseen  by  him,  thrust  in  Grip,  who,  with  his  head 
drooping  and  his  deep  black  plumes  rough  and  rumpled, 
appeared  to  comprehend  and  to  partake,  Mb  master^s  fidlen 
fortunes. 
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